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For David Miller
With all that goes without saying

Thanks to all my friends and family for their love and support,
this time, particularly:
Terry - for everyday things from an uncommon man;
David - for sowing the seeds of doom;
and the League of Gentlemen - for ever
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‘I had six oxen the other day
And then the Roundheads got away.
A mischief on them speed.

I had six horses in the hole
And them the Cavaliers stole.

I think on this we are agreed.’



PROLOGUE

She passed the lovely old Tower on her way to the museum.

It was a glorious day, hot and sunny with a genuinely
cloudless sky as blue as a cornflower. There weren’t many
people about at this hour and she enjoyed the unexpected calm
of the place, the sound of the city creaking into life, the soft
spray of water on the pavement and the distant drone of
aeroplanes.

She smiled and craned her neck to look at the Tower’s
gleaming metal-and-glass structure, which shone dazzlingly. It
was more like a rocket than a public building.

With a laugh, she realised that she still thought of the thing
as quite new — the cutting edge of modern achievement, forged
from the ‘white heat of technology’ and swinging London’s
trendiest landmark.

It wasn’t of course. They’d changed its name and they
didn’t even allow anyone to go up it any more, not even to that
funny revolving restaurant that made all its diners feel slightly
sick.

The Tower held all kinds of associations for her, but she
put them to the back of her mind as she made her way through
the narrow streets of Fitzrovia towards the impressive,
columned portico of the museum.

She chatted to the security guards, who were feeling the
heat in their dark uniforms and cotton gloves, and then stepped
into the cool interior with some relief.

After a brief look around to get her bearings, she began to
push through the crowds of tourists and ascend the stairs.

The display she was looking for was on the fourth floor: a
brand-new section of glass cabinets containing a variety of
costumes and armour. She glanced at them as she passed — the
plain women’s dresses with their white collars, the men’s
tunics in puritan black, the chunky pewter breastplates and
lobster-like helmets.



Somewhere a clock was ticking loudly. She seemed to
hear every second, reverberating through her.

Tick.

Tick.

Tick.

As though time itself were calling out to her. Calling her
back.

She found what she was looking for in a dark room, its
walls smelling of fresh plaster, its temperature cooled to the
point of chilliness. In a small case, set back from the wall, a
series of objects had been arranged. There were letters and
documents, yellowed and brittle with age. Several rows of
silver coins and medals had been arranged in neat rows
alongside them and there were a number of beautiful
miniatures, painted on lockets and, in one case, on the inside
of a watch the size and shape of a tangerine.

The miniatures showed the face of a fine-featured
aristocratic man and those of a coarser, rather fierce-looking
individual with the bearing of a brusque farmer.

She glanced at them and smiled sadly. Then another object
caught her eye and a little thrill of emotion passed through her
body.

It was a locket, like the others, but it showed a portrait of a
very handsome man, his hair flowing down to his shoulders,
his blue eyes bright and amused, his expression somehow sad
and happy simultaneously.

She bent down so close that her face almost touched the
glass.

It was so distant now. Almost like a dream.



CHRPTER 1

When the snow began to fall, it fell so densely that it covered
the old city like a neat cotton shroud. Every low building,
mean little alley, and cramped and crooked house was
obscured beneath its blanketing silence.

People hugged themselves to keep warm, wrapping their
heavy coats more tightly around them, pulling down their
broad-brimmed hats over narrowed, suspicious eyes. The
bleak white sky seemed to lower over them, planting a heavy
ceiling on their daily lives, depressing and oppressing them.

It was a sky only an English winter could conjure and
beneath it a despairing mood of fear was palpable.

An onlooker might sense it, despite the bustle of
commerce and the shouted cries of street vendors.

On one corner, beneath the black-and-white-beamed
houses, there was cloth and wool for sale, available in heavy
bolts of plain, rather drab colour. The ammonia stink of horse
manure vied for attention with the sweeter perfume of cloves
and lemons, which a little man with one arm was doling out in
pewter mugs for a ha’penny.

He shivered beneath his ragged old coat and shot a
nervous glance down the narrow, vile-looking street in which
he stood. The snow around him had been churned into ruts by
the passage of carts and carriages and the footprints of the
Londoners who daily passed him by.

At the end of the lane stood an inn, a grim, black-fronted
pile, its eves shoddy and dilapidated, its brickwork crumbling
gradually into fine brown dust. A sign, hanging from one old
hinge, proclaimed it as the World Turn’d Upside Down and
there was a faded picture of just such a catastrophe as
imagined some years previously by an artist friend of the
owner.

William Kemp, for such was the owner’s name, emerged



from the doorway of the inn and shot a vicious look at the
drink-seller and then a worse one at the snow-heavy sky.

A thick-set man of some forty years, Kemp wore his hair
shoulder-length in the fashion of the day. He had a pale, rather
dangerous-looking countenance with a mean rat trap of a
mouth and wide green eyes. Dressed in a bulky jerkin with
hooped sleeves, fawn-coloured breeches, white stockings and
buckled shoes, he had a greasy leather apron, splashed and
stained with old beer, hanging around his neck.

Despite the snow, the little street hummed with life.
Somewhere a dog was barking incessantly, punctuating the
rhythmic roll of barrels over cobbles as the tavern’s coopers
went about their work. Their hammers slammed and knocked,
iron on wood, followed by a satisfying hiss as a new red-hot
hoop was plunged into a bath of water. They cried out to each
other as they worked, cracking filthy jokes or humming tunes
in time to the beating of their tools.

The one-armed man sidled up to Kemp and proffered a
cup of his winter grog.

‘A drink, sir? Would you help me? | have lost my
livelihood ’cause of the wars.’

Kemp looked down at him, his brows beetling over his
green eyes. ‘How much?’

‘Ha’penny, master,” said the vendor hopefully. ‘To keep
out the chill.’

Kemp scowled at him. ‘Is there gin in it?’

The man grinned. ‘Aye, sir! My little toddy is packed with
the juniper!’

Kemp grunted. “Well then, you scoundrel. You’re taking
my custom away from me, ain’t you? So get along before | rip
out your lights!’

The one-armed man tipped his hat and scrambled
backward, the drink sloshing on to his shoes.

‘Sorry, sir. No offence, sir,” he gabbled, grabbing the pail
in which he carried the drink. He abandoned his makeshift
brazier and took to his heels, his shoes ringing off the road as



he put as much distance as possible between himself and the
ominous-looking Kemp.

Kemp kicked the brazier over and watched the hot coals
roll away over the snow-covered cobbles, then coughed and
felt a ball of phlegm rise in his throat. He spat it out and
watched it hit the road, thudding into the snow among the
rubbish and the yellow pissholes.

Crippled fool, he thought, remembering the vendor.
Thinks he’s the only one to have suffered.

He glanced up at the sign above his inn.

The World Turn’d Upside Down.

Avye, that it had been.

He brushed the freshly fallen snow from his shoulders and
shouted at a young boy who stood at the trap-door entrance to
the cellar.

‘Come on, lad! Look lively! | don’t pay you to dawdle.
Look lively therel’

The boy sighed and struggled on, rolling barrels and
blowing into his numb hands to warm them.

Kemp turned back to his contemplation of the sky, wiping
his hands on his apron and muttering under his breath.

Suddenly, among the plethora of strange smells that
whirled through the street, something particularly evil began
to assault his senses. It was like the worst kind of rotten
vegetable, mixed with a dreadful, sewer-like odour. An image
suddenly flashed into his mind of himself as a boy, playing in
his father’s barn and uncovering the tiny corpse of a rabbit, its
hide suppurating with maggots. The stench from it had been
nauseating but this...

Kemp turned to see a strange, crook-backed old man
crunching cheerfully through the snow drifts towards him. He
groaned and placed his broad, splayed fingers across his face
in a none-too-subtle effort to avoid the smell coming off the
newcomer.

‘Good day to thee, Master Kemp,” said the old man, his
voice high and cracked with age.



Kemp did no more than grunt in reply and slowly shook
his head at the fellow’s rough appearance. His tunic and
breeches were black but so stained and filthy as to appear
almost like a new colour altogether. His collar, ingrained with
grime, had not been white for many a year and his holed and
wrinkled stockings hung like loose skin around his ankles and
ruined shoes.

‘Good day, | say!” said the man again.

This time Kemp acknowledged him. “You may find it so,
Master Scrope. For myself I have things pressing on my
mind.’

Nathaniel Scrope let out a funny little giggle and smiled,
exposing a gallery of loose black teeth. ‘See a surgeon, Kemp.
They say water and all manner of things can press on the
brain.’

Kemp ignored him, his eyes rolling heavenward again.
“This weather, | mean. It’ll keep my customers abed, mark my
word. And if they’re abed they’re not drinking and, as a
consequence, Master Scrope, | am not a happy man.’

Scrope shrugged. ‘Nay, man. A little frost never harmed
no one. I’m living proof.’

Kemp let out a short, unpleasant laugh. ‘Living proof that
a little muck never harmed anyone, that’s for sure.’

Scrope looked affronted and ran a liver-spotted hand
through his mane of matted hair. “You know very well, Kemp,
that the work | do is vital to this country’s wellbeing.’

Kemp suppressed a smile. The nerve of the man!

‘Oh, aye, Nat. | was forgetting.” He gave a formal bow.
‘Please excuse me.’

Scrope nodded, apparently mollified. A stiff wind blew a
wave of snowflakes in their direction and Scrope suddenly
stiffened. ‘What’s this?” he muttered.

Kemp listened. In among the cacophony of street sounds
they could make out something else. A regular, drumming
beat, flattening the virgin snow and echoing around the squalid
lanes of the city.



Both Kemp and Scrope turned swiftly as the sound
coalesced into the unmistakable tattoo of horses’ hooves.

There was a shout and then a troop of soldiers clattered
into view, perhaps thirty in number and dressed in heavy
breastplates over thick, buff, skirted leather coats. They had on
huge, thigh-length boots over their crimson breeches and each
wore a segmented helmet that tapered down his neck,
revealing almost nothing of his face.

As they passed, breath streaming like smoke from the
mouths of their horses, all work in the little street came to a
sudden halt. It was as though the violence in the air had
suddenly taken on solid form.

Kemp shuddered and it had nothing to do with the cold.

‘God a’ mercy,” he whispered as the soldiers disappeared
in a tight pack around the corner. ‘What next for this
benighted land of ours?’

Nathaniel Scrope wiped a drop of moisture from the tip of
his nose and watched the last of the mounted men vanish into
the freezing fog, his face as grave as an effigy on a tomb.

Nearby was an alley even narrower and more disreputable
than the one where Kemp’s inn stood. The buildings that
abutted it were black, wet and grimy, the upper window
casements on either side so close that they almost touched,
forming a dingy archway over a muddy floor strewn with
slimy straw and manure.

There were many things a passer-by might expect to find
in such a place. A seedy gaming house, perhaps, or a den of
thieves. Beggars might cluster in its shadows and dogs find a
rough meal of greasy bones in the litter-fouled snowdrifts. But
there was one thing no one could rightly expect to find: the
rectangular blue shape of a twentieth-century police box was
nevertheless there, materialising out of thin air with a
strangulated, grating whine.

The light on top of the police box stopped flashing and the
unexpected arrival stood there in the diffuse morning light,



snowflakes collecting in the recesses of its panelled doors. A
sharp wind blew up, almost disguising the fact that this
battered blue box was humming with power.

No one passed by to inquire what was amiss and so the
TARDIS remained unmolested, its occupants, for the moment
at least, undisturbed.

Inside, in defiance of at least the laws of terrestrial
physics, was a vast, white chamber, its walls indented with
translucent roundels. At its centre stood a six-sided console,
the panels of which were covered in a bewildering array of
buttons and switches. In the middle of this was a cylindrical
glass column which was normally to be found rising and
falling when the TARDIS was in flight. Now it was still, as
still as the rest of the strange room, save for the constant hum
of power.

Suddenly the calm was shattered by the arrival of three
young people from the interior of the craft.

The first, a brawny, good-looking boy in kilt and cable-
knit sweater, walked straight over to a chair and sat down,
brushing his black hair out of his appealing brown eyes.

‘Would you no’ hang on a moment, Ben,” he complained
to his companion. ‘I cannae understand you.’

Ben, a skinny, blond young man with the face of a
disreputable cherub, threw up his hands in frustration.
‘Blimey! You can’t understand me. Jamie. You’re the one
who talks like Bill Shankly.’

Jamie frowned. ‘Who?’

The third arrival, a very pretty girl with long, straight,
blonde hair and heavily made-up eyes in a sixties style, gave a
little groan. Her name was Polly and, like Ben, she came from
a time well in advance of their young Scots friend. He had
joined the TARDIS crew after an adventure with the Jacobite
rebels of 1745 and was still having some difficulty
acclimatising to travelling in time.

‘Don’t confuse him any more, Ben,” said Polly. ‘Look...”

She rested her hand on Jamie’s shoulder and took a deep



breath. ‘It’s quite simple. England and Scotland signed an
agreement, an Act of Union, which made them one country.’

Jamie’s face clouded. ‘Aye, | know that. I’m not daft.’

Ben grinned. ‘Well, mate, by the time me and the Duchess
come from, we live in what they call the United Kingdom.
And there ain’t no Stuart on the throne.’

Jamie cast his eyes to the floor. ‘I dinnae believe it,” he
groaned. ‘And what of the Prince?’

Polly frowned. ‘Bonny Prince Charlie? Oh, | think he
ended up abroad. In exile. Got fat and died. Isn’t that right,
Ben?’

Ben shrugged. ‘Search me, love. History was never my
strong point.’

Polly turned back to Jamie, who was tugging his hair in a
nervous, slightly anxious fashion.

‘Anyway,” she said brightly, ‘as Ben says, the Scots and
the English get along perfectly well by our time.’

‘I wouldn’t pay too much attention to them, Jamie,” cut in
a new voice. “Your fellow countrymen get a bit restless around
the end of the twentieth century, if memory serves.’

The newcomer was a small man with a humorous, slightly
mocking expression. There was a deep line on either side of
his smiling mouth and his hair hung in a messy black mop
over eyes that sparkled blue and green as the sea.

He was dressed in a shabby black frock coat — stitches
bursting, pockets full of holes — a grubby shirt and bow tie and
a pair of gaudily checked trousers, which bagged at the knee.
The whole ensemble terminated in narrow suede boots, which,
like everything else the little man wore, had seen better days.

The Doctor walked to the console and fussed over a panel
of switches.

‘Well, we appear to have landed,” he said in his gently
gruff voice.

Ben, however, was more interested in what the Doctor had
said about the future of the United Kingdom. He tucked his
brightly striped shirt into his drainpipe trousers and advanced



on the little man.

‘What did you mean, Doctor?’ he asked, brow crinkling
with worry.

The Doctor looked up. ‘Mm? Oh that.” He chuckled and
put his finger to his lips. ‘Don’t ask so many questions, Ben.
You don’t want me to spoil all your surprises, do you?’

Ben grunted. ‘The only thing that’d surprise me is if you
ever got us home.’

The Doctor shot him a venomous look and turned back to
the console, where he twisted a dial with piqued aggression.
Then, like a cloud passing away from the sun, his expression
changed and he clapped his hands together happily.

‘Well, come along, everybody. We’ve been cooped up in
the TARDIS for far too long. Let’s see where we are.’

So saying, he flicked a switch and the double doors
opened on to the frosty alley outside. At once, a wave of cold
air rushed in to greet them.

Polly shivered, walked across the room, and peered
outside. She swiftly withdrew.

‘It’s freezing!” she cried, but the Doctor ignored her,
gazing over her shoulder with delighted curiosity. Outside he
could see that the alley opened on to daylight. There was a
suggestion of housing with smoke billowing from tall brick
chimneypots. And snow. Everywhere. The Doctor loved snow.

‘It’s certainly bracing,” he admitted. ‘I wonder where we
are this time?’

The Doctor looked up at the sky, as white and featureless
as an upturned china bowl.

He frowned and stuck his tongue into his cheek so that it
bulged outward. ‘Shan’t be a moment,” he said and vanished
through the interior door.

Ben and Jamie stepped out together on to the cobbles and
began to look around. Ben placed the flat of one hand against
the cold, wet stone of the alley walls and then let out a little
groan as he realised he had stepped in a pile of horse manure.

Jamie laughed and then turned to Polly, who was still



standing in the TARDIS doorway.

‘Are you no’ coming out?’ he said.

The glamorous woman looked down at her short black
minidress and shook her head. ‘Are you kidding? Not unless I-

She stopped abruptly as the Doctor reappeared, carrying
four duck woollen cloaks over both his arms. He handed them
to his companions and pulled the last one around his own
shoulders, tying it under his chin with a rather sloppy bow.

‘Doctor,” laughed Polly. “You think of everything.’

‘Yes. Don’t 1?”

With a flourish of his cloak, the Doctor stepped out. Polly
immediately followed, closing the TARDIS door behind her
with a soft click.

The snow was falling heavily now, speckling the air in flakes
the size of autumn leaves.

The troop of soldiers had drawn up under a massive stone
archway, its brickwork mottled like a chessboard with two
small wooden doors inset, one either side. It was one of the old
city gateways and abutted a small square ringed with rather
grand houses.

Stamping and whinnying with cold, the troopers’ mounts
moved restlessly beneath the arch, jostling the men together so
that their armour clashed. One soldier’s powder horn was
crushed against the leg of his companion and the contents,
black and sparkling like coal dust, sprinkled on to the snow
below. He cursed and then silenced himself as his commander
turned his horse about to address them.

Thomas Pride shifted in his saddle and lifted his visor
from his face, revealing an honest but rather severe face with
milky-grey eyes like shallow frost on a pool of water. He let
his gaze range over his men and then nodded to himself.

‘Very well,” he said at last. “We are almost there. Are you
all clear as to what must be done?’

A low murmur came from the men, almost drowned out by



the jostling of their horses.

Pride raised himself up in his saddle and bellowed at them.
‘I said are you all clear?’

His rasping voice rang with authority and this time a great
shout of assent came from the troopers.

Pride took a deep breath, feeling the frosty air sting his
throat.

‘For God and the Army!’ he yelled.

The soldiers cheered. Pride smiled, watching as the
settling snowflakes bled the colour from the men’s uniforms.

He jabbed his spurs into the flanks of his horse and the
beast turned slowly about. Then, crossing himself, he lowered
his voice to a grave whisper.

“Then let us get on with this business.’

The TARDIS crew padded through the rapidly drifting snow,
their footsteps muffled, their shoes collecting great lumps of
the stuff like extra soles.

The alley had broadened on to a much bigger street,
crowded with people, all hurrying to find shelter from the
weather. Only a few stray beggars, huddled in corners, seemed
forced to remain outside.

The Doctor was already some way ahead of his
companions, his quick gaze taking in the details of the
buildings around them.

‘Clearly Earth again,” he said with a small sigh, stooping
to examine horseshoe prints in the snow.

‘And the middle of winter,” moaned Polly, pulling her
cloak tightly around her.

Jamie laughed. ‘Och, lassie, this is nothing. One time me
and the Laird were stuck out on the moor for nigh on three
days -’

‘Look!”

Ben’s voice cut across Jamie’s reminiscence and everyone
turned to see the young man pointing over their heads towards
a familiar black silhouette.



The Doctor scurried to Ben’s side. “What is it?’

He peered at the shape on the skyline and then nodded.

Ben’s face was wreathed in smiles. ‘It’s the Tower, innit,
Doctor?’

The Doctor frowned. ‘It would appear to be.’

Ben almost punched the air. “The bloomin’ Tower. | don’t
believe it. We’re home!’

Polly grinned and looked longingly over at the familiar
bulk of the Tower of London. It was a landmark she had only
ever visited as a child, a thing for tourists that was glimpsed
occasionally out of the window of a train. But now it seemed
to be a perfect symbol of all that she missed about her own
time. Safe. Dependable. London!

‘Oh, Ben,’ she cried. ‘Do you really think so?’

Ben folded his arms and assumed his most stoic
expression. ‘It’s got to be, innit, Duchess?’

The Doctor shook his head and wet snowflakes tumbled
on to his cloak. ‘Now wait a minute, Ben. You’re forgetting
that the TARDIS transports us through time as well as space.
Look around you.” He swept his arm around in a circle. ‘Do
you see any other familiar things?’

Ben looked about quickly, impatiently, anxious to be right.

Polly looked too. There was something wrong. She knew
it. Everything was too old. There wasn’t a sign of modem life.
Her shoulders sank and she moved forward on her own.

Ben shrugged. ‘No, I can’t say as | do. But that doesn’t
matter. | mean, what’s a few years here and there?’

The Doctor looked unexpectedly grave. ‘Oh, quite a bit, |
should say.’

Jamie stamped his feet on the ground and hugged himself,
wishing he was wearing rather more than a kilt beneath his
cloak. “What year is this then, Doctor?’

The Doctor let his fingers trail over the rotting brickwork
of the nearest wall. “Well, judging by these buildings I should
say -’

Horses’ hooves thundered on the ground and the air was



suddenly full of clamour as a troop of soldiers stormed
through the street.

Jamie leapt forward and grabbed Polly by both her arms.
He almost fell backward, dragging her with him and flattening
them both against the wall. She had missed being crushed by a
matter of moments.

The Doctor and Ben took their cue and threw themselves
into the nearest doorway as the horsemen passed by, blurred
into one great silver and buff shape by the speed of their
motion.

When the last of them had gone, the Doctor stepped
forward, his face beaming, his eyes sparkling. He clapped his
hands together in childlike delight.

‘Oh, I say!” he cried. ‘Roundheads!”

She had a face like an angel, Thomas said, and he should
know. Why? she asked. Because he loved her. Loved her
above all things. Above any girl he had ever known. Loved
her and planned to marry her. He had said so every time they
met, including the day a week or so back, when she had
dropped the neat little watch he had given her as a present.
The beautiful silver thing had slipped from her hand and fallen
clean through a sheet of ice into a puddle.

Now the watch had been returned to her and, in the
privacy of her room above the inn, Frances, daughter of
William Kemp, read and reread the accompanying letter.

Mistress,

The artificer having never before met with a
drowned watch, like an ignorant physician has
been so long about the cure that he hath made
me very unquiet that your commands should be
so long deferred. However, | have sent the
watch at last and envy the felicity of it, that it
should be so near your side, and so often enjoy



your eye, and be consulted by you how your
time shall pass while you employ your hand in
your excellent works.

But have a care of it, for | put such a spell
into it that every beating of the balance will tell
you tis the pulse of my heart, which labours as
much to serve you and more truly than the
watch; for the watch, | believe, will sometimes
lie, and sometimes perhaps be idle and
unwilling to go, having received so much injury
by being drenched in that icy bath that | despair
it should ever be a true servant to you more.
But as for me (unless you drown me too in my
tears) you may be confident | shall never cease
to be,

Your most affectionate, humble servant,
Thom. Culpeper

She thought it the most wonderful thing she had ever read
and clasped the crisp white paper to her breast, her heart full
of joy.

The door to her bedroom opened and her father stood
there, his pale face sullen, his mouth turned down in a
permanent look of disapproval.

Frances managed to hide the letter beneath the bedclothes
before he could notice it and turned her face to him, her
delicate features fixed into a sweet smile.

‘Why do you mooch about here, girl?” rumbled Kemp.
“Your mother would not object to help in the kitchens, I’ll
warrant.’

Frances got to her feet and adjusted the little white cap that
crowned her golden hair. “Yes, Father.’

Kemp grunted and she squeezed past him through the



door. He stayed a moment, looking around the plainly
furnished room with its framed embroidered mottoes and
heavy furniture.

Then, sniffing dismissively, he shuffled back into the
corridor and made his way downstairs into the inn.

The troopers had come to a final halt outside a huge, ornate
building that resembled a Gothic cathedral. Its two towers
were crowded with stone niches in which statues of saints had
been placed. Some were missing a head or a limb or even
missing altogether but the overall effect, combined with the
massive central window between the towers, was as
impressive as befitted Parliament House.

Colonel Pride swung his legs from the saddle and
dismounted, immediately barking orders for his men to remain
on horseback but to arrange themselves into ranks before the
arched entry to the Commons.

As the troopers moved to obey, their swords and armour
clanking like ancient machinery, Pride took up position by the
left-hand side of the arch, directly below a statue of St
Stephen.

He glanced up at the stoic face of the martyr and sighed.
What it was to have such faith.

A soft crumping in the snow hailed the arrival of a
newcomer and Pride steadied himself as a tall, prematurely
grey haired man with sharp blue eyes and an intelligent, if
weary, face sauntered into view. He nodded to the colonel and
then looked up at the statue.

‘Stone me, eh?’

Pride frowned. ‘My Lord?’

Lord Grey of Groby managed a thin smile. ‘St Stephen. A
pun, Colonel.’

Pride nodded. “You will forgive me if | do not share your
levity, sir.”

Grey suddenly felt very foolish and shivered despite the
thick layers of bulky clothing he wore. He took off his hat and



narrowed his eyes as he looked at the assembled troopers.

‘A grim day for it, en?’

Pride looked straight ahead, his mouth set into a thin,
determined line.

‘If the sun were to shine as summer, this day would be
grim enough, My Lord.’

His shaky voice betrayed his emotion and he cleared his
throat rapidly in an effort to hide it. ‘“Never did I think to find
myself in such a position.’

He fixed Grey with his milky eyes. ‘Do you have the list?’

Grey nodded and passed him two sheets of rolled
parchment. Pride scanned the names that had been carefully
inscribed on them. Snowflakes fell and began to seep into the
paper, blurring the names until they seemed written in black
blood.

Sighing, Grey wrung his gloved hands. ‘To face down a
tyrant king is one thing,” he lamented. ‘But now to vilify the
very men who helped in his defeat...’

He trailed off miserably.

Pride rolled up the parchment and tapped Grey on the
shoulder.

‘We must be resolute, My Lord. This discredited
Parliament must go. It must be purged. Else all our labours, all
our... sacrifices, have been in vain.’

Grey’s head snapped up as three men approached. One
was very plainly dressed, wearing a black jerkin, breeches and
stockings beneath a brown cloak; the others were rather more
splendidly attired, their long, curly hair falling on to lacy
collars, the sleeves of their richly coloured coats slashed to
reveal the shirts beneath. Both wore large hats with gorgeous,
ostrich-feather plumes projecting from the brim, although the
heavy snow had rather dampened the effect.

‘Look sharp, Colonel,” announced Grey curtly. ‘Here
comes the first of ’em.’

One of the men, stroking his chestnut-coloured beard with
one hand and holding his other hand on his hip, approached,



his jaw dropping open as he caught sight of the soldiers, three
ranks deep.

Pride held up his hand before the astonished man’s face.

‘By your leave, sir, return to your home. You shall not
pass today.’

The man turned to his colleagues as if seeking
confirmation that he had heard right.

‘Do you know to whom you speak, sir?” he managed at
last. “We are Parliament’s elected representatives. On whose
authority do you deny us access?’

Pride pulled himself up to his full, imposing height. ‘In the
name of God and the Army, sir, You have forfeited your right
to represent the people of England.’

‘Forfeited our right!” spluttered the newcomer. ‘This is an
outrage!’

Grey stepped forward out of the shadow of St Stephen.
‘No doubt,” he muttered in a quiet, dangerous whisper. ‘But
you will do as the colonel says.’

The second of the men cocked an eyebrow. ‘Grey? Is that
you? ‘Shlood! What goes on here?’

Grey’s noble face twisted into a sneer. “Would you insult
us with your feigned ignorance?’ he spat. “We have waged a
war against Charles Stuart, King of England. A war that has
cost us dear. Yet now you would make a dishonourable peace
with this wicked man. How can you claim to represent-the
people?’

With a snarl, he grabbed the parchment from Pride’s hand,
found the members’ names, and scored them out with a thick
piece of charcoal. Then he turned back, his blue eyes glittering
with rage. ‘Get ye gone!”

The Doctor managed to find an orange-seller sheltering under
the entrance to the World Turn’d Upside Down and bought
four rather splendid specimens from her. After some time
spent fiddling with the extraordinary amount of junk inside his
capacious pockets, he finally found a fat leather purse of coins



which appeared to be of the correct period. The orange-seller
thanked him and tapped the brim of her snow-covered hat
before scuttling away.

The Doctor tossed an orange to each of his companions in
turn and dug his thumb into the thick peel of his own.

‘It’s a bit complicated, I’ll admit,” he said, squeezing the
soft flesh of the fruit and jamming a segment into his mouth.
‘Didn’t you study this period of your history at school? | seem
to remember Susan was very keen on it.’

Jamie looked up from contemplating his orange. ‘Who’s
Susan?’

But the Doctor did not seem to have heard him.

Ben bit into his orange and juice sprayed out all over his
hands and cloak. He shook his hand dry and spoke between
gulps. ‘I was just saying to the Duchess, Doctor, history’s not
my strong point. | always get the kings and queens mixed up.
There’s so many of em. All those wives Henry Five had.’

The Doctor sighed. ‘Eight.’

‘Was it as many as that?’ said Ben in genuine surprise.

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No, no. Henry the Eighth, not
the Fifth, Ben. And it was six wives.’

‘Divorced, beheaded, died,” cried Polly brightly.

‘Divorced, beheaded, survived,” concluded the Doctor
with a grin.

Jamie gave them both a puzzled look and the Doctor
sighed, turning to face Polly as though she were his last
chance. ‘What about you, Polly?’

Polly shrugged and brushed her blonde fringe from her
eyes. ‘Well, 1 seem to remember the King fell out with
Parliament, didn’t he? He thought he could do pretty much
anything he wanted because his power came directly from
God.’

The Doctor nodded. ‘That’s it. Divine Right, they called
it.”

Ben gave a rueful smile. ‘Have you got a rhyme for that,
too?’



Polly poked out her tongue at him and then continued with
a giggle. ‘Anyway, there was a civil war and the Roundheads
cut King Charles’s head off.’

‘Blimey!” cried Ben.

Polly finished her orange and wiped her hands on her
cloak. ‘It always made me rather sad,” she said. ‘Poor old
Charles.’

The Doctor cleared his throat. “Yes, quite.” He stuffed the
orange peel into his trouser pocket and turned to Jamie. ‘And
what about you, my lad?’

The Highlander pulled a face and looked away. ‘Oh, I’'m
like Ben,” he said. ‘I never fashed myself much about history.’

The Doctor looked appalled. ‘But this only happened a
hundred years before your time, Jamie. You should be giving
us the history lesson.’

Jamie’s face clouded. ‘Aye, well. | was a piper, wasn’t 1? |
never had much time to look at school books.’

The Doctor gave a little smile and winked at Ben and
Polly. ‘Well,” he said at last, ‘I’ve an idea. As we might spend
some time here perhaps we should be a little better prepared.’

‘How’d you mean?’ asked Ben.

The Doctor twiddled his thumbs and looked up at the sky.
“The fact is, I’'m not quite the fount of all wisdom which you
think me.’

‘Oh aye?’ said Jamie with a chuckle.

‘No,” continued the Doctor. ‘I think a little refresher
course in the customs, manners, and politics of this time
wouldn’t go amiss.’

Polly pulled a face. ‘That’s not like you, Doctor. We
normally just go blundering into things.’

‘Eh?” snapped the Doctor testily.

‘What she means,” said Ben placatingly, ‘is that we don’t
normally prepare for these things. Isn’t that half the fun?’

The Doctor smiled. ‘Of course. Of course it is. But this
was a very dangerous time. We must be careful.” His
expression grew suddenly grave, emphasising the deep lines



on his face. ‘Loyalties are in a state of constant flux. This
conflict tore apart friends and families and it wasn’t unusual
for fathers and sons to fight on opposite sides.’

Polly’s mouth turned down. ‘A civil war in every sense.’

‘Exactly. So we don’t want to upset anyone or get
ourselves into trouble needlessly because we’re ignorant of
what’s going on. I’'ll pop back to the TARDIS. There’s bound
to be just the sort of thing we need in the library.’

Jamie nodded. ‘All right, Doctor. We’ll wait here.’

The Doctor headed back the way they had come, his cloak
flapping behind him. *Shan’t be a tick. Don’t talk to any
strangers.’

The three of them watched him disappear into the dark
alley.

‘I hope it’s got lots of pictures,” said Jamie with a groan.

William Kemp stamped his feet on a rough twig mat as he
entered the rear of the inn. Snow fell from his shoes and on to
the stone floor like powder. He gave the kitchen the benefit of
his scowl, ignoring the pleasant atmosphere of busy cooking
which permeated the room.

Huge copper pots were affixed to the walls, hanging above
cheeses, meats, and preserves of all kinds. Dried, salted fish
were stacked in a pile on top of three or four long wooden
tables, their surfaces blotched and cracked with wear.

Kemp closed the door behind him, shivered, and made
straight for the large fire blazing in the kitchen hearth. Before
it stood the firedogs, great iron constructions on which spits
turned incessantly, dripping hot fat into a row of black tins.

Just in front of these, about to thrust a tray of oat clap
bread into the brick oven, stood Kemp’s wife, Sarah.

Despite her daughter’s looks, she was as plain as her own
dress, a simple, red affair with a full-sleeved white blouse and
apron. Her thick auburn hair was tucked up under a lacy cap.
She turned as her husband entered and gave him one of her
ready smiles. Which he ignored.



Sarah could remember a time when William had
considered her beautiful, had been unable to keep himself
from embracing her, even as she cooked. She imagined what it
would feel like to have him come up behind her now and
nuzzle, laughing at her neck, calling her his ‘little goose’ the
way he used to.

Her face was flushed and strands of her hair kept falling
into her eyes as she bent down to open the oven.

‘I heard there were soldiers,” she said quietly.

Kemp said nothing and seated himself at the kitchen table.
He grabbed a hunk of bread and began to chew noisily on it,
glancing around at the cluttered parameters of the small, warm
room.

Sarah Kemp stood back from the oven and closed the big
iron door. She decided to try another tack with her husband.
‘Many in?’

Kemp swigged some water from a pewter cup and
scowled. ‘That girl not back yet?’ he said gruffly, ignoring his
wife’s question.

Sarah brushed the hair from her eyes and began kneading a
lump of dough which sat on a marble slab before her. “No. Not
yet.’

‘Can’t see what could keep her,” growled Kemp. ‘An
errand’s an errand. She should be making better time now
she’s grown, not worse.’

Sarah Kemp bit her lip. She knew that the truth was bound
to come out sooner or later. But, oh Lord, let it be later. She
couldn’t bear to see her little Frances upset. And with William
in this kind of mood, anything might happen. Of course, he
was perpetually in this mood, nowadays, since... since...

She moved quickly as hot tears sprang into her eyes.

Kemp did not notice. ‘I ask you,” he said, holding his big
hands palms upward, ‘how long can it take to bring back a
sack of flour?’

Sarah sank her hands into the dough and worked on.
‘Expect she got to talking with someone. You know what girls



are like.’

‘Aye,” said Kemp. ‘I do. When there’s work to be done
and not time to waste in idle gossip -’

He broke off as the door opened and Frances came inside.
She looked first at her mother and smiled broadly, then, as she
noticed her father, her expression changed. She took off her
cloak and laid it over a chair by the fire, where it began to
steam in the heat.

She smoothed back the hair from her delicate, rather
otherworldly face and sat down opposite her father. He banged
his fist on the table, setting the cheese rocking on its plate.

‘Where’s the flour?” asked Kemp, his sour expression
unchanging.

‘In the outhouse, of course.” said Frances quietly. ‘And
where, might | ask, have you been all this time?’

Sarah Kemp looked across the table and caught Frances’s
eye. She shook her head imperceptibly and Frances nodded
her understanding.

‘All this time?’ she said with feigned indifference. ‘Why,
I’ve not been more than half an hour, Father. And I needs must
be careful in this weather. I’m sure you wouldn’t want your
flour spilled all over the highway.’

She flashed him her sweetest smile and Kemp grunted. He
swigged more water and stuffed the remainder of the bread
into his coat pocket, then got up, the chair legs scraping on the
floor.

‘I’ve got word that we’re to expect guests, Sarah,” he said,
looking his wife directly in the eyes.

‘Guests?’

‘Aye. So you’ll see the upstairs is made up good and
proper, won’t you?’ He crossed the kitchen and, without
looking back, threw open the inner door and went into the
tavern.

Sarah and Frances exchanged glances.

‘Guests?’ said Frances at last. “What kind of guests?’



In the queasy yellow light of a lamp, the man cut a noble
figure. His face was long and intelligent, his complexion, like
his hair and beard, so dark as to have once earned him the
nickname Black Tom. But the raven hair was streaked with
grey now and, though he gave the outward appearance of a
man very much at peace with himself, Sir Thomas Fairfax,
Commander-in-Chief of Parliament’s New Model Army, was
nothing of the kind.

He was pacing up and down a modestly sized apartment,
its small, mullioned windows letting in scant amounts of the
feeble light of that freezing morning.

He had ordered his secretary, a young man of only twenty
years, to light the lamp in order to lift some of the gloom
Fairfax was feeling. But, if anything, the tallowy illumination
only depressed his spirits further, throwing dense shadows
over the furniture and the heavy, panelled walls.

The secretary scribbled away furiously on a large sheet of
parchment, the nib of his quill scratching and squeaking over
the smooth surface.

‘It is an outrage,” dictated Fairfax, his coal-black eyes
blazing. ‘No, an illegal outrage. And | strongly urge that
General Cromwell be remonstrated with for sanctioning this
action against the lawfully elected Parliament of this nation.
Signed, Fairfax, Commander-in-Chief.’

He paused, his head sinking on to his breast, and then
waved a hand to dismiss the secretary.

The young man got up, clasping the still-wet parchment to
his chest. ‘I will have this delivered with all due dispatch, My
Lord.’

Fairfax nodded, his attention already drifting elsewhere.
There was still so much to be done. The Army had not been
properly paid for months. The King was imprisoned, awaiting
trial. But what kind of trial could it be if the legally elected
Parliament had not voted it through? If Cromwell had to get
his way only by this outrageous purge of all those who did not
see eye to eye with him?



After a while, Fairfax realised that the secretary was still
there, hovering in the doorway.

‘What is it?” asked Fairfax, frowning.

The secretary cleared his throat, fiddled with the border of
his wide collar, and looked down at the faded embroidery of
the carpet.

‘I was just wondering, My Lord...’

‘Well?’

The secretary cleared his throat. ‘I was wondering... what
kind of a remonstrance Parliament might be expected to pass
when two-thirds of its members are being thrown out of
office.’

For a moment, the secretary thought the noble Lord might
explode with fury, but, gradually, the fiery light in his eyes
faded and he gave a harsh laugh. ‘Aye, fair point, lad. | know
what General Cromwell will say.’

‘My Lord?’

‘He is still in the North, you know. But he won’t object to
what has been done. It leaves the way clear for his followers to
vote through the King’s trial.’

The secretary inclined his head to one side. “Then this
letter...?’

‘Is useless. | know,” concluded Fairfax mournfully. ‘But |
will have it known that | object most strongly to this course of
action. History will not say that Thomas Fairfax conspired to
murder his King.’

The secretary gave a neat bow and exited.

Fairfax slumped down on to a cushioned chair and stared
at the flickering flame of the lamp. “Where are you, Oliver?’
he whispered to himself. ‘Where are you?

The TARDIS seemed warm after the freezing atmosphere of
the London morning and the Doctor threw off his cloak as he
walked briskly through the console room. He thought briefly
of extracting the relevant data from the ship’s index files, but
he had never liked computers and there was something homely



and comforting about a book that the clinical printouts could
never match.

He went through the interior door and marched straight
past the cluster of rooms that made up the main TARDIS
living quarters. Pausing at a junction, he stopped to get his
bearings and held a finger up to his mouth.

‘Library, library,” he muttered to himself. “That would be
this way, wouldn’t it? Yes. Past the pavilion, left, right, left
again, tertiary console room dead ahead.’

He smiled and rubbed his hands, pleased that his
knowledge of the TARDIS’s twisted geography had not let
him down, and set off, whistling happily.

In ten minutes he was hopelessly lost.



CHAPTER &

A fierce wind had whipped up the snow into a blinding curtain
enveloping Parliament and muffling the sounds of activity
within its precincts.

Pride and Grey still stood before the ranks of troopers,
eyes narrowed to slits, their shoulders thick with wet
snowflakes. Three more men, three smudged black figures
against the whiteness, were in the process of being turned
away.

Pride sighed angrily, his breath smoking from his mouth.
‘If you do not retire in peace, sirs, | shall be forced to arrest
you.’

The latest victim of the purge snorted in derision, his fat
cheeks wobbling. ‘I’ve never heard anything so outrageous in
all my life. Arrest me?’

‘Well, if you insist,” said Pride, signalling to one of the
soldiers, who rapidly dismounted and marched over to his
colonel.

‘Sir?’

Pride nodded towards the three MPs. ‘These gentlemen are
to be confined until further notice.’

The soldier nodded and shoved the leading member in the
small of the back. Still protesting, the three men were bundled
away.

Grey looked down at the list, now thick with black lines
where the members’ names had been excised. ‘Almost a
hundred and sixty, Colonel.’

Pride nodded in satisfaction. ‘And the remainder will vote
through the King’s trial or I’m Prince Rupert.’

Grey smiled grimly, his mouth forming a thin line like a
knife wound. “Then our work today is almost done.’

Pride gave a low chuckle. “If you fear your blood’s turning
to ice, My Lord, then off you go to your fireplace. I’ll stay as



long as it takes.’

Grey shook his head. ‘Nay, you’ll not shift me, Thomas
Pride. Let’s continue.’

He pulled himself up to his full height as another knot of
unfortunates approached.

The Doctor slid down the roundelled corridor wall and gave a
little whimper of frustration. Really, it was absolutely
intolerable for him to lose his way inside his own TARDIS.

He had been walking round and round in circles,
sometimes catching sight of a familiar chair or a bust of some
long-dead emperor. But there was no way to tell if he was
making any kind of progress. He half suspected the TARDIS
was toying with him, getting a little revenge for all the hard
work he made her do.

‘Wretched thing,” he snapped, kicking against the wall
with his boot.

There was a strange, low sound, almost like a groan, and
the Doctor looked up in surprise.

Then, with a soft click, a door opened in the wall where he
had never noticed one before. It was a perfectly reasonable
door, rectangular, soundly constructed and ordinary. But the
room it opened on to was quite another thing altogether.

The Doctor scrambled to his feet and stepped gingerly
forward, pushing the door back to its full extent.

‘Well | never,” said the Doctor, a smile creeping slowly
over his face.

The room was small, cluttered, and rather airless. It was
musty and cobwebbed with a smell like old books and damp
clothes combined. And, in contrast to the warm luminescence
of everywhere else in the TARDIS, it was completely dark.

A funnel of light from the corridor beyond showed up
some things the Doctor recognised at once. Alphabet building
blocks were scattered over the floor, which was itself covered
by a thick Turkish rug. Clockwork cars, tin soldiers, and
slightly sinister Victorian dolls, their fat cheeks and blank eyes



grimy with dust, were strewn about the place. In the centre of
it all, jerking back and forth, back and forth as though
someone’s hand had only just set it in motion, was a rocking
horse.

The Doctor walked slowly and carefully through the litter
of toys and placed his palm on the cracked varnish of the
rocking horse’s head. It stopped suddenly.

‘What are you trying to show me, old girl?’ asked the
Doctor to the air.

He looked about and caught sight of a hurricane lamp
which was standing, rather incongruously, on top of a box of
bricks.

Picking it up, the Doctor slid open the glass front and
examined the wick. The lamp stank of paraffin and he rapidly
lit a match, illuminating the little room with a soft, pleasant
glow.

As he did so, another door opened in the far wall, smaller
this time, as though it wasn’t meant for a man to walk through
at all.

He looked puzzled. ‘Curiouser and curiouser, said the
Doctor,” he mumbled.

He walked on to the door, popped his head through, and
realised, with a start, that he was looking out on to the corridor
that led directly to the main console room.

He let out a little laugh and patted the wall affectionately.
‘Oh, bless you,” he said happily.

Then, as he squeezed himself through the narrow door, his
eyes alighted on something lying on the rug right beneath his
feet.

The Doctor frowned, then stooped to pick it up. It was a
book, solid and heavy, covered in a smooth paper dust jacket
and decorated with a pleasantly idealised colour painting
dating from some time in the 1920s.

He pressed it to his chest and shook his head in
bewilderment. The TARDIS never ceased to surprise him.

As soon as he had stepped out into the corridor, the little



door behind him seemed to vanish.

The Doctor blew out the flame in the hurricane lamp and
made his way through to the console room, picking up his
cloak and swinging it over his shoulders. He drummed his
fingers over the book’s surface as he opened the doors and
stepped back into the cold alleyway.

It wasn’t exactly what he’d been after, he had to admit,
but, in its own particular way, the TARDIS had found what he
was looking for and given it to him.

At least Jamie would be pleased, thought the Doctor,
plunging Every Boy’s Book Of the English Civil Wars deep
into his pocket.

The attic room was a low, dark place which William Kemp
normally kept empty. It was used occasionally to put up a
guest if the inn was unexpectedly full, in which case a shaky
old bed and mattress would be disinterred for the purpose.

Today, though, Kemp stooped beneath its rafters, pouring
ale into a heavy jug which sat upon a table which he had spent
most of the previous afternoon trying to manoeuvre inside.

Half a dozen men were sitting around it, champing
anxiously on clay pipes and, as a consequence, wreathed in a
tug of tobacco.

A few moments before, they had been arguing fiercely, but
now Kemp’s arrival had stilled their voices. He finished his
work and the man at the top of the table, an imposing, silver-
bearded figure, nodded to him.

‘Will there be anything else, sir?” Kemp asked, hoping to
be privy to the conversation.

Silver Beard shook his head. ‘Nay, Will. We will call if
anything is required.’

Kemp bowed disappointedly and withdrew, looking
quickly at the other figures before closing the little wooden
door after him.

When they were sure Kemp’s footsteps had faded, the
group began at once to speak again in tones of barely



concealed fury. The silver-bearded man, Sir John Copper, held
up his hands in a conciliatory gesture.

‘Peace, peace, gentlemen, | pray you.’

By his side sat Christopher Whyte, a handsome, cocky
young fellow of thirty-three with long, flowing chestnut hair
and brilliant-blue eyes. His face, fixed in a sardonic half-smile,
managed to look interested and indifferent simultaneously.

Sitting just across the table was the sweating, flushed form
of Benedict Moor and it was he who chose to speak now,
lowering his voice in deference to Copper’s gesture.

“Turned out!” he croaked. ‘Turned out of the Commons!
And by Thomas Pride. God save us, he was a drayman before
the wars.’

Whyte shook his head, his long hair brushing over the
velvet collar of his coat. ‘If the Commons required us all to be
of noble birth, Ben, then it would hardly live up to its name.’

Moor scowled at him. “You know what | mean, lad.’

Copper turned to Whyte and patted his hand amusedly.
‘Yes, you do, Chris. And do not play merry with Master
Moor’s feelings.’

Moor banged his fist on the table, making the ale in the jug
slosh about. ‘By what authority would they try their King?
Have they taken leave of their senses?’

Sir John Copper stroked his beard and looked down at the
table, his almond-shaped eyes unreadable.

“You know what they would say, Ben,” he said, his voice
measured and calm. ‘Fairfax and Cromwell have got it into
their heads to depose their monarch and that’s all there is to
it.”

Moor sank back into his seat, his gaunt features pooling
into shadow. “’Sfoot. | never thought it would come to this. |
fought Charles, aye, fought him because he thought to rule this
land without recourse to us, his Parliament. | cheered when we
beat him because I thought... | thought...”

Christopher Whyte poured himself a mug of ale and
contemplated its foamy weight in his hand. “You thought the



Army would be content with that. A chastened King. But you
underestimated their ambition, sir. The Army chiefs are set to
be more the despot than ever Charles was.’

He drained the glass in one draught and wiped his clean-
shaven face with the back of his hand.

Copper looked sideways at Whyte and gave a small smile,
his gimlet eyes crinkling at the comers. Then he turned back to
Moor. “You were away from the House the other day, Ben.
You know Fairfax has given orders to move him?’

Moor looked up. ‘His Majesty? Aye. To Hurst Castle, is it
not?’

Copper nodded. ‘On the Solent.’

Moor gnawed at his knuckle and looked around the room
at the other men. The weather and the winter made the place
depressingly dark.

‘My friends,” he murmured earnestly. ‘What are we do
do?’

Whyte and Copper exchanged glances, then the older man
spoke, his voice still calm but betraying a measure of
contained excitement.

‘Never fear, Ben. There are ways and means. The Queen
awaits His Majesty in France. Let us see if there is not some
way they can be reunited.’

He smiled broadly, as did Whyte, leaving Moor and the
others frowning in puzzlement.

‘Now then,” said the Doctor cheerily. “What say we have a
little look around?’

He had returned to find his companions just as he had left
them, which was something of a relief as they often tended to
go astray.

It had stopped snowing at last and the sky had brightened
considerably, lending the street a sparkling, virginal charm.

The Doctor looked around, breathed deeply of the crisp
air, and sucked absently on his finger. ‘Jamie and | will head
towards the river, | think.’



‘Oh,” said Polly. ‘Shouldn’t we stay together?’

The Doctor waved his hand airily. “‘Oh, it should be alright
if you’re sensible. Anyway, Ben, wouldn’t you like some
shore leave?’

Ben shrugged. ‘Suppose so.’

‘Well then,” continued the Doctor, ‘that’s settled.’

Polly wasn’t so ‘sure. ‘What about all that stuff about
getting acclimatised?’

The Doctor cleared his throat and pulled his cloak more
tightly about him, as though he feared discovery of the
children’s book in his pocket.

‘Yes, well. | didn’t have a lot of luck there, as I’'ve
explained. I’'m sure we’ll get along all right. Just watch your
tongues and be circumspect.’

‘Eh?’ said Jamie.

The Doctor patted him on the shoulder. ‘Yes, you come
with me, Jamie.’

Polly held up her hand. ‘Hang on, Doctor. We don’t even
know what year it is. We could be slap bang in the middle of
the Civil Wars.’

‘I don’t like the sound of that,” lamented Ben.

‘Och,” said Jamie, his Jacobite mettle showing. ‘Where’s
your pluck, man? And you a sailor, too.’

Never one to resist a little baiting, Ben set his face
determinedly. ‘All right. We will. Come on, Duchess.’

The Doctor clapped his hands together and gave a quick
glance up and down the street. ‘We’ll meet you back at the
TARDIS at sunset. All right? Come along, Jamie.’

Jamie turned to him. *‘Where’re we going?’

‘Come along,” said the Doctor firmly, tugging at his
sleeve.

Now the snow had ceased, the street was beginning to
crowd again with carts and people, hurrying through.

‘What was all that about?’ said Ben with some asperity.
”| think it’d do us all good to spend some time on our own.™”

Polly laughed. ‘I don’t know. Perhaps our constantly



harping on about getting back to 1966 is getting on his nerves
a bit.’

Ben rubbed his chin. “Yeah but he’s not on his own, is he?
He’s got Jamie.’

Polly smiled. ‘“Mm. Haven’t you noticed he prefers having
someone around who doesn’t ask too many awkward
questions?’

Ben ruffled his blond hair. ‘1 hope we haven’t hurt his
feelings. 1 mean, not everyone gets the chance to go back in
time, do they?’

“You’re dead right, sailor,” said Polly. “Come on. Let’s get
on with it.’

They began to thread their way through the snowbound
London streets, gazing about in a mixture of awe and
amusement, peering into every shadowed corner.

The streets, now teeming with people, were extraordinarily
narrow. Houses with twisted, distorted beams leaned across
towards each other like freakish trees struggling to reach the
sun. Twice, the travellers had to step aside as the contents of a
chamber pot were unceremoniously dumped out of an upstairs
window on to the white drifts below.

Ben had once told Polly that he could handle Daleks and
Cybermen and all the futuristic horrors that went with them,
but what really sent his senses reeling was seeing their own
history replayed before their eyes.

Polly’s face was beaming as she watched a little girl with
ginger curls jump out into the snow and begin to fling it into
the air. She let out a peal of giggles and threw a hastily
assembled snowball in Ben’s direction.

“You know,” said Polly, ‘I was just thinking. When | was
at school | used to love reading about the Cavaliers. |
remember pictures of them. All frills and velvet and lace. Not
like that misery guts Cromwell and his pals.’

‘Oh, yeah?’ said Ben, absently throwing a snowball back
at the little girl.

Polly warmed to her theme. ‘Oh, he was a terrible killjoy.



You know, he even banned Christmas?’
Ben looked rueful. “Yeah. Well, if his family were
anything like mine that was probably a very good idea.’

Richard Godley hated the gulls. He hated their swooping,
irritating presence. Hated their harsh, shrill cry. Hated the way
they seemed to single out his richest and most attractive coats
to defecate upon.

He shot them a poisonous glance as he hurried towards the
wharf, keeping his face well covered beneath a thick scarf.

Godley clattered down a flight of rickety spiral steps, their
wooden surface slick with snow and wet weed, and threaded
his way through the timber yard to the ship.

She lay in her berth, rocking gently in the swell, a monster
of a man o’ war, four decks deep with rigging so vast and
complicated that it resembled a spider’s web. Her sails were
folded now and her ensigns fluttered gently in the biting wind.

Godley walked cautiously on to the gangplank, the tails of
his blue velvet coat wafting behind him. He glanced about
quickly, almost nervously, aware of the jauntiness with which
he would once have done this thing.

But it was all different now. Even he had to admit that.

Ignoring the shouts of the coopers and merchants who
were slinging sacks of provisions on board, he strode across
the deck towards the huge, elaborately carved stem, where he
knew the captain’s cabin to be located.

As it was, the captain saved him the trip, emerging from
his room and blinking in the bleak white light of day.

‘Ah!” he cried. “You are herel’

His voice was clipped and heavily accented. Godley
marched up to him, still looking shiftily over his shoulder.

‘Captain Stanislaus,” he murmured with a small bow.
‘When do we sail?’

Stanislaus let out a small, musical giggle. “You must not
be so afraid, my friend. There is nothing to fear. We sail upon
the next tide.’



‘And when is that?”

Stanislaus sighed and shrugged. He was an uncommonly
tall man with a shock of raven-black hair. His features were
strong and faintly swarthy, with black brows and beard, deep-
brown eyes and a huge, charming smile. He was dressed in a
big, three-quarter-length red coat, its lapels bristling with
silver buttons, and a broad black hat was jammed on to his
head.

‘Some time this evening,” he said to Godley. *Alas, we are
a little short-handed so | have men out looking for... er...
volunteers.’

Godley laughed. ‘More desertions, my dear Captain?
Really, you will be getting yourself a reputation.’

Stanislaus’s smile froze on his lips. ‘I have a reputation,
sir,” he said coldly. ‘And no man ever deserts my ship. Not
alive, anyway.” Godley pulled down the scarf from his face.
He was a dashing, handsome young man with huge brown
eyes and a thin, aquiline nose. His dimpled chin showed a
suggestion of beard.

‘Have a care, sir,” he warned Stanislaus in a whisper. ‘This
is no pleasure cruise. And no pirate’s endeavour. You will
obey my orders. And mine alone. Is that clear?’

Stanislaus smiled his shark’s smile and then, without a
word, turned on his heel and went back to his cabin.

A freezing fog was rolling over the banks of the Thames,
lending its muddy, derelict embankment an air of unexpected
romance.

The Doctor and Jamie emerged from out of the haze like
spectres and, while Jamie shivered, the Doctor seemed
inspired, gesturing expansively towards the unseen river.

‘Such a majestic old thing, the Thames, don’t you think,
Jamie?’

Jamie threw a cursory glance towards the river. ‘Aye.’

The Doctor sniffed and pulled a face. ‘Of course, it pongs
a bit. Always has.’



He turned to his companion but Jamie didn’t seem to be
listening. In fact, his face had assumed a rather solemn
expression.

‘Are you all right, Jamie?” asked the Doctor concernedly.

Jamie gave a little smile. ‘Aye, aye.” Then he looked down
at the snowy ground. ‘Well, | suppose so.’

The Doctor put his hand on Jamie’s arm. ‘What’s the
matter?’

Jamie shook his head and avoided the Doctor’s gaze. ‘I’'m
not sure, Doctor. I’m just finding all this is making me a wee
bit... giddy.’

‘All what?” asked the Doctor, frowning.

Jamie shrugged, his boyish features crumpling into a hurt
expression. “You know. Travelling through time. It takes some
getting used to, you know.’

‘Of course,” soothed the Doctor. ‘Of course it does. And
you mustn’t worry if you feel a little disorientated.’

He crossed his hands over his chest. “There’s a thing
people call “culture shock”. That’s what you get if you’re
exposed to a foreign way of life totally different from your
own.’

Jamie nodded.

‘Well,” continued the Doctor, ‘for us in the TARDIS,
culture shock is more than that. We don’t just visit different
countries, we visit different planets, alien places that would
make the most... the most boundless imagination reel.’

Jamie shrugged. ‘Aye. It’s not that though, really. It’s just
that sometimes Ben and Polly make me feel a bit daft. Like
they’ve been at it for ages.’

The Doctor smiled. “‘Oh, so that’s it. | thought as much.
That’s why | suggested we all split up. Sometimes people’s
little jokes can cut very deep, can’t they?’

Jamie nodded silently.

The Doctor looked up thoughtfully. “Mm, Well, they have
been “at it” a little longer than you, Jamie. But not much. And
things were very different when they first travelled with me, |



can tell you.’

Jamie seemed cheered by this. ‘Really?’

The Doctor chuckled. ‘Oh, yes. Polly was just as unsure as
you are. And Ben was such a headstrong fellow. Insisted | take
him back to his ship because he’d be late. | kept telling him he
was two hundred years early!’

Jamie laughed, his dark eyes twinkling.

‘And it was all new to me once, you know,” said the
Doctor, looking out over the fog-shrouded Thames. ‘But that
was a very, very long time ago.’

The Doctor’s reverie was interrupted by a sudden burst of
incoherent shouting and the unmistakable sound of a scuffle
close by. Jamie whirled round.

‘What’s that?’

He and the Doctor ran through the snow drifts towards a
knot of young men who were clustered together like spectators
at a cockfight. Dressed in the plain tunics and aprons of
apprentices, they appeared to have a grievance against
something in their midst and, at first, the Doctor thought it
might be a dog, or even a bear.

As he came closer he realised with horror that the youths
were attacking an old man.

They were taunting and kicking at his crouched form and
he was gamely lashing out with gnarled old fists.

Without a second thought, the Doctor waded in, bellowing
like a beast. His cloak ballooning impressively behind him.
With Jamie bringing up the rear, the young men began to
scatter.

Jamie grabbed at the ankle of one of them and pulled him
to the ground, then landed a punch on his jaw. With a yell, the
youth slid away through the snow and scrambled to his feet,
holding his jaw and looking more than a little afraid. This was
enough for the gang and they took to their heels, leaving the
old man in a heap on the ground.

‘Away with you, you cowards!’ cried Jamie.

The Doctor helped the old man to his feet and made a



valiant effort to dust him down. But the copious stains that
covered his clothes seemed to date from some considerable
time before the fight.

‘Are you all right?” said the Doctor.

The man looked at his rescuers and nodded his filthy head.

‘I am. Thanks to you.’

The Doctor sniffed and wrinkled his nose as a wave of the
old man’s none-too-pleasant aroma washed over him. Fixing a
cheery smile on to his face, the Doctor did his best to ignore
the smell.

‘What... what was all that about?’

The man pulled up his wretched stockings and scowled in
the direction of the retreating ruffians.

‘Royalist scum!” he spat. ‘“They set about me like a pack of
wolves. You see..” He gave a conspiratorial wink and
beckoned the Doctor and Jamie closer, something that neither
was very keen to do.

“You see,” he continued, ‘I caught them singing songs in
praise of the King and I told them what | thought of them.’

‘Oh,” said the Doctor. ‘And then they told you what they
thought of you, | imagine?’

‘Aye, sir, they did. With their ruddy Royalist fists, they
did.” He shrugged his shoulders, straightened up and held out a
calloused and mud-caked hand. ‘But thank you both again,
sirs, for your help. I am Nathaniel Scrope.’

The Doctor cleared his throat and gingerly shook Scrope’s
hand. Jamie did the same but turned away, fighting the instinct
to gag.

‘I’m the Doctor,” announced the Doctor. “This is Jamie.’

Jamie flashed his eyes at the Doctor in dumb appeal. ‘Och,
Doctor,” he hissed under his breath. ‘He reeks!’

The Doctor elbowed him in the ribs and turned to Scrope,
smiling sweetly. ‘Tell me, Mr Scrope, what precisely did you
object to about those men?’

Scrope sniffed. ‘What | say. Isn’t it obvious? They would
have the King released and pardoned! As though the last seven



years of slaughter had been but a dream!’

The Doctor nodded slowly. ‘I see.’

Jamie looked at the Doctor and frowned, aware that he
was missing something. Holding a hand across his nose in
what he hoped was a subtle gesture, he turned to their smelly
new friend. ‘Aye, well, | reckon you could do with a little
something to calm your nerves, eh, Mr Scrope?’

Scrope grinned. ‘I wouldn’t say no, my young friend, but
it will be my pleasure to treat you to a plate of oysters and
some ale a little later on. Just now, you see, | have important
matters of state to attend to.’

Jamie looked puzzled. ‘Eh?’

The Doctor smiled. “Well, well, we shan’t keep you.’

Scrope turned to go. ‘Will you meet me here at seven,
gentlemen? | know a local hostelry which will make us very
welcome. Now | must away! Good day to you both and thanks
once again.’

He shuffled away, in a cloud of stale vapour.

Jamie let out a long breath. ‘Och,” he spluttered, ‘where’s
the fellow been keeping himself? He stinks like a cow’s
carcass.’

The Doctor chuckled. *He’s certainly pungent. But very
entertaining.” He laughed to himself again and then came to a
decision. “You know what, Jamie? | think we’ll meet up with
Ben and Polly and then take up Mr Scrope on his kind offer.’

‘Aye, | would nae say no to a little food and ale.’

The Doctor scratched his mop of black hair. ‘He helped us
get our dates right, too, did you notice?’

Jamie nodded. ‘Aye.” Then he looked down at his feet and
frowned. ‘Well...”

The Doctor opened his cloak and retrieved Every Boy’s
Book of the English Civil Wars from the pocket of his frock
coat.

He scanned its pages quickly and then carried on blithely.
“Yes. Here we are. Now our friend said they’d been fighting
for seven years. That means the Civil Wars must be over and



they’re about to put the King on trial. It must be some time
in... 1648. December | should say.’

‘But they’ll no have sprigs of holly out, eh, Doctor?” said
Jamie brightly. ‘I remember that much at least. Those Puritans
weren’t so keen on Christmas.’

The Doctor toyed with the tassel of his cloak and stuffed
the book back into his pocket. ‘Oh, they’ve not banned it yet,
Jamie. And it never did go away. Not properly. A lot of that is
just propaganda.” He looked up and smiled. ‘Come on. Let’s
see if we can find any wassailers!’

‘Any what?’ said Jamie.

But the Doctor had gone.

Parliament House was joined to a series of newer buildings
which had been erected earlier in the century. Their black
beams and white plaster contrasted sharply with the old stone
of the main section but seemed nonetheless charming to Ben
and Polly, who were skulking in a doorway close by.

Their wanderings had brought them to the square and they
had stopped at the sight of the soldiers who had so nearly run
them down.

Ben shivered inside his cloak and peered at the activity in
fascinated bemusement.

‘Ere, what d’you reckon’s going on, Pol?’ he said at last.

Polly shrugged, feeling the cold numbing her nose and
hands. ‘Search me. This is Parliament though, isn’t it?’

Ben frowned. ‘Is it? Looks different.’

‘Well, that’s because the one we know hasn’t been built
yet,” chided Polly impatiently. ‘This one was burnt down.’

Ben grinned and gave a low whistle. “You must’ve been a
right swot at school, Duchess.’

Polly grinned and then returned her attention to the
soldiers. She seemed deeply interested.

Another great shiver convulsed through Ben and he pulled
his cloak tightly around him like the wings of a sleeping bat.

‘It’s taters out here,” he complained.



‘Pardon?’

‘Taters. Taters’ mould. Cold,” he explained.

‘Oh,’” said Polly without much interest.

Ben felt a shiver run through his jaw and tried to laugh. I
can’t believe it. My teeth are chattering. | thought that only
happened in stories.’

He turned to Polly and put his head on her shoulder like a
tired boy. ‘Can’t we go somewhere warmer to look at the local
colour, Mummy?’

Polly tutted at him. “Where’s your sense of adventure?’

Ben gave a wry grin. ‘I think it’s dropped off.’

She continued to peer ahead, her eyes and nose running
with the cold. ‘I wonder what they’re up to. Looks like the
soldiers won’t let those other men inside.’

Ben hugged at his cloak again and this time heard a faint
jingle. He looked down. ‘Hello?” Putting his hand inside the
cloak, he produced the little leather purse which the Doctor
had used earlier. Ben smiled. “The crafty beggar. He’s set us
up nicely for the day, hasn’t he?” He spilled out a selection of
silver coins from the purse. ‘It’s like getting pocket money on
a school trip.’

Polly examined some of the coins. ‘Lucky for us they’re
the right period. | wonder how the Doctor does it.’

‘Probably a happy accident, Pol,” said Ben with a shrug.
‘Like the rest of the Doctor’s life.” He weighed up the
satisfyingly bulging purse in his hand. ‘So. What d’you say to
a pie and a tot of rum?’

Polly pulled a face. ‘I wouldn’t say no to a pie but you’re
on your own with the booze.’

‘Well, you can’t blame me, love,” laughed Ben. ‘I’'m a
sailor. And they still had rum rations in these days!’

Polly turned back towards Parliament, her numbed
features fixed in a frown. ‘I wish I knew what was going on
here.”

Ben pulled at her sleeve. ‘Well, maybe we’d find out more
if we actually mixed with some people. Come on, Pol. I'm



perishing.’

He ushered Polly away from the strange scene and the
biting wind which was surging through the narrow precincts of
Parliament.

Unseen by either of them, a skinny man with a face like an
old saddle, slipped out of a doorway and watched them pass.
His eyes remained fixed on Ben and, nodding to himself, he
began to follow.

The Thames took many twists and turns along its course.
Some, like the wharf where Captain Stanislaus’s vessel lay
moored, were fast-flowing and full of traffic; others, like the
broad bend where the Doctor and Jamie found themselves,
were much more sluggish. In such temperatures as that
December of 1648 produced, the old river was wont to freeze
and, to the Doctor’s undisguised delight, a fair was being held
on its solid, white surface.

‘Are you sure it’s safe, Doctor?’ queried Jamie, setting one
foot gingerly off the snow-covered bank.

The Doctor had no such qualms and launched himself on
to the frozen river, jumping up and down to show how thick
and deep the ice went. “‘See? Solid as a rock. Londoners were
used to it at this time. Something of a mini Ice Age, | think,
Now come along, we’re missing all the fun.’

From one bank of the river to the other, a motley
collection of stalls and tents had been erected. Some were
rather plain, like simple market stalls which had simply
migrated to the river; others, gaily patterned and bearing flags,
betrayed their theatrical origins.

There were people everywhere, bustling and chattering
and laughing. Children wheeled great iron hoops across the ice
and some were daring each other to slide, scrambling and
falling on their backsides, only to get up, giggling, and do it all
again.

Men, huddled in knots, played dice or skittles, balls of one
kind or another in permanent motion over the frozen surface of



the river. Everywhere, there was food and drink, steaming in
great copper pans, ladled into tumblers, a smell of rich spice
and gin. Ginger, cloves, nutmeg; Jamie found himself grinning
from ear to ear as he and the Doctor made their way through
the crowds.

Suddenly there was a shout and laughter. A little fellow in
ludicrous breeches that were three times too big for him ran
across their path, hooting and whinnying like a mad beast. He
carried a stick with some kind of bladder attached to the end
and proceeded to beat himself over the head with it. Everyone
laughed and turned to watch.

The Doctor pulled Jamie to one side. ‘Mummers,” he
whispered.

Jamie frowned. ‘Is that bad?’

The Doctor laughed. ‘Not at all. Well, | suppose it depends
on your sense of humour.’

The little jester threw up his arms. He was wearing a
costume of pale green, embroidered with ribbons, scarves, and
laces. He wore gold earrings and there were other rings
attached to his clothes as well as scores of bells on his legs so
that he jangled whenever he moved.

‘Pray silence!” he called. ‘For the Lord of Misrule!”

Another man emerged from a tent, wearing a paper crown
and fluttering coloured handkerchiefs in both hands. Behind
him came a man on a hobbyhorse, a drummer, a piper, and
several figures who looked very like Robin Hood and his
Merry Men.

‘What’s it all about?’ asked Jamie in some bewilderment.

The Doctor stuck out his lip in mock seriousness. ‘Being
silly, I think. These poor people have been through an awful
lot lately. They’re letting their hair down. And,” he said,
slipping away into the throng, ‘I think we should join them.’

Jamie followed after him, passing straight through the
mummers’ pageant. The Doctor was already at a stall, buying
what looked like a fruit cake.

He tore it in half and gave the larger portion to Jamie,



grinning and stuffing his share into his mouth.

‘Now eat that up and we’ll find ourselves something to
drink.’

Jamie suddenly felt thrilled with excitement, like
Christmas when he was a boy. The wintry afternoon was
already darkening and, now the snow had gone, the sky was a
rich, midnight blue, speckled with stars.

Somewhere a man’s rich baritone was singing ‘Adam Lies
Y’Bounden’, a carol Jamie could remember his mother
singing as he sat at her side by the hearth at home.

Goodwill seemed to pour out of these people as though, as
the Doctor had said, they were throwing off the miseries of the
recent conflict.

Jamie saw jugglers, a performing monkey on a striped
pedestal, and something that looked very like a primitive
Punch and Judy show with Italian marionettes executing a
strange, wild dance.

He caught up with the Doctor at another stall and this time
he was handed a cup of steaming liquor. The Doctor sipped his
drink and gave a little burp.

‘Oh, I say,” he murmured. ‘It’s rather potent, isn’t it?’

Jamie was cold and took a deep draught of the stuff. He
felt immediately warmed and not a little woozy, turning to see
a great burly man who seemed to be swallowing hot coals.

‘Look at that!” he cried excitedly.

The Doctor turned and clapped his hands appreciatively as
the man placed a coal on his tongue and then a raw oyster
upon that. His assistant then placed bellows in the man’s
mouth and pumped air into him until tiny flames and sparks
whooshed from between his lips.

The crowd were astonished and delighted and then the
fire-eater opened his mouth and spat the oyster neatly into his
hand.

‘He’s cooked it!” said the Doctor, clapping again. ‘Bravo!”

Jamie shook his head. ‘Aye. But | wouldn’t want to eat it.’

The Doctor smiled and then they were off again, laughing



and talking at the tops of their voices.

In the warmth of the World Turn’d Upside Down, the
atmosphere was very different. The chill of the weather
seemed to have crept like a living thing into the interior of
Kemp’s Inn, settling over the groups of long-faced customers,
most of whom were staring either into their tankards or into
space. Their voices were lowered to a steady mumble, like the
drone of sleepy bees.

The place itself was rather cheerfully designed, a reddish-
brown colour that was made almost amber by the multitude of
beer stains that covered the walls. The ceiling was supported
by thick oak pillars which branched out into beams. Stools and
tables were scattered haphazardly about and candles, set in
great, wax-covered pots, were everywhere.

William Kemp stood behind the small wooden bar,
indistinguishable from any landlord in any age, his mean face
settled on his hand, staring ahead.

Ben drained a tumbler of rum and looked about warily. He
and Polly were sitting in a little nook by the blazing hearth and
the flickering flames lent their faces a warm, orange glow.

‘Blimey, Pol,” said Ben under his breath. ‘I’m glad this
place isn’t my local. I’ve never seen such a miserable lot.”

Polly gazed around the cramped, dark room and sighed.
‘Don’t forget they’ve been fighting a war, Ben. The Doctor
said loyalties were divided. It must’ve been hard on all of
them.” She frowned and looked down. ‘I never really thought
about it like that before.’

Ben shrugged and lined up his next tot of rum. ‘Well, it’s
still a bit of a muddle to me. Cavaliers and Roundheads.” His
face brightened and cracked into a wide grin. “’Ere!” he cried.
‘If we’re lucky we might see them cut old King Charlie’s head
off!”

The inn went suddenly and devastatingly quiet. Like little
lamps springing into life, several pairs of eyes suddenly
widened and scrutinised them closely.



Kemp straightened up and stared directly at them, his eyes
narrowing. He seemed to think deeply for a moment and then,
with a glance back at Ben and Polly, he disappeared into the
back of the inn.

‘Ben!” hissed Polly between clenched teeth.

The young sailor pulled a face. “Why do | suddenly feel
like I’m in a western?” he said mournfully.

Polly grasped his hand under the table. *You clot! Keep
your voice down. We don’t know what year it is, remember?
We could be years off the King’s execution. And you might be
speaking treason.’

Ben slid the tumbler of rum away from himself. ‘Sorry,
love. It’s the booze. Always gets me a bit lively.’

Polly gave him her most reassuring smile. ‘Yes, well go
easy. We have to get back to the TARDIS soon to meet the
others. And I’m not carrying you back half cut.’

Ben gave a throaty chuckle and winked. ‘Not half as cut as
the King, eh, Duchess?” he whispered.

Polly laughed in spite of herself and returned her attention
to the flagon of ale on the table before her. Neither noticed
Kemp and the slim figure of Christopher Whyte as they
entered the room.

Kemp pointed towards Ben and Polly. ‘There. That’s
them.’

Whyte examined the newcomers. ‘“They’re not regulars of
yours?’

Kemp shook his head. ‘Never seen "em before.’

Shrugging, Whyte turned to go back up the stairs to the
room above the inn. ‘Well, it may be nothing. I shall consult
with Sir John.’

He gave Kemp a small, tight smile. “You did well to bring
this to our attention, Kemp. Thank you.’

Kemp gave an obsequious little bow and made his way
back to the bar. He watched Ben and Polly warily. They were
odd-looking all right, he thought, odd enough to be friends of
Noll Cromwell or those stinking Levellers. What reward might



be his if they turned out to be Parliamentarian spies?

The brisk December wind was still whistling around the
weathered stonework of the Commons as Colonel Pride
struggled wearily on to his horse.

Lord Grey of Groby, already mounted, was slumped in his
saddle, his face a mask of weighty responsibility. They were
alone now, the ranks of troopers having been finally dismissed
as the winter sun sank low over the rooftops.

Pride turned his face to the drifts of snow which draped
the entrance like dustsheets.

‘I shall return tomorrow,” he said at last. “‘Our work is not
yet done.’

Grey spoke without looking up. ‘What news of
Cromwell?’

Pride fastened the clasp of his cloak around his neck.
‘He’s returning from the North. | dare say today’s events will
not displease him.’

Grey nodded to himself. The cold was stinging his cheeks
and he longed to rest his bones in his own bed, but there was a
question he knew he had to ask of Pride.

‘Well, Thomas,’ he said, rising in his saddle. ‘What now?’

Pride looked up, his milky eyes full of cold purpose.
‘Now, My Lord? Now we must draw up a charge against the
King so that the remains of this Parliament might vote it
through.’

Grey shook his head with infinite sadness. ‘A charge?
What charge can we levy against our monarch?’

There was a sudden increase in the violence of the wind,
as though a bottled tempest had been unleashed. Grey
struggled to hold on to his hat and craned his neck as two
horsemen appeared quite suddenly out of the wintry shadows.

The first was a young captain of perhaps twenty-five
whom Grey knew to be Thomas Culpeper. The other, much
older, spoke in a voice ringing with authority.

“‘We must cease to regard him as our monarch, My Lord.’



The speaker’s horse clopped slowly forward, revealing its
uniformed rider in the failing light of dusk. He was a stocky,
powerful-looking man with a ruddy complexion and thinning,
shoulder-length hair. His nose was bulbous and as warty as the
rest of his skin but his brilliant-blue eyes marked him as very
much out of the common.

‘General Cromwell!” gasped Grey.

Cromwell nodded in greeting and turned in his saddle
towards Pride. ‘It is done then, Colonel?’

‘Aye, General.’

Cromwell gave a small, affirmative grunt. “Though | was
not acquainted with this plan, I’'m glad of it,’ he said,
unconsciously echoing Fairfax’s prediction. ‘This dissembling
Parliament will not stand in the way of justice a moment
longer.’

He stared into space and the freezing wind blew his hair
back off his high forehead.

“You were speaking of a charge, My Lord of Groby?’ he
said finally.

Grey nodded.

Cromwell raised himself up as though about to address
Parliament itself. ‘This King has waged a wicked war against
his fellow countrymen. He has sought to rule as a tyrant.
Charles Stuart must stand trial for nothing less than treason.’

Grey, Pride, and Culpeper were silent but Cromwell’s
florid face had taken on a fiery zeal. When he spoke again it
was in a hoarse, dangerous whisper. ‘I tell you this. We will
cut off this King’s head. Aye, with the crown upon it.”

They remained in silence for a long, terrible moment as
though the hand of Death itself had closed around them. Then
Cromwell turned his horse away and disappeared into the
dusk.

The mist that covered the Thames was thickening as the
Doctor and Jamie made their way towards the TARDIS. It was
a little after sunset and already quite dark but the Doctor didn’t



seem to mind. He had contrived to fix a wreath of holly and
mistletoe around his head and, as he skipped happily along the
embankment, he looked for all the world like some ancient
woodland spirit come to life.

He rubbed his numbed hands together and hummed to
himself a little tunelessly.

‘Oh, | did enjoy that, Jamie,” he cried. ‘Just the tonic we
needed, wouldn’t you say?’

Jamie, who was still feeling the effects of his festive drink,
smiled and nodded. ‘Aye. But we’d better hurry along. We’re
late as it is.’

The Doctor shivered and pulled his cloak tightly around
his throat. “Yes. | wonder what Ben and Polly have been
getting up to. | hope they’re not too tired. We have an
appointment with our friend Scrope, remember?’

‘I’m not going to forget a fellow like him,” said Jamie with
a laugh.

As they began to move off, a bulky figure appeared out of
the mist and blocked their path. He carried a vicious-looking
pikestaff and was dressed in some kind of watchman’s
uniform, black tunic and breeches with a wide, plain white
collar and big stovepipe hat jammed on to his head. His piggy
eyes were screwed up in a frown of permanent suspicion.

‘Now then,” he grunted, his three chins wobbling like a
turkey’s wattle. “What do we have here?’

The Doctor looked worried. ‘Oh, lor. The law.” He fixed a
cheery grin on to his face. ‘I beg your pardon?’

The newcomer looked the little man up and down.
“There’s been a lot of queer things happens in this city of late.
And I’ve been told to keep me eyes peeled for anything out of
the common.’

‘Well, we may be uncommon,” said the Doctor with a
small smile, ‘but there’s nothing odd about us.’

‘That’s right,” chimed in Jamie. ‘What is he, Doctor? A
sheriff?’

‘Something like that.” said the Doctor without switching



off his smile. He pulled himself up to his full, not very
considerable height and peered at the watchman. ‘Now look
here, my good fellow. We’re late for an appointment.’

‘An appointment?’

Jamie put on his most superior expression. ‘Aye. We’re
meeting friends and then we have to see someone. On
important matters of state.’

The watchman cocked his head to one side. ‘You’re a
Scot, are you?’

Jamie folded his arms proudly. ‘That | am.’

The Doctor sighed. ‘Oh, dear.’

The watchman nodded to himself. ‘I think you two’d
better come with me.’

Holding up his hands in protest, the Doctor began to look
about for a quick exit. ‘Now don’t do anything hasty. We’re
perfectly respectable.’

The watchman was decidedly unconvinced. He lowered
his pikestaff so that the blade was uncomfortably close to the
Doctor’s throat. “What’s this important state business then?’

The Doctor hesitated a fraction too long and Jamie blurted
out, “We’re to see Mr Nathaniel Scrope.’

The watchman looked at him as if he were mad and then
burst out laughing, his florid smile widening like the spread of
melting fat in a pan. ‘Are you now?’ he chuckled. ‘Well, you
come along with me and we’ll see if we can’t find Mr Scrope
for you.’

The Doctor almost stamped his feet in frustration. ‘But
you don’t understand,” he pleaded. ‘Mr Scrope is engaged on
vital Parliamentary matters!’

‘Hold your tongue!” barked the watchman. ‘Are you
lunatic? Nat Scrope’s a saltpetre man.’

‘A what?’

‘A saltpetre man!” shouted the watchman. ‘He’s paid to
dig up the privies and chicken runs.’

Jamie frowned. ‘That explains why he smells so bad.’

‘Saltpetre, you say?’ said the Doctor.



The watchman nodded. ‘Of course. For the gunpowder.
There’s never enough.” He laughed again. ‘Aye, that’s state
business, for sure!” He moved his pikestaff so it threatened
both Jamie and the Doctor. ‘Now move!”

The time travellers began to shuffle away from the river,
their feet sinking deep into the snow drifts.

The Doctor held his hands above his head and sighed
deeply. “‘So much for our friends in high places.’

As the shadows had lengthened, the atmosphere in the inn
improved considerably. The fire in the grate had been stoked
up to huge proportions and an assortment of people warmed
themselves around it. A couple of mangy-looking dogs had
wandered inside and were snuffling under the tables in search
of scraps and there was a not unpleasant haze of pipe smoke
hanging in the air. Above all, there was chatter, some about
the activity outside Parliament, some concerned with more
mundane matters.

Polly tried to listen in as discreetly as she could while Ben
sat by her side, sinking slowly into warm, rum-induced
oblivion.

Turning away from the fire, Polly smiled and shook her
head as she took in the slack, distant look on her companion’s
boyish face.

‘I can’t believe we’ve wasted the whole day in here,” she
said with a sigh.

Ben let out a short chuckle and patted her hand
affectionately. ‘Don’t fuss, Pol.’

She glanced over his shoulder and out of the mullioned
window. She could see little in the darkness, just a few cold
citizens struggling home. “It’s not everyone who gets a chance
to walk around their own history. And what do we do? Spend
the afternoon in the pub!’

Examining his empty glass, Ben shrugged. ‘Well, it’s a
little bit of normality, innit, Duchess? You have to admit, it’s
not often we get to do something like this.’



Polly smiled. ‘No. No, | suppose not. Anyway, drink up,
you. It’s time we were on our way.’

Ben nodded and sat up, disguising a burp with the back of
his hand. He tossed a few coins on to the table and looked up
at Polly. ‘D’you reckon that’s enough?’

‘Probably the heaviest tip they’ve ever had,” said Polly,
edging around the table and heading for the door.

Ben pulled on his cloak. ‘I’ve always fancied running a
pub.’

Polly opened the door of the inn and stepped out into the
wintry darkness. Ben stopped her on the threshold. *’Erel” he
cried happily. ‘Maybe | could buy this one now and pick up
the deeds when we get back to 1966.’

Laughing, Polly wagged her finger at him. ‘I’m sure the
Doctor would have something to say about that!”

They stepped outside. The narrow street seemed almost
unnaturally peaceful under its thick blanket of snow. It was
unlit save for the light spilling through the door of the inn and,
with its pools of blue shadow under the drifts, it looked more
like a pathway through a dark wood than a main thoroughfare.

Ben pointed along the street. ‘That way, innit?’

As they moved off, one of the shadows on the wall of the
inn detached itself and stood, breathing quietly, nearby. It was
the same leathery-faced individual who had followed them
earlier.

He watched as the couple began to make their way up the
street. In his hand he carried a heavy cosh, a kind of cloth bag
packed tight with hard sand. He tested its weight and slapped
it against his palm, then cursed as it stung his skin.

Just as he was about to follow Ben and Polly, three other
men appeared from around the comer. All were burly and
dressed in heavy winter coats which muffled their faces.

Ben and Polly stopped in their tracks, warily eyeing the
strangers. Ben glanced quickly around and indicated that Polly
should move behind him.

‘All right, Pol,” he muttered out of the side of his mouth,



‘don’t panic. Let’s see if we can make it back to the pub.’

The three men began to approach them and Ben
immediately positioned himself in front of his friend. Polly let
out a little shriek as the first of the men revealed a vicious-
looking club from inside his coat, which he proceeded to
swing to and fro like a pendulum.

Ben looked behind him and was just working out the odds
of reaching the tantalisingly close door of Kemp’s inn when
the man with the club rushed at him.

Ben neatly sidestepped and tripped him up, sending him
crashing into the snow. The second man ran across, threw
himself at Ben, and landed a solid punch on his jaw. Ben
staggered and fell to his knees.

‘Run, Pol!” he gasped, as the first man came at him again,
spitting snow and mud from his mouth and swinging the club
high above his head.

‘Not likely!” shouted Polly, hurling herself at Ben’s
attacker. She leapt on to his back and tried to wrestle the club
from his hand but the third man dragged her off and pinioned
her arms behind her back.

She called out for help just as the first man cracked Ben
behind the ear with his club.

Ben felt a painful nausea rise in his belly and a white flash,
like distant summer lightning, dazzle his eyes.

Just then, the leathery-faced man ran out from his hiding
place, waving his own cosh and shouting for help.

Sensing that their game was up, the three attackers began
to withdraw, dragging Polly with them. She tried to cry out but
a big, dirty hand was clamped over her mouth.

Ben struggled to his feet and then collapsed senseless, his
mouth and nose slopping into the wet ground.

The three men moved off with Polly. She dug her heels
into the soft ground, leaving furrows in the snow, struggling
desperately. She could smell tobacco on her abductor’s thick
fingers and tried in vain to sink her teeth into his tough flesh.

In the blink of an eye, however, the three men had



succeeded in spiriting her away.

Ben’s rescuer watched them go and then strode swiftly
towards the sailor, helping him to sit up.

‘Are you well, mate?’ he asked in a thick, West Country
accent.

Ben tried to focus on the newcomer’s tanned face but the
image kept swimming in and out of focus. ‘Polly... ’ he
croaked. ‘They’ve taken Polly. Help... me.’

The man patted Ben on the head as he sank back into
unconsciousness. ‘Don’t you fret, my friend. You stick with
Isaac Ashdown. All will be peachy. Just peachy.’

He smiled strangely and began to drag Ben to his feet.

Frances Kemp slipped out of the inn, her angelic features
disguised beneath a long, grey, hooded cloak. Her cheeks were
flushed from an evening spent helping her mother by the
kitchen fire but there was an altogether more intangible
warmth burning inside her. Something that made her forget the
chill of the night altogether.

She made her way swiftly through the maze of narrow
alleys which led off the main street, until she approached the
baker’s shop she knew so well.

Ever since she had been old enough, she had carried a
hefty sack of flour from the shop to the inn twice weekly.
Once it had been an onerous task, staggering back through the
filthy lanes in all weathers, but now Frances did it with a glad
heart.

Making her way around to the back of the darkened shop,
she stood at the door and craned her neck to see the upstairs
windows. One long, diamond-patterned pane was aglow with
candlelight from within.

Frances bent down and, with her ungloved hands, pressed
some snow together to form a ball. She carefully aimed it at
the window and looked around quickly. Then she threw it and
winced as it made a louder-than-expected thud on the leaded
glass. Nothing happened.



She was preparing to throw another snowball when there
was a hoise just inside the shop and the heavy back door was
opened. A figure stood framed in the doorway for a moment
and then two arms emerged and dragged Frances inside into a
fervent embrace.

‘Oh, Tom!” cried Frances ecstatically. ‘Tom! Is it really
you?’

The young man crushing her in his arms was a tall and
striking figure. His face was strong and handsome with neat
blond brows and grey eyes. His hair was cut quite short for the
time, just curling under his ears.

“Yes, my little dove, it’s me,” murmured Tom Culpeper,
grinning.

Frances planted kisses on his hands and face. ‘But when
did you return? Your father told me this afternoon that they
did not expect you back for a week!’

Tom clasped his hands over hers and pressed them to his
chest. “‘All is changing, Frances. The general brought me back
with him. Something... something is afoot here in town.’

Frances leaned her face close to his, revelling in the
warmth from his body. ‘Whatever is happening, 1 am glad it
has brought you back to me.’

Tom grinned again and kissed her. They gazed into each
other’s eyes until he finally spoke again. ‘Does he know yet?’

Frances shook her head. ‘Nor will he if God’s willing.’

Tom let their hands drop. ‘But he must one day, my dear. |
mean to marry you. | am proud of you. I will not have this
thing done in a corner.’

Looking down sadly, Frances’s face was made even more
pale and lovely in the soft glow of the candle. ‘There is only
one way you could earn my father’s favour Tom,” she said
quietly.

Tom looked long and hard at the woman he loved and then
sighed heavily. Then he gathered Frances once again into his
arms. They Kkissed with the passion of long-separated
sweethearts until the candle flame sputtered and died.



The night sky was rolling over and over, the stars cartwheeling
like a projection in a planetarium.

Ben looked up, vaguely aware that he was lying on his
back on a broad, flat, wooden floor. The only light, a flaring
orange glow, came from a flickering torch close by.

He knew he was outside and there was a strong odour of
tar and salt. Trying to sit up, he felt nausea overwhelm him
and a blinding pain leapt across his eyes.

Then there was a terrible drowsiness. If he could only
sleep, he thought fuzzily, then everything would be peachy.
Just peachy...

As he slipped into sleep once more, his instincts told him
that something was very wrong. The wooden floor beneath
him was rocking slowly back and forth...

The leathery-faced Isaac Ashdown appeared out of the
darkness with a rough blanket. He threw it over Ben, smiled
grimly and then sat back on the deck of the ship, a barrel at his
back, looking over at the distant lights of London. The sound
of the sea swell was oddly comforting.

Ashdown glanced down at Ben and gave a humourless
chuckle. “Well, my friend,” he muttered, ‘that’s the last either
of us’ll be seeing of old London for a while.”

Captain Stanislaus’s ship ploughed on into the black night.



CHRAPTER 3

Much to her surprise, Polly did not find herself taken to some
den of Stuart iniquity, sold into slavery or, as she had half
feared and half expected, burnt as a witch. Instead she was
ferried around the comer of the inn, taken through the now-
empty kitchen and upstairs to the chamber where Sir John
Copper and Christopher Whyte sat alone.

As she was dragged in and pushed roughly down into a
chair, she quickly looked about for an escape route. But the
room was now so dark that she could make out little except the
candlelit features of her captors.

The leader of the thugs who’d kidnapped her exchanged
some whispered words with Copper and then held out his
hand, palm upward.

Copper slid some coins over the table. The three men
looked at Polly, laughed to themselves and, bending their
burly frames, exited through the low door.

‘What on earth do you think you’re doing?’ cried Polly
indignantly,

Copper held up a neatly manicured hand. *Patience,
mistress,” he purred. “We mean you no ill.’

‘Oh really?’ she almost shrieked. “What about my friend
back there?’

‘He sustained a bump on the head, | gather. He’ll be all
right.”

Polly glared at him. ‘Is that a professional opinion?’

Christopher Whyte leaned forward across the table and
smiled at her. Despite herself, Polly couldn’t help but feel
slightly reassured by the handsome stranger.

‘What’s your name?’ he asked gently.

‘Why do you want to know?’ She hoped she sounded
defensive and strong but was rather afraid the question
sounded almost flirtatious.



Copper steepled his fingers and looked up at the darkened
eaves.

‘You were overheard in the inn discussing... certain
matters. Matters of interest to us.” He turned his cold eyes on
to Polly. “Now, what is your name?’

She sighed. It was going to be a long night. ‘Polly Polly
Wright.” She smoothed back her hair with one hand.

Whyte’s grin grew wider and he unconsciously ran his
hand through his own long hair, as though preening himself.

Copper’s face remained impassive. He leaned forward and
pointed his finger at Polly in an uncompromisingly hostile
manner. ‘Now, Mistress Polly, you will tell us all you know
about the King and exactly when Parliament intends to cut off
his head!”

Jamie sat with his head sunk low on his chest, wondering why
he seemed to spend an inordinate amount of time in dungeons
of one sort or another.

The latest was an incredibly cramped affair of brown stone
walls and ceiling that ran with unappealing, slimy green
deposits. There were heaps of filthy straw clustered in the
comers and big iron rings projecting from the walls
themselves, their purpose unknown, their fastenings stained
with rusty water.

The Doctor, who was sitting against the opposite wall
playing a repetitive tune on his recorder, had explained that
the damp was caused by their cell’s proximity to the river.

Jamie thought briefly of the happy time they had so
recently spent on the same river, of the colourful mummers
and the fire-eater. Then his thoughts drifted off into
contemplation of warmth in general and of his own cosy,
comfortable room back in the TARDIS.

With a start, he suddenly realised that he had begun to
consider the eccentric time machine his home. He had grown
used to its Winding network of corridors and the surprises its
infinite size had to offer. Polly, Ben, and the Doctor were his



family now, even if they sometimes annoyed him, as families
were wont to do. He glanced over at the little man, who
seemed entirely unconcerned at their current predicament.

‘I dinnae believe this, Doctor,” he complained with a wry
smile. “We seem to get locked up everywhere we go.’

The Doctor tootled on his recorder. ‘Occupational hazard,’
he muttered between notes. “They’re just a bit jumpy.’

Jamie stood up and began pacing up and down the little
cell. It was so small that it was hardly worth the effort. ‘But
why pick on us?’

The Doctor pocketed his recorder and stared up at the
ceiling. ‘I suppose we might look a bit unusual,” he conceded.
‘And then there’s the question of your nationality.’

Jamie frowned. ‘What d’you mean?’

‘Well, you see, the Scots fought on the King’s side for
much of the conflict. They’ve recently changed their minds,
according to the book.’

He fished out the little volume and flicked rapidly through
its pages. Jamie caught a glimpse of the yellowed pages with
their faded colour plates showing horsemen, musketeers, and
battling troopers.

The Doctor nodded. “Yes. The Scots have changed sides.’
He clapped the book shut and looked up at Jamie worriedly.
‘And nobody likes a turncoat, if you see what | mean.’

‘I’m no turncoat!” protested Jamie.

‘I know that,” said the Doctor, patiently ‘but our captors
don’t.’

‘So the English don’t trust us?’

‘In a nutshell, yes.’

Jamie smiled. ‘Just like old times.’

Footsteps began to echo in the corridor beyond and then
the door rattled as a key was slid into its massive iron lock.

Jamie and the Doctor looked up as the watchman slid his
bulk through the narrow door, panting and gasping with the
effort. “Why did | put ’em here, | ask?’ he muttered. ‘I'm a
fool to meself. Can’t expect to go getting into these here cells



if | care not how many gooseberry creams | have.’

His little lecture to himself over, the watchman
straightened up and fixed his prisoners with a baleful glare.

Behind him came a small, hatchet-faced man with brutally
cropped hair and a large, livid scar across his forehead. He
slipped easily and quickly through the door like a ferret.

‘Well, my fine fellows,” said the watchman. ‘I fear we’ve
had no luck with your friend Master Scrope.’

‘Scrope, no,” said his companion with a strange, high-
pitched giggle.

‘But there’s another gentleman here who wants to ask you
a few questions.’

The cropped-haired man moved forward, brandishing a
long and vicious-looking knife. ‘Questions, yes,” he hissed,
grinning all over his sinister face.

The Doctor and Jamie exchanged worried glances.

In the room above the inn, Polly was beginning to feel the
effects of her afternoon spent with Ben. A kind of drowsy
numbness was warming the back of her skull and she wanted
nothing so much as to lie back in her chair in the dark room
and go to sleep.

. Her captors seemed amiable enough and, apart from their
incessant questions, didn’t seem to constitute too much of a
threat. She had to admit she quite enjoyed sparring with the
younger one. In fact, if she’d run into him back at the Inferno
Club in Chelsea, she might have considered him quite a dish.

Smiling to herself at this incongruous thought, she forced
herself to concentrate and began again.

‘Look, I’ve told you. We were just talking. | don’t know
anything about any plots, real or imagined.’

Copper’s eyes narrowed. ‘Do not play pell-mell with’ us
mistress. Your companion was heard to say something about
cutting off His Majesty’s head.’

Polly thought quickly. ‘Well... isn’t that what they’re
bound to do? | mean, there were soldiers outside Parliament



this morning turning people away. Everyone knows
something’s going on.’

Copper seemed to consider this.

Whyte flashed her his most winning smile. “Your speech is
strange, Mistress Polly. Where are you from?’

‘Chelsea, as it happens. But I’ve... I’ve been away. Out of
the country you might say.’

Copper laid a finger to his lip and tapped it thoughtfully,
then turned to his companion. ‘She’s no common woman.’

‘Indeed, no,” purred Whyte.

Copper turned back to Polly. ‘Do you have contacts in
France? With the Queen, perhaps?’

Polly sighed. ‘I wish I did. She might get me out of here.
But, no. I’ve been travelling some time. Great distances.’

‘Have you indeed?’ said Copper. He inclined his head
towards Whyte and they spoke in whispers for several
moments, the older man occasionally nodding.

‘Well, Mistress Polly.” he said at last. ‘I have decided to
let you go.’

‘That’s very magnanimous of you,” said Polly sharply.

‘But | would advise you and your friend to keep your
tongues still in future. These are dangerous times.’

Polly stood up. “You’re telling me. What did you do with
Ben?’

Whyte frowned. “Your companion? Nothing. He was left
where he fell.’

Polly was appalled. ‘What? | thought you must have
kidnapped him too!”’

‘Nay, my dear,” said Whyte, genuinely concerned. ‘I’m
sorry.’

Polly ran to the doorway. ‘I’ve got to find him!” she cried,
throwing open the door and clattering downstairs to the inn.

Copper looked at Whyte. ‘Well, Chris?’

Whyte smiled and held up his hands. ‘She’s a strange one,
indeed. But harmless, I’m sure of it.’

Copper stroked his silvery beard. ‘Perhaps, but | think it



can do no harm to follow her for a while.” He nodded towards
the door.

Whyte picked up his hat. ‘It will not be an onerous task,’
he said, bowing low and then slipping out of the door after
Polly.

Copper crossed to the window and sat down on the sill. He
saw Polly emerge into the street and begin to look wildly
around. Then Whyte stole outside and concealed himself
within a doorway, his attention fixed on Polly.

Copper grunted, satisfied, and turned back to the table and
the sheaf of documents that covered its surface. On the
uppermost one was drawn a large, detailed map of a fortified
building, the thin body of water that snaked by it etched out in
thick black ink.

‘It’s the bull’s pizzle for you!” laughed the watchman. ‘Or
maybe the Water House.’

He swung round to face his small, scarred jailer
companion. ‘What say you, Jem? Or are such things too good
for ’em?’

The man with the knife giggled horribly. “Too good for
’em, yes,” he repeated.

The Doctor was practically hopping with frustration. He
stood at Jamie’s side while Jem the jailer threatened the young
Scot with the vicious-looking blade.

‘Look -’ began the Doctor.

“’E can speak for ‘isself, can’t ‘e?’ spat the jailer, his
yellowy eyes blazing.

The Doctor held up his hands. ‘Well, naturally. But, you
know, with all the confusion...”

The jailer frowned, and his brows sank unpleasantly over
his eyes. ‘Confusion? Who are you anyway?’

‘I’m... I’m his doctor.” said the Doctor sheepishly.

The watchman pressed his fat body back against the door
of the cell. “It’s not catching, is it?’

‘No, no,” smiled the Doctor, ‘nothing like that.’



‘Right, then. Shut your face,” said the jailer, turning back
to Jamie. ‘Now then, master Scotchman. You tell me what
you’re doing in London?’

Jamie shot a look of desperate appeal at the Doctor but the
little man just shrugged helplessly, raising his hands, palms
upward.

“There’s nothing to tell,” announced Jamie boldly. ‘We’re
just... visiting.’

“Visiting?’ spat the jailer. ‘1 say you’re a deserter!”’

‘No!’

But the jailer pressed on. ‘Couldn’t stomach your nasty
Scots friends making up with Parliament. That’s it, isn’t it?’

Jamie was angry now. ‘No!” he bellowed. ‘I'm no
deserter!”’

The watchman came forward, his chins wobbling
excitedly, ‘But you admit you’re a soldier?’

‘Look -’ said the Doctor again.

‘Silence!” screamed the jailer. He peered at Jamie. ‘Are
you a soldier?’

Jamie shifted his weight and looked down at his boots. “I...
I was.’

‘Oh Jamie,” said the Doctor sadly.

The jailer stood up straight and fixed Jamie with a
penetrating stare. ‘Was?’

Jamie shook his head. ‘Och, it’s too difficult to explain.
You’d never believe me, anyway.’

“That’s for me to decide, my young buck,” said the jailer
quietly.

The watchman took the knife from him and laid it against
the bare flesh of Jamie’s throat as though taking his turn at
interrogation was part of the fun. “You heard the gentleman.
Explain yourself!”

Jamie shot another desperate look at the Doctor. ‘I -’

The jailer spun round and glared at the Doctor. ‘Get that
little one out of here!” he roared. ‘I want to talk to the
Scotsman alone.’



The watchman began to bustle the protesting Doctor from
the cell. The jailer turned back to Jamie and the young man
recoiled from his sour breath. ‘Now then?’

Jamie sighed. ‘I fought... | was fighting for the Prince?’

‘Which Prince? Prince Rupert?’

‘No,” said Jamie carefully. ‘Prince Charles.’

The jailer frowned, causing deep furrows to spring up on
his pockmarked forehead. ‘The King’s son!” he said. ‘Were
you part of his lifeguard?’

Jamie shook his head wearily. ‘No. You’ve got it all
wrong. Another Prince Charles. One that... that hasn’t been
born yet.’

The jailer knew he should have had some smart retort to
that one but all he could think to say was ‘Eh?’

Te watchman, who had opened the door of the cell and
was holding the Doctor by the scruff of the neck, turned.
‘What did he say?’

The Doctor glanced at Jamie, gave a quick smile, and then
extricated himself from the watchman’s grip. With astonishing
speed, he raced across the room to stand by Jamie’s side and
began to speak rapidly in a bizarre Scandinavian accent.

‘Ah! The secret is out, my boy,” he announced. ‘We will
have to tell them now!”’

The jailer scowled. ‘“What secret?’

“The secret of second Sight,” cried the Doctor, warming to
his theme. ‘My friend, the McCrimmon of... er, Culloden, is a
powerful seer. He can foretell the future. He can see how the
winding pathways of the future may twist and turn!’

The watchman raised a fat, threatening fist. “‘What are you
on about?’

The Doctor stood behind Jamie and raised his arms above
the young man’s head. ‘Do you not see, man?’ he said
appealingly. ‘The McCrimmon can tell you what fate will
befall this warring land of yours. He can tell you whether the
forces of Parliament will ultimately be victorious. You must
listen to him!”



He poked Jamie in the back. ‘Isn’t that right,
McCrimmon?’

Jamie frowned. ‘Eh? Oh. Aye.’

At once he assumed a glassy expression and moaned softly
as though possessed. To add to the effect he raised his hands
and began to wiggle his fingers.

The jailer moved closer again. ‘What trickery is this?’

“Tell us something then,” said the watchman, folding his
arms and grinning. ‘If you’re so clever.’

The Doctor cleared his throat and thought desperately of
the little book concealed in his pocket. What had he seen there
that might be useful?

He nodded to himself then bent his lips to Jamie’s ear.
‘Oh, great McCrimmon,” he whispered. ‘Tell us! Tell us of the
time to come!’

Jamie rolled his head from side to side and began to
breathe in short, gulping rasps, the way he had once seen a
wise woman in the Highlands behave. Finally, he whispered in
the Doctor’s ear and the little man straightened up, smiling.

‘Well?’ said the jailer.

The Doctor clasped his hands over his chest and spoke
with as much gravitas as he could muster. “The McCrimmon
tells me that the King has been moved from his prison on the
Isle of Wight and is to stand trial for treason.’

The watchman and the jailer exchanged shocked glances.
‘Nobody knows the King’s been moved!” hissed the latter.

‘The McCrimmon knows!” said the Doctor. ‘The
McCrimmon knows all.”

The jailer leaned forward, his chin jutting out
threateningly. ‘Aye. Maybe you know because you’re a
Royalist spy!’

The watchman, who had been superstitious ever since, as a
boy, he’d seen a three-headed lamb delivered on his family’s
farm, laid a hand on his colleague’s shoulder. ‘No, no, Jem.
Peace. | think we’d better tell someone about this.’

Uneasy, the jailer bit his lip. “Very well. But who?’



The watchman regarded their two charges with renewed
interest. ‘I can get a message to John Thurloe,” he mused.
‘Who knows? Even General Cromwell may be interested.’

The Doctor’s eyes flashed with excitement.

The jailer moved to the door. ‘We will return,” he
muttered.

The Doctor nodded his head sagely. ‘Very well. The
McCrimmon and | will await you.’

The two men backed out of the room, the jailer cannoning
into the watchman as he squeezed his massive buttocks
through the doorway. They both cast final, fearful glances at
their prisoners through the little barred window in the door and
then, after turning the key in the lock, vanished.

At once the Doctor began to laugh cheerfully and rubbed
his hands together. He took out his recorder from his coat
pocket and began playing a little jig.

‘Oh, Doctor,” lamented Jamie, ‘what did you want to go
and say all that nonsense for? If they think we’re important,
we’ll never get away.’

The Doctor looked slightly affronted. ‘Well, | had to do
something, didn’t I, Jamie? And I think we’ll have a far better
chance of pleading our case to Cromwell than to those two
thugs. Besides -’ he gave a mischievous smile — “I’ve always
wanted to meet him.’

The standard fell. Fell and was trampled into the mud, its
supporting pole snapped beneath the feet of the advancing
Roundhead force. Its motto was obscured but its pictures still
plain enough: a Bible, the countryside, a sword, a laurel
wreath, a crown...

They swept forward, pikes bristling like huge wooden
fangs before them, bellowing their battle cry, as men seethed
and fought around them.

Their armour glinted dully in the daylight, dazzling those
they faced whose eyes were already confused by the riot of
colour. Here, the broad orange sashes that were tied around the



soldiers’ waists. There, the belching black smoke of exploding
powder kegs. Elsewhere, the livid crimson of spilled blood,
soaking into the Yorkshire earth.

Hot now it was. Summery hot with woodsmoke smells
mingling with the stink of the dog daisies that covered the
field of battle.

The constant thrum-thrum of the drums was like blood
pounding in the ears. Or the sound of the troopers’ mud-caked
boots as they ran at full pelt across the field.

Horses thundered by, musket shots rang out, and the
horses fell, whinnying in pain, crashing to the hard soil,
crushing their riders.

And now here was a new sound. Unexpected, eerie, almost
beautiful. It was singing. The Roundheads were singing
psalms as their dragoons roared into the Royalist flank.

The boy stepped bravely forward, facing the Roundhead
troopers, the red sash around his waist a proud symbol of is
Royalist allegiance. He thrust his pike forward and charged,
his mouth stretching into an ‘O’, his throat already hoarse
from shouting.

The musket ball seared the air as though it were a comet,
striking the boy cleanly between the eyes. He stood stock still
for a moment, his senses too shocked to realise that he was
already dead.

The pike slid from his grip and he toppled backward into
the mud. At once, the troopers advanced over him, their feet
smashing his delicate face into bloodied pulp...

William Kemp jerked awake and almost fell out of the
narrow bed. He was breathing as though he’d run a mile and
his calico nightshirt was drenched in sweat.

He put his head in his hands and tried to focus his eyes in
the pitch-dark room.

Beside him, Sarah slept on, but Kemp could see nothing
but the boy’s face. The boy from the dream. His own boy,
Arthur.

He had been a brave little soldier — all who knew him had



said — and had joined the King’s side without a moment’s
hesitation, despite his youth. His commander had been a man
called Sir Harry Cooke who had nothing but praise for the
young Kemp, something that filled his father with pride.

But it had all come to an end. All of it. On a field called
Marston Moor, hundreds of miles from home.

The Roundhead musket ball had taken away Kemp’s son
but created something else. Inside William Kemp, a hard,
black ball of bitter poison had begun to grow.

Pitch and roll... pitch and roll.

As dawn broke, Ben slept on, seemingly oblivious of the
sickening, lurching movement of the ship in the heaving
winter sea.

Beneath his rough blanket, he turned on his side, his
mouth hanging slackly open until, out of nowhere, a torrent of
sea water splashed over the ship’s rail on to his face.

He woke with a cry, spluttering and gasping, then looked
rapidly around, trying to orientate himself.

In quick succession he saw the rolling grey sea, the deck,
the full, billowing sails, and the two dozen or so men who
were streaming over the ship, working busily at ropes, pumps
and stores.

Ben groaned as he recalled the events of the previous
night. How on earth had he got himself into this mess? He
rubbed his weary brow and sighed.

The leathery-faced Isaac Ashdown walked carefully across
the wet deck towards him, a pleasant smile on his tanned face.
‘Ah,” he said. ‘So now you know, my lad.’

Ben managed to struggle to his feet, despite the dull pain
in his head. ‘Know? Know what?’

Ashdown shrugged. “Where you are.’

Ben gave a short, humourless laugh. ‘That’s pretty
obvious, isn’t it? Even if | wasn’t a sailor.’

Ashdown looked delighted. “You’re a sailor already!
That’s a novelty indeed. The scum we usually get are



somewhat unsuited to life at sea.” He rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. ‘At first.”

Ben repositioned himself so that his legs were wider apart.
Trying to stand upright on the deck was proving difficult.
“You can’t force me to stay here, you know,’ he shouted above
the noise of the spray. ‘I haven’t taken the Queen’s sh—the
King’s shilling or anything.’

Ashdown clapped him on the shoulder. ‘What’s your
name, son?’

‘Ben Jackson.’

‘Well, Ben Jackson, don’t you fret. Captain Stanislaus was
just a bit short for this voyage. | was in charge of... er...
recruitment last night. | saw you with your lady and | thought,
aye, aye, there’s a likely lad if ever the opportunity should
come my way. Which, as you know, it did. And you were
hardly in a position to refuse, were you now?’

Ben shook his head and scowled as a sharp pain scorched
through his brow.

Ashdown smiled kindly. “You’re free to go when we reach
land.”

A little reassured, Ben turned his mind to Polly. “What
happened to the girl? The one | was with. Did you see?’

Ashdown looked away evasively. ‘Can’t say as | did, lad.
When | found you, you was lying in the road.’

Ben nodded to himself. ‘I have to get back as soon as |
can. Anything could’ve happened to her.” He turned back to
Ashdown. “You say | can get off at our first port of call?’

Ashdown gave a sly smile. ‘Aye.’

‘And where’s that?’

Ashdown began to chuckle. *‘Amsterdam,’ he said.

The London morning was cold and unpleasant, a fine rain
blowing in sheets from the river and pocking the snow that
still lay all around. The swans and geese that squawked and
waddled through St James’s Park did not seem overly
concerned, however, emerging into the light and sliding



comically over the thick sheets of ice that covered the park’s
waterways. There were cattle, too, huddled together at one end
of the park, shifting miserably from hoof to hoof.

Emerging from his hiding place, Christopher Whyte
stretched and groaned, feeling the muscles in his back pop and
strain. His evening’s vigil had been more than a little
unpleasant. He had followed the woman Polly around what
seemed like half the capital, yet she had seemed to have little
idea where she was going.

At first she had made straight for the street outside the inn
where her friend had last been seen but, finding nothing, had
then run like a mad thing towards a narrow alley some way
off. She had waited there for the best part of an hour before
giving up and, finding herself near the park, had managed to
grab a few hours’ sleep in one of the small gardeners’ shelters.

Whyte had followed at a discreet distance. More than once
he had wanted to intercede, to offer her food and a
comfortable lodging for the night, but his job was to keep an
eye on the woman, not woo her. She might yet prove to know
more than she was saying and no interference could be
tolerated with Copper’s plans at such an advanced stage.

Rubbing his stiff neck, Whyte kept a weather eye on the
sleeping Polly and tried to ignore his grumbling belly. He had
stayed awake much of the night, as keen to avoid the
attentions of the young Ganymedes who frequented the park
as to ensure Polly did not elude him.

He had spent much of this time contemplating the current
situation. Unlike Sir John Copper, he was no disgruntled
Parliamentarian, He had fought bravely for the King
throughout the conflict as a captain. Wounded at the Battle of
Edgehill, he had carried on the Royalist cause as best he could,
as an agent for His Majesty, travelling incognito about London
and bringing back his reports to the Royalist base in Oxford. It
was while going about his secretive business that Sir John
Copper had approached him, almost as a molly might in the
park, thought Whyte with a smile. Though initially suspicious,



he had soon warmed to the older man’s rhetoric. Copper
feared that the army had gone too far, that they would tilt the
land into utter chaos unless the sensible thing was done and
the King restored to his throne.

To his surprise, Whyte found that not so much separated
them as he would have thought. War made strange bedfellows.

On the mildewed bench inside the gardeners’ shelter, Polly
stirred and Whyte dropped back into the foliage out of sight.
The young woman stretched and blinked, then grimaced,
obviously recalling where she was.

Swinging her legs off the bench, she got unsteadily to her
feet and pulled her cloak tightly around her. Then, with a
quick look around, she set off to face the day.

Christopher Whyte waited a few moments and then
followed close behind her.

The Doctor threw up his hands in exasperation. ‘Do pay
attention, Jamie,” he sighed. “You’re supposed to be an
oracle.’

‘I am?’ said Jamie with a frown. ‘I thought that was a kind
of wee boat.’

‘No, no. An oracle. A fount of wisdom. And it’ll do us a
fat lot of good if Cromwell turns up and finds that you know
next to nothing about the Civil Wars.’

Jamie folded his arms defensively. The schoolboy’s book
lay on the cold stone floor at his feet.

‘I know what Polly said. About the King ruling without
Parliament.’

The Doctor gave a soothing smile. “That’s right. And he
did it, too. For eleven years until he ran out of money.’

Jamie nodded. ‘What did he need the money for?’

The Doctor looked up at the low ceiling of the cell. “‘Oh, a
war against the Scots.’

Jamie let out a snort of disbelief. ‘Hang on, Doctor. I
thought you said the Scots were on his side.’

‘Yes. But that was later on. This was before the wars



broke out.”

Jamie slid glumly down the wall. ‘Och, I’ll never get it.
Why couldn’t you be the oracle?’

The Doctor clasped his hands together. “Yes, well, we
weren’t fortunate there, were we?’

The cell door rattled and then creaked open, revealing the
bulky form of the watchman. He didn’t seem keen to come
any nearer to his prisoners and looked at them with something
like fear. “Very well, you two,” he said. ‘“They’re ready for
you.’

It was, Ben thought, the very definition of a motley crew.
Aside from Isaac Ashdown, the rest of the ship’s complement
seemed united by only one thing: their oddness. There were
Moors, Turks, a hook-handed African and a vast, flame-haired
Irishman called O’Kane who seemed to put the fear of God
into the rest of them.

Most were now assembled in a sweating, heaving line as
they pulled with great effort on one of the ship’s tarred ropes.
With a cry of satisfaction, the topsail they’d been hoisting
slotted into place, flapping in the stiff North Sea wind.

At their head squatted Ben and Ashdown, brows speckled
with beads of perspiration.

Ben fell back on to the deck with a groan and rubbed his
aching arms. Struggling to speak between heaving breaths, he
turned to Ashdown.

‘What’s our cargo, mate?’

The older sailor shrugged. ‘Wool. Flour. Suet. Odds and
sods.’

Ben let his gaze range over the deck and out across the
wild grey sea. ‘And the ship is definitely coming back to
London?’

‘Certainly. Eventually,” said Ashdown with a smile. ‘But
that’s for the captain to decide, ain’t it?’

He got up and pointed to a thick coil of rope which ran
through an iron ring fixed to the side of the ship.



“’Ere, grab a hold of that, Ben. And tie it up on the capstan
yonder.’

Ben did as he was instructed, hauling on the thick rope and
feeling its rough texture against his hands. As he grappled
with the rope, he glanced over the ship’s rail and his eye
caught a name etched carefully into the woodwork of the hull.

It was painted gold on black in a highly ornate style that
was almost Elizabethan. It said ‘Teazer’.

Ben started to laugh, quietly at first and then with
increasing force. Ashdown looked puzzled. *“What ails you?’

Ben laughed loudly. ‘Oh, you wouldn’t understand, mate.
It’s a long story. It’s pretty ironic, that’s all.”

Ashdown frowned. “‘What do you mean?’

Ben glanced at the ship’s nhame again and shook his head.
‘I’ve been trying to get back to my ship all this time... This
isn’t exactly what | had in mind.’

He thought briefly of his own Teazer, sleek, grey, metal,
the peak of modem twentieth-century naval warfare. How
these lads would gasp if she were to appear out of the North
Sea fog banks now.

At that moment, a cabin door opened and Captain
Stanislaus emerged, wolfishly handsome even in the cold light
of the morning.

O’Kane, the Irishman, stood upright and stiffened.

‘Captain on deck!” he yelled.

The entire crew, with the exception of Ben, stood to
attention. Ashdown leaned over and jabbed Ben in the
stomach.

Realising his folly, Ben straightened up just as Stanislaus
walked by him, his red coat flapping in the wind.

He looked right through Ben and walked towards another
cabin, pausing on the threshold, blinking in the bleak daylight.
He turned back, scanning the crew with cold eyes, and
nodded.

“Thank you, Master O’Kane. Carry on.’

He tapped gently on the cabin door.



“That’s Stanislaus?’ whispered Ben.

Ashdown kept his head down. ‘Aye,” he hissed out of the
comer of his mouth. ‘Look busy, or there’ll be hell to pay.’

Stanislaus knocked again.

‘Mr Godley?’ he said, his voice deep, his accent thick and
guttural. ‘Me Godley, sir. Are you awake?’

The door opened to reveal an even more exotic sight than
the vulpine captain.

Godley emerged, his noble bearing disguised in plain,
spartan black. He was carrying a monkey on his shoulder. It
was a tiny, spindly thing, all limbs and tail, its bright eyes like
beads of blood in its fragile skull. It chittered and scuttled over
Godley’s shoulder as he stepped out on deck.

Stanislaus recoiled from the pet instantly and took an
involuntary step backward as Godley steadied himself on the
rolling deck.

‘Good day, Captain,” said Godley with a small, tight smile.

Stanislaus nodded. ‘I trust you slept well.’

Godley patted his stomach. ‘I’ve never been the best of
sailors, | fear.”

The monkey hopped from Godley’s shoulder and
scampered over the deck towards a tin dish which had been set
aside for it. It began to feast on the beef and fish scraps inside
the bowl, looking up and down from its food to the crew with
nervous speed.

Taking his passenger gently by the arm, Captain Stanislaus
began to move towards the stern of the vessel.

‘How is all progressing?’ asked Godley.

Stanislaus looked around as they walked. He seemed a
little more nervous and anxious than before, his head jerking
about like Godley’s monkey.

‘All my communications are favourable, Mr Godley,” he
said, struggling to be heard over the sound of the swell.

Godley cocked his head inquisitively, ‘And the package?’

‘Is safe in Amsterdam,” said the captain. ‘Come.’

He steered Godley away and they disappeared around the



corner.

A big wave crashed over the deck and Ashdown prodded
Ben. ‘Come on, my friend. Don’t slacken. The captain sees
everything.’

Ben frowned. ‘What was all that about?’

Ashdown shook his head. ‘Best not to know. This is not a
ship for inquisitive men.’

‘I wonder what they’re bringing back from Amsterdam,’
said Ben, looking down the length of the ship.

Ashdown shook his head then bent down and busied
himself.

Ben smiled. ‘Oh, well. Maybe it’s just tulips.’

‘Please do not say it again, Father,” pleaded the young man. ‘I
do not think I could stand it.’

Oliver Cromwell pinched the bridge of his bulbous nose
and sighed. A very bad, thudding headache was lurking in the
back of his brain. ‘Say what again, Richard?’

The boy was in his twenties, long-haired and rather thin
with a pale, waxy complexion. He looked appealingly at his
father. “That I... | disappoint you.’

Cromwell looked around him at the spacious, panelled
apartment in which he did most of his business. It was a
pleasant room, with high windows and a floor tiled in black
and white geometric shapes. There was a heavy old globe in
the corner, surrounded by books, ledgers, and the masses of
papers with which the general had to deal on a daily basis.

Sighing, Cromwell wished that his son were not there to
bother him, that he could have a moment of simple,
unqualified peace. Normally, the room would be crowded with
men. Advisers would be advising, soldiers would be
scheming, and John Thurloe, his most trusted aide, would be
doing his best to keep the general from drowning under a tide
of bureaucratic waffle.

For once, though, the room was empty. Empty save for the
thin boy who was proving, as he said, such a dissappointment



to his father.

Cromwell sank back into his chair and cleared his throat,
looking away evasively.

‘It is not that, Son,” he said patiently. ‘Only that I fear for
your future. Look at these.” He rapped the papers strewn over
his knee. ‘Debts and debts on top of them! How | raised such a
profligate spender is quite beyond me.’

He closed his eyes and scratched the bristles on his
inexpertly shaved chin. “What do you do all day, Richard?’

‘Well -’ the boy began.

Cromwell held up his hand. “‘Nay, spare me. | do not wish
to know the details of your shopping.’

He opened his blue eyes and glared at Richard. ‘But do it
less!” he thundered.

Richard dabbed his mouth with a lace handkerchief and
nodded quickly, ‘Yes, Father. May | -’

‘“Yes’ drawled Cromwell wearily. ‘Please go.’

Richard bowed and shambled out of the room, his sword,
which seemed to hang too low on his belt, scraping over the
tiles.

Cromwell sighed and closed his eyes again. What had he
done to deserve such a poltroon as an heir. Had his beloved
Oliver not died...

But there was no sense in raking all that up again.

He sank back, grateful for the cushions that nursed the
painful boil on his buttock.

For a long moment, he saw nothing but darkness beneath
his closed eyelids but, gradually, faint images, like
translucences in a church window, began to swim into his
mind. He was a boy again. A boy, playing in the broad, flat
fields of his father’s estate in Cambridgeshire. The day was
warm and fine, just as the summers of one’s childhood always
were. He saw again the heat haze sparkling over the crops, the
old weather vane creaking, turning stiffly in the breeze. And
the young lad with the huge spaniel eyes who had come to
visit.



Cromwell had been too young to appreciate the
importance of this particular visit and this particular, small,
grave-looking boy. To him, he was just another playmate, an
eight-year-old come to clash wooden swords with him, or play
tag out among the swaying wheat.

There had been whispering in the house for weeks, he
recalled, but not a word was spoken to him or his sisters. Not
until the day of the visit, and then — oh! — a ceremony of such
pomp, young Cromwell thought that Christmas had come
early.

The two young boys had sat together by a pond, idly
dropping stones into its depths and listening to the lovely,
satisfying gloop they made as they entered the water.

Cromwell had smiled at the boy but the newcomer did not
smile back. He seemed preoccupied and tense, almost old
beyond his years. Trying again, Cromwell opened his coat and
produced the puppy which had been a present from his dear
mother only weeks before. Surely this would cheer the boy
up?

But the boy turned his sad eyes away from Cromwell and
looked back towards the large, grey rectangle of the house. He
seemed to perk up as a young woman approached, her long,
full skirts brushing over the dusty ground.

She scooped the boy up into her arms and he smiled
delightedly. “There now, my boy,” she said. ‘It is time for your
bed. Say goodbye to Master Oliver.’

The boy frowned and shook his head.

The woman wagged her finger at him. ‘Say goodbye, now,
Charles.’

He buried his head in her breast and, muffled by her apron,
he stammered, ‘G-goodbye.’

The nurse smiled, shook her head and gave Cromwell a
little wave and turned back towards the house.

Cromwell remembered thinking the boy was very rude
indeed. He had no thought then — how could he? — that one
day he would be putting that boy, that prince, on trial for his



life.

Opening his eyes, Cromwell found John Thurloe standing
before him.

‘Yes, John?’

Thurloe, a middle-sized, extremely neat man with a horsy
face and sparse beard, gave a little bow. ‘They have arrived,
General.’

‘Who?” frowned Cromwell.

Tliurloe coughed into his gloved hand. ‘The prisoners.
The... er, seer and his doctor.”

Cromwell’s face lit up. He felt immensely cheered already.
‘Oh! Yes. Yes, bring them in.’

He rubbed his hands together. For a rational, God-fearing
man Cromwell was inordinately fond of the mystical. He had
recently taken much notice of a wise woman from Cornwall
who had predicted that the whole of London would be
destroyed by a plague of angry cats within the century. She
had been very convincing.

Cromwell adopted his most sagacious-looking pose on the
chair and let his chin rest on his hand. No, no, no, too
contrived, he thought.

He sat back and opened his legs, resting his hands on the
heavily carved arms of the chair. Too regal.

He heard Thurloe returning and made a snap decision to
stand by the globe. He set it spinning and then leaned over it,
his lower lip jutting out thoughtfully, his hands behind his
back.

Thurloe swept in moments later with a young man and a
funny-looking fellow with untidy black hair. Both wore long
black cloaks and had a somewhat sheepish air about them.

Cromwell looked up and tapped his finger against his chin.
‘Well now,” he mused. “‘What do we have here?’

The fire was burning a little low in the kitchen grate when
Frances Kemp entered the room. She made straight for the
range, ignoring the hunched figure of her father, who was



staring broodingly into the flames. There was a large tray of
ale and cheese on the table before him, covered by a fresh
cloth.

Frances set to work at once to revive the fire, twisting to
avoid the spits on which four suckling pigs were skewered.

Kemp turned his head and scowled at her. ‘Do you not
have a word for your father, girl?’

Frances reflected wryly that she had several words for
him, but none that he would like. ‘Good afternoon,” she said at
last.

Kemp grunted. ‘A good afternoon is it that sees a king to
be put on trial for his life?’

‘I meant-’

‘I know what you meant,” growled Kemp, hawking up a
ball of phlegm and spitting into the fire.

Frances tugged nervously at her knuckles. ‘The King is to
stand trial, then?’

Kemp nodded and then raised his head a little arrogantly.
‘I have it on the best authority.’

Frances looked up at the ceiling. ‘From your friends
upstairs?’

With sudden and startling ferocity, Kemp leapt to his feet
and grabbed his daughter by the front of her dress. He pushed
her against the kitchen wall and pressed his face close to hers,
his eyes flashing with menace.

“You would be well advised, daughter, to keep all thoughts
of my visitors out of your head.” Frances felt herself shaking
and cowered from Kemp’s wrath. ‘Is that understood?’ he
hissed.

She nodded and Kemp let her go, stumbling to his chair.

Frances rapidly rearranged her clothes just as a bell began
to clatter in the corner of the kitchen. Kemp looked up and
then shot a dangerous glance at Frances. He got to his feet,
picked up the tray, and backed towards the door, exiting
without another word.

Frances sat down heavily and rubbed her throat. She felt



tender and vulnerable. The funny stinging sensation in her
palms told her she was close to tears.

What made everything worse was that she knew it had not
always been like this. Her father had always been a supporter
of the Crown, of course, but not with this strange, stupid,
blinding passion.

He had been a wonderful father, too. Gentle and funny,
quick-witted and popular with his customers and adored by his
wife.

But that was before Marston Moor and the loss of his
beloved Arthur.

Now William Kemp was like a man possessed by an angry
ghost. He could not, would not, spare a kind word for
anybody. And gradually life in the inn had changed beyond all
recognition.

The wrong kind of person came there now — rough and
unsavoury people who didn’t care that their landlord spoke not
two words to them all evening.

Odd, thought Frances, that it should be called the World
Turn’d Upside Down.

And now there was Thomas. The timing could not have
been worse. With the King about to be tried, her love for a
Roundhead would be like pouring salt into her father’s gaping
wound.

She glanced up at the bell, which was still gently tinkling.
What was going on in that upstairs room?

The Doctor walked boldly up to Cromwell and gave a very
deep bow. ‘General Cromwell,” he said. “This is a pleasure.’
Cromwell nodded slightly and spun the globe again. ‘No
doubt.” He stuck out a big, thick finger and stopped the
spinning. “You’re a doctor, | hear.”
‘The,” said the Doctor without a trace of immodesty.
Cromwell grunted. ‘That good, eh? Well, Doctor, what do
you know of boils? I’m a martyr to them, sir, a martyr.’
The Doctor shrugged. ‘Alas, General, it is not quite within



my purview.’

Cromwell shrugged, disappointed, and made his way back
to the chair. “You have some connection with this lad, then?’

The Doctor pushed Jamie forward. ‘May | present the
McCrimmon of Culloden, for whom | have the honour to act
as... er... spiritual sextant.”

Cromwell frowned. ‘A what?’

The Doctor waved his hands airily. ‘I guide him through
the highways and byways of the other world.’

Cromwell nodded and sat down, shifting his weight and
grunting as his boil connected with the cushions.

He beckoned Jamie towards, him. ‘Is it true, lad? Can you
see beyond this mortal veil?’

Jamie looked at the Doctor, who nodded discreetly, Then
he drew himself up boldly. ‘Yes,” he stated simply. ‘That |
can.’

Thurloe came to stand by Cromwell’s side, raising an
eyebrow suspiciously and coughing lightly, as though trying to
clear a small blockage from his throat.

‘The jailer tells me you know of the King’s
imprisonment.’

‘Oh yes,” said the Doctor.

Thurloe folded his arms over his tightly buttoned black
tunic. ‘Information that any Royalist spy might have wrung
out of a loyal Parliamentarian.’

‘Oh, no, no, no,” cried the Doctor. ‘The McCrimmon saw
it in a vision.’

Cromwell seemed to consider this. He thought again of the
Cornish woman and the plague of cats. Then of the plague
they all knew too well, that had ravaged the city only twenty
years before. And then of his memory of the little prince with
the sad eyes. There was so much he wanted to know.

‘Well, then,” he said at last. ‘Will there be more visions?
What can you tell us of the future?’

The Doctor frowned. ‘Well -

‘These are mad and fast times, Doctor,” interrupted



Cromwell. “The world is giddy about our ears. And great
matters are being decided.’

‘Yes,” said the Doctor gravely, ‘I know.’

“Then,” said Cromwell grandly, ‘tell us what we must do.
Tell us how we may best serve the Lord our God and heal this
wounded land of ours.’

The Doctor smiled pleasantly. ‘Ask away.’

Cromwell looked at Thurloe, who coughed again into his
glove, “What of the King?’

Jamie began to follow the usual procedure, moaning softly
to himself and waving his hands about close to his ears. Then,
after a great bellow of pain he announced, ‘I see a vacant
throne!”’

‘And a vacant hat!” put in the Doctor, enjoying the
theatricalities immensely.

Cromwell and Thurloe looked quickly at each other. ‘I
should cut off his head, then?” asked Cromwell with
ponderous gravity.

Jamie cleared his throat, aware that any answers he might
give could have — historical repercussions. “You must look to
your own... conscience, Oliver Cromwell. And seek the
counsel of the Lord.”

The Doctor smiled and whispered, ‘Very good.’

Cromwell did not react for a moment, then his ruddy face
broke into a broad smile. ‘Good. Good!” he said happily. ‘I
would talk more with this remarkable pair, John. Let them be
given quarter here until I need to consult them again.’

He rose and bowed to the Doctor and Jamie, then clamped
his hand over his backside, grunting with the pain from his
boil.

Muttering to himself, he stomped out of the chamber.

Thurloe clicked his fingers and a young secretary came
running inside. With a suspicious glance at the time travellers,
he whispered in the secretary’s ear and then turned to the
Doctor and Jamie.

‘Very well, then. You shall be quartered here until the



general decides to see you again. | hope we can make you
comfortable.” He gave a short, incredulous laugh and strode
out, his cloak trailing behind him.

Jamie stuck out his tongue at Thurloe’s back and noticed
that the secretary was already leading the Doctor away. He
raced after them into a long, dark, panelled corridor which led
into another much smaller apartment.

As the secretary opened the door, the Doctor moved to let
him pass and there was a minor collision.

The Doctor apologised profusely but the secretary told him
to think nothing of it. He ushered them inside.

The room was plainly and functionally furnished with two
beds, a dresser, and a long mirror on a stand.

The secretary bowed and exited. As soon as they were
alone, Jamie jumped on to the bed and lay down, sighing with
contentment. The Doctor made straight for the door and tried
the heavy iron handle.

He turned to Jamie and frowned. ‘It’s locked.’

Richard Cromwell was making his way down the corridor the
Doctor and Jamie had just passed through. He gazed absently
at the paintings that hung from the panelled walls, though they
held no interest for him. The battle of this, the siege of that. It
was all so tiresome. He couldn’t understand what his father
saw in it.

He yawned. Perhaps he would go outside and see the
snow. Yes, that would be splendid. A walk in the gardens and
then dinner.

Suddenly happy, Richard walked on. As he passed the
door to the Doctor and Jamie’s room, he pulled up sharply.

There was something lying on the floor, a smooth,
rectangular shape with a picture on it. It looked like a book,
but Richard had never seen such a book before.

He bent down on one knee and gingerly picked up Every
Boy’s Book of the English Civil Wars.



CHRPTER 4

The small man with the huge brown eyes ate the last of his
breakfast and pushed the china plate away from him. He
dabbed at the comers of his mouth with a richly brocaded
handkerchief, wiping away the traces of the plain and not very
pleasant meal.

Water would be good now, he thought. Perhaps he should
call for some.

He lifted his hand and then, with a small, sad cluck in his
throat, dropped it heavily to his lap. How easy it was to forget.
There were no servants around him now. No one to anticipate
his every whim. No one to execute his orders.

Execute.

The word seemed to ring around his mind like the echo of
a sharp knife against a flint wheel. He closed his eyes and
sighed deeply.

King Charles was not used to such treatment. From birth,
he had been pampered and indulged, both by his father, the
slovenly James, and his elder brother, Prince Henry. Then,
after Henry’s unexpected death, the beloved and wonderful
Duke of Buckingham had taken the underdeveloped, rather
sombre Charles and groomed him for the throne.

Thus it was he who had taken on the burden of ruling the
kingdom, as fairly, he judged, as his father or any monarch
before him.

For many years his had seemed a perfect state. His
marriage to the Queen, Henrietta Maria, was, after a difficult
start, solid and loving. He had wonderful children and perhaps
the most elegant and sophisticated court in Europe. The
country was prosperous and seemingly content. Nothing could
spoil things. Nothing except Parliament.

Of course, they were a necessary evil. After all, he had to
raise taxes and get his money from somewhere. But they



refused to accept that only the King could summon such an
assembly into being and dissolve it just as easily. He had done
without the rabble for eleven whole years before those
bothersome, uncontrollable Scots had forced him to raise an
army against them.

But Parliament had struck, struck like a viper to his heart,
suddenly demanding all kinds of reforms. They wanted to take
control of the Army away from him. Away from the King!
Charles remembered his own words, thundering through the
Palace of Whitehall that far-off day. ‘By God, not for an hour!
You ask of me what was never asked of any king!”’

And they were not content with that, oh no. Now they
wanted religious reform. They objected to the beautification of
his country’s lovely churches undertaken by Archbishop Laud.
Should worship really be as plain as a milkmaid’s face?

Aye, the Puritans demanded and Charles had lost Laud to
them. Lost him to charges of crypto-papistry, and they had cut
off his head to prove their point.

And then there was Strafford, who had fought so loyally
for the King in Ireland and urged him to take on his rebellious
Parliament, else he be no King at all.

Charles laid a trembling hand across his brow. They had
taken Strafford’s head too and Charles had felt the death
almost as though it were his own. It was too cruel a blow. Too
cruel.

And so the wars had come. There was no way to avoid
them. It was either King, with a mandate to rule which came
from God himself, or Parliament, with a much more parochial
mandate altogether.

Charles rose from his chair and crossed to the great
window. His rooms were small but comfortable. Thickly
carpeted with rugs which had been a present to his late father
from some exotic potentate and hung with tapestries from the
royal collection.

Through the thick glass, the dreary course of the Solent
could be seen, winding past the castle like a gigantic grey



snake.

Charles watched the water in silence, the December light
bleaching the colour from his grave, noble face, creating dark
hollows in his cheeks and making him look far older than his
forty-eight years.

Well, well, he thought. It seemed that God had made up
His mind. The Royalist armies had been roundly defeated and
now he, the King, was a prisoner. He didn’t doubt that soon
the Roundheads would be calling for his head.

Execute.

Charles felt a pang of terror grip at his bowels. He sank
down to the floor and clasped his hands together in prayer.
There was little else left for him to do.

Polly stood by the banks of the Thames, enjoying the feel of
the cold drizzle on her face. She breathed in and the air felt
crisp and good. What would a lungful of air be like inhaled in
the same spot three hundred or so years from now? she
thought absently. Filthy, acrid, polluted.

Yet there was terrible degradation here, too. She had seen
it as she made her way through the city — the squalor, the filth
and the back-breaking labour that seemed to be the common
lot of most of the inhabitants of Stuart England.

Polly rubbed her face and eyes and shook her head as
though to clear it. Her fine, straight hair was becoming matted
and rather greasy and she longed for a hot bath. But the
TARDIS and the Doctor seemed a long way off. She was no
nearer to finding anyone or anything she knew.

A wheezing splutter close by made her turn and she
stepped back as two men struggled by at each end of an ornate
sedan chair. Their faces were almost purple with effort, sweat
streaming into their eyes. Polly caught a brief glimpse of an
exquisitely dressed man, all burnt-orange velvet and frills,
gazing absently out of the chair’s little window. He seemed
bored and completely unaware of the efforts being made to
keep him out of the mud.



Polly scowled but then checked herself. Was it any
different from someone of her own time having a chauffeur?
Perhaps it was just a shock to her twentieth-century
sensibilities. After all, this place was as alien as another
planet, despite the superficial similarities to her own time.
There was a monarch and Parliament but...

She froze a moment as a thought occurred to her. If she
knew the Doctor, he wouldn’t be content to hang around
waiting for her and Ben to turn up. He’d be doing something.
Using the opportunity to get a closer look at this period of
earth’s history. And, given the tumultuous time they had
landed in, he would trying to get close to either the Royalists
or the Roundheads. Yes! Surely that was it. She’d lay odds
that even now the little man would be close to the centre of
some kind of power, probably dragging a protesting Jamie in
tow. She smiled to herself, a little cheered, and crossed the
snowy road, jumping over the muddy furrows scored into it by
passing traffic.

Where could she turn for help, though? It would be unwise
to go around asking strange questions — the Doctor had warned
them all to be circumspect, as had the man at the inn.

Polly stopped in her tracks and let out a little chuckle,
delighted at her second revelation of the morning. The men at
the inn particularly the rather handsome young one, had been
fairly kind to her. She could tell they felt some guilt over
Ben’s disappearance. Perhaps she could use that to get them to
ask around about the Doctor and Jamie. Restored to her
friends, she felt sure they could find Ben. With a gladdened
heart, Polly set off for Kemp’s inn at a brisk run.

She moved so swiftly, indeed, that Christopher Whyte had
trouble keeping up with her.

Making her way stealthily along the corridor, Frances Kemp
held her breath. The shadows were lengthening and the inn
was beginning to lose itself in darkness. Soon her mother
would be flitting about the place, lighting the lamps and



preparing for the evening’s custom. But perhaps Frances could
take advantage of this dim hour to find out what was going on
and the identity of her father’s guests.

She was close to the room now and could see the old door
rattle as her father spoke urgently with his mysterious visitors.

Frances crept over the bare boards and gently pressed her
ear against the door, straining to hear the conversation within.
Several voices reached her but she couldn’t separate them.
Only her father’s low grumble seemed recognisable. A point
was being debated, she could tell from the rising tone of his
voice. But what was it, and why all this secrecy?

After a time, some conclusion seemed to be reached and
the voices became more audible and conversational. Chairs
were scraped back and Frances ran swiftly to the other side of
the corridor, closing her hand on the doorknob of her own
room.

But she had not quite managed to slip inside when her
father appeared from the opposite chamber. Turning back
towards him, she closed her eyes and braced herself for his
wrath.

‘Frances?’

She spoke without turning round. ‘I’m fetching darning
thread for Mother,” she said quickly.

“Yes, yes,” said Kemp with a chuckle. ‘Good girl.’

She turned to face him and was astonished to see a broad
smile plastered over his face. She hadn’t seen her father look
so happy in years. What could the men in the room have done
to effect such an unlikely transformation?

Kemp patted her fondly on the head and turned away.
‘Now then, we have an inn to run do we not?’ he cried
happily, and set off down the corridor.

Frances frowned and cast another curious glance at the
closed door opposite.

Lamps were lit the length of the Commons chamber, the sound
of their flickering flames combining to produce a faint



whispering sound, as though the debating chamber beyond
were still full of honourable members.

This place, set off the main room, was a brown, heavily
panelled area, so stained with age that the whole atmosphere
seemed affected by it. A sepia tinge hung over the assembled
men, giving their concentrated faces a pallor like tobacco
stain.

Around the table, like knights at a solemn Camelot, sat a
fair proportion of the members of Parliament not recently
expelled by Colonel Pride.

The soldier himself and Lord Grey of Groby were there,
along with the others of like mind, determined to press for the
King’s head. The Presbyterians had been purged, as had John
Lilburne and his troublesome Levellers. Now this ‘Rump’
remained, and the Rump would see justice was done,
Cromwell was sure of it.

The general sat at the head of the table, Thurloe by his
side, fiddling with his none-too-clean collar and scanning an
impressive document spread out before him.

Something about the portentously elaborate style of the
writing betrayed its purpose as an instrument of state.
Cromwell read it over in his head several times, before
running a hand through his thinning grey hair.

‘Well, gentlemen?’ he said at last.

Groby held up a gloved hand. ‘By your leave, General, |
think | speak for us all when | ask that the charge be read
aloud.’

Cromwell shifted in his seat, uncomfortable because of the
boil on his buttock, but also because he was almost painfully
aware that he was not only living through a moment of great
historical import, but actually creating it.

There was no joy, however, no triumph in his voice as he
lifted the paper closer to his eyes and began to speak.

‘Charles Stuart,” he began, ‘the now King of England, is
accused of entertaining a wicked design totally to subvert the
ancient and fundamental laws and liberties of this nation, and



in their place to introduce an arbitrary and tyrannical
government.’

Cromwell paused and looked down the length of the table.
To a man, the members sat with heads bowed.

‘And that, besides all other evil ways and means to bring
his design to pass, he hath prosecuted it with fire and sword,
levied and maintained a cruel war in the land.’

Cromwell stopped again, letting the impact of his words
sink in. The room was hushed, save for the sputtering of the
lamp flames.

Then, as though from miles away, the sound of
approaching footsteps became audible. They were coming
from the adjacent corridor and their owner was in something
of a hurry. His boots rang off the stone floor.

Cromwell looked up expectantly as the double doors were
thrown open and Sir Thomas Fairfax stood framed there, his
arms spread wide.

‘So this is where it is done, Oliver?’ he spat. ‘In the
shadows, like knaves?’

Cromwell didn’t react at first. His heavy, warty face
remained impassive and then, with a sniff, he looked at Fairfax
with something like pity.

‘I can think of few places more public than this chamber,’
he said quietly. “With Parliament close by.’

Fairfax shot a look at Colonel Pride and laughed
derisively. ‘Aye, what’s left of it.”

Cromwell looked at the floor and then glanced at Thurloe,
who indicated, with a small movement of his hand, that it was
perhaps wise for the other members to leave.

When Cromwell and Fairfax were alone, they stood in
brooding, angry silence. Then Cromwell dragged the charge
sheet across the table and thrust it under Fairfax’s nose.

“You would object to what this document says?’

Fairfax shook his head. ‘It is true. | know it.’

Cromwell’s blue eyes blazed with righteous ire. “Then
what ails you?’



The commander sighed. ‘It is all true. But we have gone
too far, Oliver. We cannot... we must not kill our King.’

Cromwell rolled the document up and held it in his hand
like a dagger. “‘We gave him every chance, Thomas, every
chance. He chose to repay our trust with the basest treachery.’

Fairfax looked pleadingly into Cromwell’s face. ‘But there
must still be another way -’

“There is no other way,” said Cromwell in a dangerous
whisper. ‘If we let him slip again, our cause is finished,
Thomas. We might as well call ourselves serfs and have done
with it. We must cut out this poison at its source.’

Fairfax shook his head. ‘And have history condemn us as
regicides?” Cromwell turned away. ‘I have no care for history.
I am concerned with the present.’

Fairfax looked at his old friend, the soldier alongside
whom he had fought so long and so bravely. He let out a long
sigh that was more like the last breath of a dying man. ‘Then
you must face the consequences alone, my friend. | shall have
none of it.”

He turned smartly and went out of the room without
looking back.

Evening came fast and, as the Teazer approached the winking
lights of Amsterdam, Ben shivered. Ahead, he could just make
out a rather splendid skyline of tall public buildings, churches,
and, inevitably, windmills.

Ashdown and the other men were busy making fast the
sails as the ship lurched into the harbour, the black water
slopping like oil around her hull.

Aware that to tarry would attract attention, Ben set to
work, doing his best not to eavesdrop as Captain Stanislaus
and Godley emerged from their cabins.

The passenger straightened his clothes and donned a
broad, black, feathered hat as the captain approached him.

‘We are safe,” murmured Godley.

The Captain smiled, his teeth glinting in the glow of the



lamps. “‘Unlike some | could mention,” he said quietly.

Godley’s monkey chose that moment to leap from the
cabin and land on his master’s shoulder, making both men turn
and become aware that Ben was leaning just a little too close
to them.

Godley caught sight of him, frowned, and jerked his head
rapidly upward as a sign to Stanislaus. Ben was immediately
grabbed by the scruff of the neck.

‘What is this?” hissed the captain. ‘Do we have an spy
aboard, Master Ashdown?’

Ashdown hurried across the deck, flapping his arms
placatingly.

‘Oh, no, no, Captain,” he cried. “This is the new lad, sir,
the new lad. He’s just getting to know the ropes. Expect he’s
curious about what you and the gentlemen are doing here.’

Stanislaus gave Ashdown a dark look. ‘I should not worry
about that, sir. This gentleman’s business is no concern of
yours. You content yourself with the workings of this ship, is
that clear?’

Ashdown and Ben nodded silently.

Stanislaus let Ben go and smoothed down his cravat. ‘Or
else you’ll all get to know the ropes. Intimately.’

He glared at his crew and set a free rope that hung from
the sail swinging, leaving no doubt as to his threat.

The rope cast a snaking shadow over the men as Godley
and Stanislaus made their way down the creaking gangplank
and on to the shore.

There were already sounds of uproar and general
merriment coming from the port and, after a moment’s silence
to make sure the captain and his passenger had gone,
Ashdown gave Ben a friendly pat on the arm.

‘We were lucky there, Ben,” he said. ‘The captain’s got a
terrible temper on him. I’ve known him flog the skin off a man
for less.”

Ben peered after the retreating Stanislaus and Godley.
‘Wonder why he didn’t. And who’s that bloke?’



Ashdown smote his forehead. ‘Will you not listen, man?
The captain has told us not to pry and we must not. Now, what
say we finish our work and then spend a few hours on shore,
eh?’

But Ben was far more interested in what he had heard.
“They said something about a package...’

Ashdown began to lead Ben by the elbow. ‘I know a girl
with hair like spun gold,” he said lyrically. *‘And lips like a
rosebud...’

Ben laughed. “All right, mate. You’ve convinced me.
Come on.’

They went back to their work and for another hour or so
laboured at readying the ship for sail.

Finally, bone-weary but anxious for distraction, the crew
of the Teazer slipped ashore into the cold Amsterdam night.

The King was dreaming of faraway days at Hampton Court
when a sound outside his door made him stir. He opened his
heavy lids and blinked up at the ceiling, his ears pricked.

But all was silent, save for the sound of his own breath and
the ticking sound of saliva on his parted lips as he opened his
mouth.

He sat up in the darkness and listened attentively.

The room was black except for the tiny oil flame that
burned by his bed and a sliver of light from the corridor
beyond that seemed to bob and weave, throwing strange
shadows into the room, as though someone with a candle were
hovering indecisively outside.

Charles pulled back the bedclothes as quietly as he could
and stole across the room in his bare feet. He crouched down
and tried to make out any sound in the corridor beyond, but he
heard nothing.

The light under the door moved again and then
diminished.

Charles waited a moment or two, fiddling with the coils of
his long hair, and then crept back towards the bed.



He found a wax taper, which he lit from the flame close
by. Then, after lighting a candle, he went back to the door.

There was a square of folded paper lying on the elegant
rug. Carefully, Charles stooped and picked it up. He walked
back to the bed and sat down on the counterpane.

Holding the candle in one slightly shaky hand, he unfolded
the paper and peered at the message it contained.

A short time later, an unaccustomed smile found its way
on to his grave features. He paused, lost in thought, tapping
the paper against his chin, then he let the candle flame catch at
its edge.

Soon the paper was alight and he dropped it carefully to
the floor and watched it burn, the red-orange flames licking
satisfyingly at the parchment, then curling it up into a black
ball.

Charles slid back into bed, pulled the blankets over
himself and extinguished the candle with his fingers.

It was, Ben decided, only fair that he allow himself a little
relaxation. The past couple of days had been trying, to say the
least, and, as he knew there was no opportunity of returning to
England until the morning, he decided to enjoy himself.

Ashdown led him through the streets of Amsterdam,
talking nineteen to the dozen about the strange and wonderful
sights that awaited them.

“Your Dutch, you see, are a queer breed,” he expounded,
gesticulating as he walked. ‘They’re prone to drunkenness
’cause of them having to live among all the stinking vapours
and chills of these here bogs.’

Ben laughed. ‘Is that what it is? | thought they just knew
how to have a good time.’

Ashdown cackled merrily. ‘That they do, Ben, that they
do. I know a place where they have a great tun, a barrel that
you can sit in! Aye, with thirty-odd of your fellows and they
keep the ale coming from dawn to dusk!”

Ben didn’t reply. He was too caught up in the very real



beauty of the city, which was different again from the narrow,
cramped streets of old London.

They walked through streets that still bustled, despite the
lateness of the hour. The houses seemed new, almost freshly
minted, and imposingly tall. Some were three or four storeys
high and topped with the familiar Dutch gable. Surrounding
them were shops of every description, their entrances clustered
with fine porcelain, silks, and linen. Fat cheeses and churns of
buttery milk were set out on the pavement, like bait to entrap
the salivating visitor.

Ben found himself smiling. It was just like the sensation
he had visiting any new port with his own ship, full of new
sights and smells and an exciting expectation of what might be
to come.

They had entered a vast, open space which was bordered
at two sides by rows of elegant houses and trees. In the centre
stood a