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​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.”
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Would you trust everyt.
a demon tells you?





