
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


The King Who Had No War

& Posh Kutar

L Lee Devocelle


 


Also By L Lee Devocelle

Moon Shine


 


The King Who Had No War & Posh Kutar

a Future World Book©

Copyright © 2018 by L. Lee Devocelle

Smashwords Edition

Visit the Author at:

www.smashwords.com/profile/view/Explorers21

All rights reserved. No part of this book
may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever including
Internet usage, without written permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. The names,
characters, places or events used in this book are the product of
the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to
actual people, alive or deceased, events or locales is completely
coincidental.

If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase a copy for each recipient. If you
are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of the author.

Book design by Maureen Cutajar

www.gopublished.com


 


Dedicated to all who seek peace.


 



Acknowledgements

To my four children: Michael, Jeremy, Aaron
and Amy, to Barb, Celeste, Eileen, Nancy and James, and to all the
others who supported me every step of the way, thank you!

To Smashwords and Maureen Cutajar a special
word of gratitude. The former, for providing both the platform and
pathway to publish, and the latter, for lending her skill and
enthusiasm to bring a long-cherished dream to life.


 


Contents

Acknowledgements

King William

The House of Thebault

Posh
Kutar

The
Herald

A
Curse

The Weesome Peoples

Hope

An
Assignment

Eight Words

Catherine

An Odd Proposal

Longbowe

All
Is Not As It Seems

An Enemy Within

A
Matter of Life and Death

Healing
and Acceptance

A Royal
Undertaking

Old
Places and Old Wounds

A
Messenger

Encounter

Reflections

Shifting Winds

A
Reply

Hosea
Tobias

A King
is . . .

Perhaps With Time

Friendship and Forgiveness

The King of Peace

Coming Summer 2018 . . . The Salt People©

About Future World Books


 



King William

The King stared down the long length of
Oriental carpet. Everything about the royal palace was subdued. The
servants with their padded shoes made barely a sound. The King’s
children were off at school. Or were they off on vacation? His
Majesty couldn’t remember. No matter, he had neither seen nor heard
from them in weeks. Even the King’s wife, Queen Catherine, had gone
unusually quiet.

The King knew why, of course. He had known
for some time. He had just not wanted to pay too much attention to
it—the “It” being the dreaded silence. The lack of enthusiasm. The
boredom that follows when one has nothing meaningful left to
do.

Closing his eyes tightly, the King pretended
to be asleep—an action which produced only a dull ache in the
center of his forehead. As an alternative, he set his mind to
wander, as it often did, to the fateful day of his father’s death.
He had been 15 years old at the time. “A mere child,” his mother
had remarked, “and much too young to rule such a vast and important
empire.”

For his part, however, the young prince had
not felt so young that day, a day for which his father had prepared
him ever since he had been old enough to understand that he was
different from all the rest of the people in his castle and in his
Kingdom. A Kingdom that had been hard fought for and shrewdly ruled
for as long as anyone could otherwise remember.

On the particular day our story
begins, however, the once glorious Kingdom has shrunk in both size
and importance, not through lack of effort on his Majesty’s part,
but because of some diabolical plan for which he had neither
solution, nor of late, the energy to thwart.

Who could have foreseen such catastrophic
events that cold winter day when the crown was placed upon his
head? “No one,” he responded morbidly. Except perhaps Posh Kutar,
the secretive old hag who lived in a drafty hovel where sealand and
hillfarms met and divided the land in two.

But the King had little knowledge of Posh
Kutar on his coronation day, for his scholarly advisors and their
contrary motives had deftly conspired to keep the two apart. Had he
known her, really known her, perhaps he would have sought her out,
requested that she appear before him.

“Pay no heed to tittle-tattle,” he had been
warned time and again. “The woman’s off in the head. No one takes
her seriously, especially not a King. You would most certainly be
called a fool—and no one wants a fool for a king.”

Being young and grief-stricken, the King
listened to his attendants and ignored the nagging whispers of his
heart. Besides, the few stories of Posh Kutar that made their way
to his throneroom arrived on the heels of laughter and mockery. To
everyone who was anyone, Posh Kutar was a wrinkled old spinster
with a silly mind and strange beliefs.

And so the King dismissed Posh Kutar as just
another poor unfortunate and got on with the business of the
monarchy. To his mother’s great relief he took to the throne like
an eagle takes to the thermal. HIs Kingdom prospered and grew,
while his treasury fairly bulged at its seams. In time, the young
King took a bride, Catherine Marie, from the Southern Kingdom of
Arlay. As was the custom, with his new bride came horses and jewels
and a strong ally against his enemies to the east and west.

Near miraculous good fortune followed the
young sovereign into battle and into the hearts of men. In time,
all who met him came to admire his intellect, his firm hand, and
his cunning and courage in combat. In every war fought, it was he
who led his armies into the fray. Five times he was wounded. Twice
he nearly died and Catherine was summoned to his side. But always,
at the last moment, his intrepid will pulled him from the jaws of
death and he arose to fight anew.

Likewise, as often follows upon such heroics,
a great, larger-than-life legend took form. It said that the King
of the Central Kingdom was invincible. That he would live
forever.

Enshrined in such flattery and heralded as
“immortal” wherever he went, the King came to believe himself
superior to other men, even other Kings. The continual shower of
accolades also reinforced a growing conviction that he was singly
blessed. One apart from all the rest.

And yet, of all the roles the King was called
to play, it was the Warrior King that most inspired his soul; and
from the moment of his first triumphal battle, he came to look upon
his other duties as tedious and most unworthy of one such as he.
Only on the field of battle did he feel fully alive.

It was, in fact, during one such conflict
that he heard in passing of the death of Posh Kutar. And though the
news troubled him more than he could explain, he was of no
inclination to ask why. To avoid snide remarks from his attendants,
he kept the puzzle to himself, where, unbeknownst to his Majesty,
it settled patiently in the back of his mind until the time was
right for it to reassert itself.

The war in which he was then immersed
involved the Weesome peoples. An indigenous tribe of farmers, and
sometimes-nomads, who had settled in this ancient land long before
anyone ever murmured the words “King” or “Kingdom”.

The war had begun, as all wars begin, because
somebody wanted what another was unwilling to give. Simply put, the
King had requested homage and monetary tribute. The Weesome peoples
had refused. Not once, but many times in succession. The King, ever
in need of riches and land, coveted the Weesome peoples’ bountiful
farmland, and, of even greater worth, a glittering ore called
“gold”.

Finally, his patience worn thin, the King
decided he had no choice but to go to war. The result of which
turned out to be long and bloody, with erratic losses and gains on
both sides.

By the time of Posh Kutar’s passing this most
troubling of conflicts had consumed thousands of lives and
destroyed hundreds of acres of rich farmland and domestic
livestock. In manner and outcome the war was unlike any the King
had ever known, with victory slipping through his fingers so many
times that he came to believe a mythical force had set upon
destroying both him and his Kingdom forever.

No matter how many soldiers he assembled, no
matter how many archers, cavalry, and flame-throwers at the ready,
the war droned on and on until the land he coveted was a cinder
patch and the homes of the Weesome peoples, rubble.

Even then his adversary would not surrender,
and in one last desperate effort to save what remained of their
tribe, they sent the women and children and elderly into a vast
network of hill caves that only they knew the intricacies of. To
make matters worse, the King’s armies were near mutiny, his once
rich treasury drained, and his allies long since departed to go on
to other, more promising ventures.

With the constant portent of defeat looming
over him, the King’s legend slowly fell into disfavor. Whereupon
the talebearers, always close on the heels of defeat, suffered no
qualms of conscience to bear the kingly misfortunes far and wide.
For what tastier morsel is there than that of the high and mighty’s
fall from grace?

And then, amidst all the chaos, the strangest
thing of all happened. On the King’s thirty-fifth birthday the war
stopped! Came to a complete standstill!

Each army set down its weapons and their
standard bearers planted their flags where they stood. And they
stand there still, in an attitude of utter silence and
astonishment.

On that inexplicable day as well, a great and
abiding silence clasped itself about the land; and that stony
silence remains undaunted—a quietness far “louder” than all the
battle cries and clashes of metal and sword that ever befell any
warrior on the field of battle. Even the people who pass through
this warless land have taken to whispering. As if they were
treading on sacred ground.


 


 The House of
Thebault

The King leaned lazily against a large,
arched window overlooking that part of his Kingdom which still
could be claimed as his own. He stroked his neatly-bearded chin and
felt for his Kingly sword. But of course—how foolish he was! There
were no weapons in his Kingdom any longer. No weapons, no warriors,
no generals and no medals for bravery in battle.

Every generation of Kings from the House of
Thebault had gone to war. From such battles their glorious
histories were written and legacies born. An unshakable birthright
that men of lesser stature and imagination could only aspire to. In
war, great fortunes were spent, land and property taken, and lives
lost. It was the way of the world. How could history be written
without it?

On any given day the fates might smile upon a
King and his armies, and victory would be theirs; while on the
next, he and they might be humbled by someone smarter or stronger.
But the true warrior never surrendered to external forces and
truths. The true warrior could always say that he had lived to the
fullest, faced down his adversary eye-to-eye, given his all, the
greatest of which might, at any instant, be his own life.

And yet, by the workings of some unseen
force, the unimaginable had happened here, in his domain, and he
had become the King who had no war. The only King who had no
war. It was as if a great, invisible vacuum had swallowed up his
Kingdom and the hillfarms of the Weesome peoples, and within this
deep, dark abyss, peace prevailed. Peace. Dull, silent, boring
peace!

The King looked out upon the afternoon sun.
“How does one live in peace? What does such a King do? Who has need
of a King with such a handicap?” He mumbled miserably to no one in
particular.

But one must be careful of words, for they
are oft carried away by the unseen wind to alight in a place of the
all-hearing ear.


 


 Posh Kutar

My name is Posh Kutar. I live in the Land
Between. When it suits me, I visit one Kingdom or the other—when it
suits me.

King William was but a lad when his father
died. But you know that already, don’t you? I was quite old then.
Old as old must be in the real world of mortals. In the Land
Between, however, there is no age, save the one we choose to
be.

For this particular sojourn I have chosen
mid-age—the time when school learning is long over and real life
learning well begun.

My name? You are asking. How did I come to
be called Posh Kutar?

Well, like my age, I chose it myself. It
stands out, don’t you think? A name to remember. And of course,
when there’s too much quiet about it fills the empty spaces quite
nicely.

To many an ear it sounds Indian, as from the
country India. But to me it is just an ordering of letters that,
when lined up together, make a sound. I like the sound the most, I
think. Like a burst of wind followed by utter silence.

Of course, “Posh Kutar” does tend to draw
notice in the mortal realm. You have to admit that. Even the King
knew my name, although we never met. And his courtiers knew my
name. And when I died, my name was whispered throughout the
Kingdom, even though my person was not much missed.
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