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Letter to the Reader

History has always fascinated me. I see my stories as a time machine. I want to intrigue you with a murderous mystery and a tangled plot, but I also want you to experience what it was like to slip along the shadow-thronged alleyways of medieval London; to enter a soaringly majestic cathedral but then walk out and glimpse the gruesome execution scaffolds rising high on the other side of the square. In my novels you will sit in the oaken stalls of a gothic abbey and hear the glorious psalms of plain chant even as you glimpse white, sinister gargoyle faces peering out at you from deep cowls and hoods. Or there again, you may ride out in a chariot as it thunders across the Redlands of Ancient Egypt or leave the sunlight and golden warmth of the Nile as you enter the marble coldness of a pyramid’s deadly maze. Smells and sounds, sights and spectacles will be conjured up to catch your imagination and so create times and places now long gone. You will march to Jerusalem with the first Crusaders or enter the Colosseum of Rome, where the sand sparkles like gold and the crowds bay for the blood of some gladiator. Of course, if you wish, you can always return to the lush dark greenness of medieval England and take your seat in some tavern along the ancient moon-washed road to Canterbury and listen to some ghostly tale which chills the heart . . . my books will take you there then safely bring you back!

The periods that have piqued my interest and about which I have written are many and varied. I hope you enjoy the read and would love to hear your thoughts – I always appreciate any feedback from readers. Visit my publisher’s website here: www.headline.co.uk and find out more. You may also visit my website: www.paulcdoherty.com or email me on: paulcdoherty@gmail.com
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Paul Doherty is one of the most prolific, and lauded, authors of historical mysteries in the world today. His expertise in all areas of history is illustrated in the many series that he writes about, from the Mathilde of Westminster series, set at the court of Edward II, to the Amerotke series, set in Ancient Egypt. Amongst his most memorable creations are Hugh Corbett, Brother Athelstan and Roger Shallot.

Paul Doherty was born in Middlesbrough. He studied history at Liverpool and Oxford Universities and obtained a doctorate at Oxford for his thesis on Edward II and Queen Isabella. He is now headmaster of a school in north-east London and lives with his wife and family near Epping Forest.
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Praise for Paul Doherty

‘Teems with colour, energy and spills’ Time Out

‘Paul Doherty has a lively sense of history . . . evocative and lyrical descriptions’ New Statesman

‘Extensive and penetrating research coupled with a strong plot and bold characterisation. Loads of adventure and a dazzling evocation of the past’ Herald Sun, Melbourne

‘An opulent banquet to satisfy the most murderous appetite’ Northern Echo

‘As well as penning an exciting plot with vivid characters, Doherty excels at bringing the medieval period to life, with his detailed descriptions giving the reader a strong sense of place and time’ South Wales Argus


About the Book

A missing prince may provide the answers - can he be found?



The Prince Lost to Time is Paul Doherty's second novel to feature Nicholas Segalla – a shadowy scholar travelling through time to solve the past's greatest mysteries.




As the flames of revolution spread through France, they engulf the royal family, whose fairy-tale life in the magnificent palace of Versailles is shattered during the violent and bloody Reign of Terror. First to face the executioner is King Louis XVI, followed nine months later by his beautiful queen, the passionate Marie Antoinette.

 Several months before her death her young son and heir, Louis Charles, is torn from her arms, disappearing into the annals of history for ever. Although many presume him dead, legends spring up about the boy who would be king – did he die? If not, what happened to him? 

To keep his promise to the doomed queen, Segalla must brave treachery to unlock the answer.


To Dr. Jim Grainger,

Education Officer, London Borough of Redbridge,

in memory of the times we have spent!


Historical Note

[image: image]

On 14 July 1789, the Bastille fortress in Paris was stormed and the French Revolution began. Within six years, King Louis XVI and his queen Marie-Antoinette, together with their surviving heir, the Dauphin Louis Charles, had been swept brutally from the political scene. France became a republic whilst Louis XVI’s brothers, the Comte de Provence and the Comte d’Artois, could do nothing except fret in exile.

Nevertheless, those who start revolutions rarely finish them. The radicals, led by Robespierre, Danton and others, fought amongst themselves before falling from power. They were removed by the corrupt and mercenary Barras who, with four others, formed a new government called the Directory. They, in turn, relied too heavily upon the services of a young Corsican general, Bonaparte, who in 1799 swept them from power, becoming dictator and then Emperor of France. In 1814 Napoléon was forced to abdicate though he returned for one last, desperate throw which ended in failure at the Battle of Waterloo in June 1815.

The great powers assembled – Tsar Alexander of Russia; Lord Liverpool, Prime Minister of England – to decide on France’s fate. The crown of Louis XVI was offered to his brother the Comte de Provence. Yet the allies also paid heed to the whispers that the Dauphin, the son of Marie-Antoinette and Louis XVI, may not have died in the Temple on 8 June 1795 . . .


Prologue
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Ann Dukthas sat outside the small café in the Rue de la Corbière; in the distance she could hear the noise and incessant car horns of the early Parisian traffic along the Champs Élysées. She sipped from her cup and congratulated herself on the previous week’s holiday in the city; all expenses paid by the mysterious Segalla.

“I could grow accustomed to this,” she murmured to herself.

She sat back in the chair, revelling in the rich smells of apple blossom, freshly brewed coffee and the smoke of Gauloise cigarettes. Next to her, a group of office workers just off the metro were now breakfasting on large bowls of coffee, bread, butter and jam. She bit into the newly baked croissant she had bought and gazed down at the guidebook next to her plate. Ann had enjoyed the week, though now she felt lonely and rather homesick for Ireland.

As always, Dr. Segalla had been rather mysterious. She had flown from Dublin to Paris, stayed at a small hotel overlooking the Bois de Boulogne, and spent most of her time being taken round Paris by a tour company which specialised in the history of the city, particularly the era of the French Revolution. To begin with, Ann’s knowledge of that period had been minimal. Indeed, most of it was gleaned from the novels of Baroness Orczy, but as the days passed, she had become more and more fascinated by those few violent years which had shattered the mould of European politics. Ann had visited Versailles where the women had marched to bring Louis XVI and his family back to Paris; the Place de la République where the guillotine had stood; the Conciergerie where the September massacres had taken place; and the ancient site of the Temple prison in which Louis XVI had spent his final days.

Ann sipped from her coffee, grimacing at its bitterness. She felt a tingle of excitement in her stomach. Such a trip could only mean that the enigmatic Segalla, the man who claimed he had been alive for centuries, was, once again, about to reveal his secret past.

Ann nodded at the waiter, who quickly refilled her cup. She sat playing with the spoon. “I can’t tell anyone,” she whispered. Ann glanced up as a rather noisy Citroen, packed with students, hurtled by. Who in Paris or London, she wondered, would believe that she had met a man who claimed to be alive when Harold was killed at Hastings? Who had witnessed the rise and fall of the great, the good and the bad? Who had involved himself in some of the bloody affrays of Western Europe? A man who, by his own confession, had met Mary Queen of Scots, Elizabeth of England, Catherine de Medici, Napoléon, Robespierre? She sipped at her coffee. Segalla had given her sufficient proof of his claims whilst she had done her own research. Time and again, the letters and diaries of different people, at varying times and places, all mentioned a man who slipped like a shadow across the stage of history. A man who could be traced in records separated by centuries. Hadn’t Napoléon III set up a commission here in Paris during the 1860s to investigate such a person? Yet its records had all been destroyed in a mysterious fire. Whilst the American secret service, in the months preceding the outbreak of World War II, had organized a manhunt across the states for this enigmatic character? Ann had long accepted that Segalla was neither a fool nor a charlatan. Now, she wondered why he had brought her here to Paris.

“Bonjour, mademoiselle.”

Ann, startled, stared over her shoulder.

“I am sorry,” Segalla murmured, taking the chair next to her. “I did not mean to surprise you.”

He snapped his fingers and called out for more coffee. The waiter asked if he wanted anything to eat. Segalla shook his head. “Too early.” He smiled at Ann. “For when in France, do what the French do. And they are, surely, people of the night?”

He extended his hand and Ann shook it. Segalla looked no different from the time they’d last met, some six months earlier in a London pub. He was dressed more simply yet just as elegantly in a dark blue jacket, trousers of the same colour and polished black shoes. His open-necked shirt was silk, a Celtic cross hung on a golden chain round his neck. Ann quickly guessed it must be of medieval origin and worth more than she earned in a year. In his turn Segalla stared, smiling at her, then he leaned forward.

“What are you thinking, Ann?” he teased. “Are you looking for some ancient spell or talisman?”

Ann blushed with embarrassment and looked away. Suddenly she felt rather plain in her simple, cotton dress and flat-heeled shoes. Did Segalla have girlfriends? she wondered. What did he do with his time?

“I have been abroad,” he declared, taking the cup off the waiter and sipping it carefully. “Two months in Russia.” He smiled over the rim of the cup. “We live in interesting times, Ann.”

“And how long have you been in Paris?”

“Twenty-four hours. I followed you last night as you walked along the Quai d’Orsai.” He held his hand up. “Ann, I’m sorry, but I have to be sure of you.”

Ann pulled a face and drank from her own cup.

“You enjoyed your own trip?” he asked. “The hotel is comfortable? And the tour interesting?”

“Yes, yes,” Ann replied quickly. “Though rather lonely. I am a little homesick for Ireland.”

Segalla picked up the small briefcase he had been carrying. He unlocked the clasps and placed a manila folder into Ann’s lap.

“This is the reason for your coming,” he said quietly. He stared down the street. “It wasn’t always like this,” he murmured. “Paris in springtime. I was in this city long before Baron Haussmann built his broad boulevards and tree-lined avenues.” He sipped at his coffee. “I have been to the salons,” he said softly, “to the opera house; I have danced to the tinkling tunes of Offenbach. I have also seen Paris barricaded, black smoke hanging like a coverlet above the city whilst the blood bubbled along the cobbles like wine from the press.”

Ann lifted the folder. “And this?” she asked.

“A story of treachery, Ann. Of violent, bloody murders. Of innocence exploited and the doings of cruel men.”

Segalla’s face had paled and the anger blazed in his eyes.

“How can you feel,” she asked, “so angry about events which happened so long ago?”

“The past is never behind us, Ann.” Segalla leaned over and touched her gently on the forehead. “In the dark places in all our souls, the junkroom of our memories, evil is still evil whether it was perpetrated yesterday or a thousand years ago. Like the stars, the effect of explosions millions of years ago, evil can still make its presence felt across the centuries.” He got to his feet. “But, come, let us walk the boulevards; then, this afternoon, go back to your hotel and read this part of my soul.”
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