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Part 1, Proem
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The Song Of The Fox: Moonlight Masquerade

In the pale moonlight, I ride over field and plain. In my moonlight masquerade, I go home when the moonlight does wane, I am not afraid. I pretend I am what I am not under the moon's silver glow, I wander around in the night's vivid light, I am just a stranger that no one does know, In my mask, I'm quite a sight, The day comes, and all know and ignore me, I am just seen as a useless poet, Beyond that, no one does see, I am moonlighting; they would be surprised to know it, I roam the night in search of injustice. I fight the crime in my town. I am seen as a beacon of justice My name is of some renown.  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 2, Geste 1
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The Knight Who Would Not Die

The road to Jerusalem shimmered beneath the desert sun, a ribbon of pale sand winding between low, wind-carved hills. Two riders moved along it — the King of England himself, Richard of Anjou, and a single knight who served as his escort. “I fear it may have been folly not to bring a larger retinue, sire,” the knight said, scanning the empty horizon. “The enemy has been sighted in this region.” Richard snorted. “Are you a knight or a coward, Sir Knight?” The man bit back a retort. The king’s confidence bordered on madness, but he held his tongue. Richard was Richard — bold to the point of recklessness. A whisper of wind.  A hiss.  An arrow sliced past the king’s head. They spurred their horses forward. “It’s a trap!” the knight cried. “They were waiting for us!” Four Saracen riders burst from behind a dune, swords flashing in the sun. Steel clashed. Hooves thundered. In the chaos, Richard’s horse reared and bolted, throwing the king to the ground. A Saracen leapt forward, blade raised for the killing stroke. Richard closed his eyes.  Not from fear of death — but from fear of what England would become under his brother John. The blade never fell. The knight had thrown himself between the king and the sword.  The steel struck him instead.  He collapsed, lifeless, at Richard’s feet. “No!” Richard roared, cutting down the attacker in a fury. But grief hit him like a blow. The knight had been right. His arrogance had doomed them both. The king fought on, but exhaustion dragged at his limbs. He knew he would fall next. Then — screams.  Panic.  Saracens stumbling backward, eyes wide with terror. Richard turned. A man was cutting through them with impossible speed — the same knight who had died moments before. “How?” Richard breathed, stunned. The knight paused, blood streaking his torn clothing but no wound visible on his flesh. “I saw you were about to fall,” he said simply. “I could not let you die. Not like this.” Richard stared at him — at the man who had died for him, and risen again. “Whatever you are, you are mine. And I will never betray you.” Strength surged back into the king’s limbs. Together, they finished the last of their attackers. When silence finally settled over the desert, Richard approached him. “Who are you, sir knight?” The man bowed his head.  “Sir Blake de Clare.” His clothes were slashed, soaked with blood — yet his body bore no wound at all. Richard wiped his blade clean and looked at the man who had died for him — and risen again. “I will not ask what happened,” the king said at last. His voice was steady, but his eyes were full of something like reverence. “I will consider it a miracle. But from this day forward, I will stay close to you.” He meant it. From that moment, Blake de Clare rode at Richard’s side — not merely as a knight, but as a companion, an advisor, and the one man the Lionheart trusted without question. In council, Richard listened to him. In battle, Richard watched him. In private, Richard spoke to him as an equal. Blake had never sought such closeness, but he accepted it with quiet loyalty. If his strange gift — or curse — could protect the king, then it had purpose. For a time, the world seemed steady. But miracles do not shield kings forever. One day, far from the glory of crusader fields, Richard met his end not by sword or Saracen steel, but by the most unexpected of weapons — a young man’s bow. A single arrow, loosed from trembling hands, struck the king as he inspected a minor siege. No ambush. No grand battle. Just a moment of carelessness, a quarrel fired by a boy defending his home. Blake reached him too late. Richard, the Lionheart, the king who had never feared blade or beast, died from a wound so small it seemed an insult to his legend. And Blake — who had risen from death itself — could do nothing. The miracle that saved the king once could not save him twice. When Richard died, as Blake knew he would one day, Blake's heart broke. 
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Part 3, Geste 2
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The Suspicion of King John

He knew his brother would not be half as good a king as Richard would ever be. Blake, a near-immortal time traveller who'd been in the past unaging since the Roman era when he was trapped with some others in the past,  Blake originally grew up nearly 1,000 years after that time he was in then, when King Richard was a legendary great king, and John was a legendary villain. Blake knew John as the villain of the legend of Robin Hood; he always thought Robin Hood was real. He discovered he wasn't. As Blake was a friend of Richard, John trusted no one and never trusted Richard. He saw everyone as an enemy. What depressed Blake about that time was that Robin Hood was not real. John, in a fit of paranoia, organises a death trap to kill Blake. He sent his brother's most trusted friend to take the taxes of Nottingham through Sherwood Forest to be robbed and murdered by a paid peasant. Blake was murdered and robbed, and yet he arrived alive at court to apologise that he had been robbed. John knew the peasant had not and would not lie to him, as he had the peasant's family locked up. He knew this man was an anomaly; he feared him; he feared who he was, a member of the powerful de Clare family, who were his cousins in blood, who also descended from the house of Normandy. Who had a lot of political clout, being descended from Rollo, too. Thus, openly trying to dispose of him would cause him more trouble. But what he suspected distressed him more: this man would not stay dead. John ordered to see Phillip Marc, his henchman and the Sheriff of Nottingham. Who came promptly? They plan to have him watched and ruined. Marc warned the king that he was a de Clare, so it would be hard to John cursed his de Clare blood. 
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Part 4, Geste 3
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The Troubadour’s Mask

John watches the singing of Blake, who sings of Rollo the de Clare and the Plantagenet ancestor, with suspicion. In the court's language, Anglo-Norman.  "Jeo sui Rollo, Duc de Normandie, pere d’une race de reis e de lur gent. Wiking sui, en ombre e en clarte, e jeo governe ma gent.  Mes enfanz irront par le mund, chevaucheront les mers, les vents. Wikings fuimes, Normanz devenimes, e nostre voie ne change nient.  Jeo sui Rollo, Duc de Normandie, pere d’une race de reis e de lur gent. Mes enfanz irront par le mund.  En peis ou guerre, nostre coer est le mesme, fort cum la mer, fier cum le vent.  Jeo sui un Wiking crestien, Robert me clament pur mon parrein, le rei des Francs, ki me tint en fei. E mes enfanz irront par le mund.  Jeo sui Rollo, Duc de Normandie, pere d’une race de reis e de lur gent. Mes enfanz irront par le mund." Blake sang as he played a lute. when he finally finished singing. Lady Angela Blake's cousin and wife praised Blake's singing.  Blake sang as he played a lute. When he finally finished singing. Lady Angela Blake's cousin and wife praised Blake's singing.  While John talked to Phillip Marc, the Sheriff of Nottingham, about his suspicions. He suspects Blake is some sort of demon and curses him for being of royal Norman blood. John took the song as a veiled threat to him; it wasn't, it was just a chanson
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