
        
            [image: cover]
        



    
        
          The King of Britain's Head

        

        
        
          A Jake Savage Adventure, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mark Lord

        

        
          Published by Alt Hist Press, 2014.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE KING OF BRITAIN'S HEAD

    

    
      First edition. June 26, 2014.

      Copyright © 2014 Mark Lord.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1310158155

    

    
    
      Written by Mark Lord.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


The King of Britain’s
Head

 


A Sotil and Savage Mystery

 


Mark Lord

 


SMASHWORDS
EDITION

* * * * *

PUBLISHED
BY:

Mark Lord on
Smashwords

 


Published by
Alt Hist Press

http://www.althistpress.co.uk

© Mark Lord
2014

http://marklord.info

All rights
reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved
above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or
introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or
by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or
otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the
copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work
of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents
are either the product of the author's imagination or are used
fictitiously. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and
trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of
fiction, which have been used without permission. The
publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated
with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

 


Smashwords
Edition License Notes

 


This ebook is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and
did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own
copy. Thank you for respecting the author's work.

 


Contents

 


The King
of Britain’s Head

About the
Author

Other
Books by Mark Lord

 


​The King of Britain’s Head

 


I was sure the demon’s words were quite
clear. So when Jake, my servant rolled his eyes and muttered into
his ale I didn’t hesitate to show my displeasure. “You think our
friend Bifrons is lying? Come Jake have you ever known him to
lie?”

“A demon, one of the devil’s kindred lie?”
said Jake, a sneer on his lips. “No that would be unlikely wouldn’t
it, why ever would he want to do that?”

“You know Bifrons is different. He is like a
sworn brother to us, and no friend of the devil. How could you
think that he would deceive us?”

“We’ll see,” said Jake. He put down his ale
cup and threw on a heavy leather coat. He checked that his belt and
dagger were secured fast to his person and left the room. He
slammed the door to our chambers. Whether with anger I knew not.
The door is old and unreliable and could do with repair and,
although I can speak to demons, I cannot see inside the mind of
man. Nevertheless I certainly felt that his shutting of the door
was done with vehemence, and that his anger was directed against
me.

“Where are you going?” I called from the
window as he made his way down the street. He heard me despite the
lowing of cows as they were herded towards Smithfields.

“To see the Geese of Winchester,” he called
back. One of the cattle-herders slapped him on the back and
grinned.

“What about finding the Welshman?” I shouted
aghast that Jake could be thinking only of buying succour for his
lust at a time of crisis for the crown.

“I know a few Welsh archers that carry
livery for the great lords and when there’s parliament or muster
they’ll be found in the stews of Southwark. I’ll see you anon,
don’t worry I haven’t forgotten your little mystery.”

And with that he was off. Little mystery
indeed! Bifrons had been definite.

“A Welshman has come to London to take the
King of Britain’s Head.”

As clear a threat on the life of good King
Richard as you may ever hear. The very knowledge of it frightened
me. I was a loyal subject of King Richard II, although to write
this now during the time of the Usurper is dangerous (nearly
everything I have ever written has been dangerous, whether my
theory of astrological signs being symbols of the demonic and
angelic spirits, or my list of cases of necromancy committed by
members of the clergy, not influenced by any Lollard sympathy mark
you, but a simple recording of fact that others would rather see
sink like stones into the lake of truth). King Richard’s reign from
its very beginning had been one of fighting against questionable
loyalty, and though many would disagree, I did not think it any
fault of the man himself, but rather the circumstances of his
coming to the throne, his minority overseen by overbearing uncles
and over-mighty subjects, the revolt of the peasants, where his
courage shone forth while older hearts quailed. A year did not go
by when there was not some defiance of his authority, so for the
demon Bifrons to foretell an attack on the King’s person was not
beyond the realm of credibility. But in case you, dear unknown
reader of this secret unpublished page (for how could I publish
such a manuscript while the Usurper and his kin still live), are
the type of sceptic, like my servant Jake, who will not believe a
thing until it is thrown dripping into one’s lap, blood flowing
from where the head once joined the body, I can tell that you will
say “Oh but to predict an attempt on such a king’s life is no great
thing.” Then I would remind you that the demon had been quite
specific in his prophecy. It was a Welshman and he would take the
King of Britain’s head from London. And was not the King himself
not currently residing at his palace of Westminster, there to
oversee the new Parliament? He was. You may check the rolls
yourself for the year 1397. The date was 3rd September, if you are
minded to look.

Jake returned late after
night had fallen. The watch had called curfew on the streets, to be
out at that hour risked a beating, but Jake was not scared of
physical pain. He told me once that no city watchman was half as
threatening as a pack of Gascon routiers pillaging a town. He came
in, shook rain of his leather coat and his thatch of dark hair like
a shaggy dog emerging from a stream to wash itself. I winced as I
saw rain-water splash onto the book I had open. Liber Juratus, a most rare and
precious volume. In it I hoped to find intelligence of how a
necromancer might kill by decapitation at a distance, for I was
sure that was how this Welsh magician with designs on King
Richard’s head meant to commit his foul treason.

Jake sat heavily in a chair, burped, his
breath smelling of onions and cheap wine. He uncorked a jar of ale
and swigged it down in large disgusting gulps. “That cheap shit the
Bishop of Winchester sells in the stews makes a man yearn for a
real drink.”

“And?” I asked as Jake sat there silently
sipping what was left in the jug. He always did this. He had the
annoying habit of never volunteering anything and the more clever
he felt the harder it was to get any news out of him. But a man in
my profession (a profession that has no name yet, I being the only
practitioner) has need of a man like Jake, a man ready to trawl the
gutter for news and to use violence as a means of enquiry. Mea
culpa, mea culpa, yes I admit it, but if Holy Church is content to
use such methods, then who am I to place myself on a higher moral
plane?

“Well,” Jake said. “As I thought. Our good
King Richard has nothing to fear.” I shook my head. How could he
deny Bifrons’ words? “But, we should be at the Tower tomorrow at
dawn. So my plan is to get a few hours sleep, keep the window open
so that bloody cock on Charterhouse Lane wakes us up—it always goes
off an hour before the sun rises and then we’d best ride to the
Tower.”

And with that he went to his small room and
shut the door. Within minutes I could hear him snoring and I had no
more opportunity to ask for further enlightenment.

Half-asleep I was woken the next morning by
Jake, who told me that the cock of Charterhouse Lane had done his
job admirably and woke him a full hour before any of the sun’s rays
beamed through our windows. It was still dark though, so I believe
I must have taken his word for it that it was morning. The streets
of London have changed little in the last twenty years, but there
is something about the character of the people and its institutions
that have, and although I have not visited London since the Usurper
came to power, I hold the conviction based on evidence of the
reports of others that the people of London are less free than they
once were. That morning an hour or so before the sun would rise
above the horizon of tiled, spires and towers that marked the
jagged skyline of the city, the streets were not empty. Men pushed
barrows into position for the morning trade, women put out tables
outside their houses laden with freshly baked pies and newly brewed
ale, ready for the day’s workers to pass by hungry on their way to
employment or to the market. Our route took us down the principle
thoroughfare of West and East Cheap past and along Poultry to the
tower. Nearer the great castle that defended London’s river and
stood like a shining pale stone in the morning light, one could
hear the workshops of the armourers already beating out their
rhythm of work. I had been in a waking dream until then but then,
as if a bride’s veil had been lifted from my eyes, I for the first
time that morning considered where we were going and that I had no
idea why.

“Jake, do we go to warn the constable of the
Tower of the threat to the King’s life? Have you already sent
message to Westminster?”

“No,” said Jake.

“Why ever not? I thought
that you had done so last night. What if at this very moment the
assassin is treading towards Westminster or in its very halls and
chambers?” I was afeared as I am sure any reader knows that the
White Tower of London was over two miles from the manor of Westminster on the far side of the
city.

“There will be nothing to see at Westminster
concerning Bifrons’ prophecy.”

“Nothing to see?” Then I had a thought. “Of
course the King is perhaps to visit his noble prisoners at the
Tower this morning, and you have intelligences that one of these
lord’s confederates, perhaps Lord Monmouth who has lordships in
Wales, and thus would be able to furnish a Welsh killer, will kill
the King even as he comes to grant clemency?”

“Master Sotil,” grinned Jake, and gave me a
slight punch on the arm. “That is it! I could not imagine how we
might gain entry without violence or subterfuge to the Tower, but
now I think that you have put us in the way of a grand
stratagem.”

Needless to say I was baffled by his reply
and told him so.

“If we are to prevent the death of an
innocent man then we need to make sure there is a reason for our
presence in the Tower and also the presence of that innocent
man.”

“The King needs no reason to visit his own
castle.”

“Not the King, the Welshman!”

“The assassin? Why would we want to aid his
entrance to the Tower? You will get us hanged for abetting a
traitor!”

“You need not fear assassins,” said
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Would you trust everyt.
a demon tells you?





