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Praise for
WINTER
IN
MADRID
‘Sansom’s action-packed thriller is a classic tale of old loyalties pitched against new ideologies. Its portrait of murderous corruption, ranging from the Monarchists and Falangists in the government to the diplomats at the British Embassy, shows Franco’s Madrid to have been even murkier than Harry Lime’s Vienna.’

Daily Mail


‘Part thriller, part romance, and part historical drama.… Post-civil war Madrid is finely and minutely observed, giving the entire novel a remarkable sense of place.… Together with the book’s intricate and tightly structured plotting, Sansom spins the reader through to its bloody conclusion.… A wellcrafted and entertaining piece of fiction.’

Sunday Express


‘The reality of Madrid of 1940 is recreated in authentic and believable detail.…
Winter in Madrid
is a remarkable achievement.’

The Times Literary Supplement


‘
Winter in Madrid
shares with [his other novels] the author’s enviable ability to land his readers in an alien world, yet make them feel entirely at home.… In Sansom’s capable hands, story, characters and that indefinable spirit of place meld and twist into a narrative that grips the reader … weaving together hard facts with romantic fiction – his bleak winter thriller chills to the bone.’

Literary Review


‘C. J. Sansom has earned a genre-transcending reputation with his first two novels, the 16th-century crime thrillers,
Dissolution
and
Dark Fire … Winter in Madrid
is a departure.… There are shades of Julian Mitchell’s
Another Country
in the portrayal of public-school ideological rebellion, and throughout Sansom offers an intriguing and equivocal vision of a country in ideological turmoil.’

Sunday Telegraph


‘Winter in Madrid
may surprise fans of Sansom’s usual medieval crime novels.… If post–civil war Madrid isn’t natural territory for Sansom, you wouldn’t know it – the sorry state of the city is evoked in all its blood, dust and melancholy, while the story itself never becomes bogged down in polemic.… The climax is tremendously exciting and skilfully played out, and the characters … are so convincing that it’s tempting to cast the actors who will play them in the inevitable big-screen adaptation.’

Time Out


‘A compelling tale of game-playing, memories and the impact of impossible choices. If you like Sebastian Faulks and Carlos Ruiz Zafón, you’ll love this.’

Daily Express


‘Sansom adroitly draws the disparate strands of his ambitious saga together.… There are touches of Graham Greene; Hemingway’s here too.… But Sansom transfigures his sources into a moral universe very much his own. The sexual and moral equivocation is handled with cool assurance.’

The Independent
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To the memory of

the thousands of children of Republican parents
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Prologue
The Jarama Valley, Spain, February
1937
B
ERNIE HAD LAIN
at the foot of the knoll for hours, half conscious.

The British Battalion had been brought up to the front two days before, rattling across the bare Castilian plain in an ancient locomotive; they had marched by night to the front line. The Battalion had a few older men, veterans of the Great War, but most of the soldiers were working-class boys without even the Officer Training Corps experience that Bernie and the smattering of other public-school men possessed. Even here in their own war the working class stood at a disadvantage.

The Republic had held a strong position, on top of a hill that sloped down steeply to the Jarama river valley, dotted with little knolls and planted with olive trees. In the far distance the grey smudge of Madrid was visible, the city that had withstood the Fascists since the generals’ uprising last summer. Madrid, where Barbara was.

Franco’s army had already crossed the river. There were Moroccan colonial troops down there, experts at using every fold in the ground as cover. The Battalion was ordered into position to defend the hill. Their rifles were old, there was a shortage of ammunition and many did not fire properly. They had been issued with French steel helmets from the Great War that the old soldiers said weren’t bullet-proof.

Despite the Battalion’s ragged fire, the Moors slipped gradually up the hill as the morning advanced, hundreds of silent deadly bundles in their grey ponchos, appearing and disappearing again among the olive trees, coming ever closer. Shelling from the Fascist positions began, the yellow earth around the Battalion positions exploding in huge fountains to the terror of the raw troops. Then in the
afternoon the order to retreat came. Everything turned to chaos. As they ran, Bernie saw the ground between the olive trees was strewn with books the soldiers had thrown from their packs to lighten them – poetry and Marxist primers and pornography from the Madrid street markets.

That night the Battalion survivors crouched exhausted in an old sunken road on the
meseta
. There was no news of how the battle had gone elsewhere along the line. Bernie slept from sheer exhaustion.

In the morning the Russian staff commander ordered the remnants of the Battalion to advance again. Bernie saw Captain Wintringham arguing with him, their heads outlined against a cold sky turning from purple-pink to blue as the sun rose. The Battalion was exhausted, outnumbered; the Moors were dug in now and had brought up machine guns. But the Russian was adamant, his face set.

The men were ordered to line up, huddling against the lip of the sunken road. The Fascists had begun firing again with the dawn and the noise was already tremendous, loud rifle cracks and the stutter of the machine guns. Standing waiting for the order to go over, Bernie was too tired to think. The phrase ‘fucking done for, fucking done for’ went round and round in his head, like a metronome. Many of the men were too exhausted to do anything but stare blindly ahead; others shook with fear.

Wintringham led the charge himself and went down almost at once with a bullet to the leg. Bernie winced and jerked as bullets cracked around him, watching the men he had trained with collapse with howls or sad little sighs as they were hit. A hundred yards out the desperate urge to fall and hug the ground became too strong and Bernie threw himself behind the shelter of a thick old olive tree.

He lay against the gnarled trunk for a long time, bullets whining and cracking around him, looking at the bodies of his comrades, blood turning the pale earth black as it soaked in. He twisted his body, trying to burrow as deep as he could into the ground.

Late in the morning the firing ceased, though Bernie could hear it continuing further up the line. To his right he saw a high, steep knoll covered with scrubby grass. He decided to make a dash for it. He got up and ran, crouched over almost double, and had almost reached cover when there was a crack and he felt a stinging blow in
his right thigh. He spun over and hit the earth. He could feel blood trickling down his trousers but dared not look round. Using his elbows and his good leg he crawled frantically towards the shelter of the knoll, his old arm injury sending pain lancing into his shoulder. Another bullet made earth spit up around him but he made it to the knoll. He threw himself into the lee of the little hill and passed out.

W
HEN HE CAME
to it was afternoon; he was lying in a long shadow and the warmth of the day was receding. He had fallen against the incline of the hill and could see only a few feet of earth and stones ahead of him. He was conscious of a raging thirst. Everything was quiet and still; he could hear a bird singing in one of the olive trees but also a murmur of distant voices somewhere. They were talking Spanish so it must be the Fascists, unless the Spanish troops further north had made a breakthrough, which he couldn’t believe after what had happened to his section. He lay still, his head cushioned in the dusty earth, conscious that his right leg was numb.

He drifted in and out of consciousness; still he could hear the murmuring voices, ahead and to the left somewhere. Some time later he woke properly, his head suddenly clear, his thirst agonizing. There was no sound of voices now, just the bird singing; surely not the same one.
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