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      As a premise to this novel, I would like to cite the renowned Anglo-Saxon scholar, Sir Frank Stenton:

      “The re-establishment of Mercian supremacy by Offa is the central fact in English history in the second half of the eighth century. But the stages by which it was brought about cannot now be reconstructed. No Mercian chronicle has survived from this period, and charters alone give any definite impression of Offa’s place among English kings.”

      Therefore, the kind reader will understand that this novel, written to follow the reign of King Offa after that of Æthelbald in Mixed Blessings as the third book of a trilogy, is by force majeure a mixture of researched history and literary fantasy. My sincere hope is that the reader will enjoy my novel and turn a blind eye to any small historical discrepancies that I have managed to conjure from the shadows of the dark and dim past.

      
        
        Thank you for your indulgence,

        John Broughton
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        AD 747, Kingdom of Mierce

      

      

      The doom-mongers were proved correct: the eclipse of the sun and the earth tremors had presaged the king’s murder, the civil war, and the pestilence that had befallen the Kingdom of Mierce. Superstition and traditional beliefs accounted for many strongly-held views, but there were also spiritually-minded soothsayers swelling their ranks, who had predicted the unleashing of God’s wrath on the kingdom as punishment for King Æthelbald’s wanton ways.

      Some years previously, whilst continuing his invaluable work as a missionary in Germania, dismayed and well-meaning voices alerted the venerable Boniface to the sorry situation in Mierce. Since there had been no papal legate to the British Isles since the days of Saint Augustine, Boniface unofficially took on the role of pastoral care for the nation of his origin. Never one to act on mere hearsay, the missionary drew up accusations listing abuses of power by Æthelbald, whose misdeeds included the stealing of ecclesiastical revenue, violation of Church privileges, imposing forced labour on the clergy, and fornicating with nuns—all of which were serious and none could go unheeded. This was especially true at a time when Christian men and women daily risked their lives among the heathen to spread the faith that must be seen to be unblemished at the highest levels.

      Since Boniface had heard tell of Æthelbald’s faith and generous almsgiving, he wished to give the king the benefit of the doubt and the possibility of denying the charges. He, therefore, sent the list of misdeeds first to Ecgberht, Archbishop of Eoforwic, asking him to correct any inaccuracies and to reinforce whatever was right. Also, he requested that a priest, Herefrith, one whom Æthelbald had listened to in the past, should read and explain it to the King in person.

      Herefrith sat opposite the glowering king and courageously read Boniface’s skilfully-worded letter, first praising Æthelbald, which earned him an approving smile, but then proceeding to address the vexed problem of Æthelbald’s never having taken a wife, just as quickly producing a sharp change of mood. Slowly, weighing every word, Herefrith read Boniface’s lengthy preamble about the virtues of matrimony, then, in an accusatory tone continued: If, however, as many say — God forbid — you have never taken a lawful wife nor preserved a chaste abstinence for God’s sake, but, under the sway of lust, you have destroyed by licentiousness and adultery your glory and renown before God and men, we are greatly grieved: such conduct must be regarded as criminal in the sight of God and destructive of your reputation before men.

      Æthelbald slammed his fist down hard on the table and, about to have the priest thrown out on his ear, thought better of it. He knew that the charges against him were all true and easily proved. Kings had been dethroned for less and he knew down to every last enemy, who wanted to unseat him. So, he bit his tongue and waved the trembling priest to continue: And what is worse, those who tell us this, add that this crime of deepest ignominy has been committed in convents with holy nuns and virgins consecrated to God. There can be no doubt that this is a twofold sin. How guilty, for instance, is the slave in the master’s house who violates the master’s wife! How much more guilty is he who has stained a spouse of Christ, the Creator of heaven and earth, with the defilement of his lust? As says the apostle Paul: “What! Know ye not that your body is the temple of the Holy Ghost?”

      The elderly priest’s voice grew in strength and conviction as he saw the king slump on his throne as if resigned to the awful burden his conscience carried. In the unerring manner of learned priests, the holy man cited several other condemnatory passages from the Holy Book.

      Herefrith paused for breath and studied the King. Unless he was mistaken, the ruler appeared paler with his face drawn and anxious.

      “Is everything quite clear, Sire?”

      Æthelbald nodded before asking, “Is that the end of the letter?”

      The priest shook his head, swallowed, and continued, at length to invite the King to repent and mend his ways. Æthelbald struggled to pay attention until Herefrith read Boniface’s account about other lands, thus providing a greater weight of authority to his words. He chose examples closer to home: Christian kings set an example to their people and if the example was bad, the nation would become as depraved and degenerate as their leader. What was sure to happen was the Omnipotent Judge would allow avenging punishment to come and destroy them. He went on to cite the terrible deaths of King Coelred of Mierce and King Osred of the Deirans and Bernicians. Æthelbald knew these cases only too well and a groan escaped him when he heard: ‘They were cast down from their royal thrones in this life, and surprised by an early and horrid death; deprived of the light eternal they were plunged into the depths of hell and the bottom of the abyss.’

      With further warnings not to lose his immortal soul and to avoid the hellfire of the pit, the letter continued for more pages until Herefrith declared it ended.

      As if King Æthelbald had not heard enough recommendations and censure, the priest stood and added his own warning out of kindness and a sense of duty.

      “Sire, forgive me, but in the interests of your soul, I would ask you to remember how fugitive this present life is. Moreover, how short and momentary is the delight of the impure flesh, and how ignominious it is for a man with his brief life to leave an evil example to posterity.”

      Æthelbald rose from the table and accompanied the cleric out of the chamber. He felt a tightness in his chest and his breathing became laboured. Had this letter, from men so beloved of the Pope, the Vicar of Christ on Earth, the power to send him to Hell if he ignored it? For the first time since he had taken the throne, he was unsure of himself. He feared no man, but God was a different matter.

      He would try to lead a better life and would have a scribe send a long letter expressing his profound penitence to Boniface. Could Æthelbald have hoped to convince men like Archbishop Boniface and Pope Zachary, skilled at dealing with the worst of reprobates? Were they ever likely to leave Angle-land in the hands of one so unworthy? Of course, there was a price to be paid. The price on this occasion was a Church Synod to be held at Clofeshoch, in August 747 AD.

      Gathered in the Great Hall, the most important dignitaries of Angle-land, led by King Æthelbald, sat awaiting Archbishop Cuthbert to begin proceedings. The elderly prelate proceeded to translate a letter from Pope Zachary, containing a fervent admonition to amendment of life, addressed to the English people of every rank and condition. The Holy Father required those who condemned these warnings and remained obstinate in their malice to be punished by the sentence of excommunication.

      The severity of the condemnation left not a single person, not least the King, in any doubt about the intentions of the Church. The day dragged on as thirty-one canons were drawn up. Many dealt with ecclesiastical discipline and liturgy, but others made Æthelbald blanch, for he was well aware he must sign a document protecting the monasteries from his future rapine. He would have to issue a charter stating the churches were exempt from all public taxation and clergymen free of all works and burdens except the repair of bridges and fortifications.

      The King of Mierce, after years of abuse, knew that his coffers were bulging. It was fair to say that his turn had come to pay for the upkeep of public works.

      The clause forbidding the legitimation of children of concubines, which would require his signature, distressed him. Damn the Church! He was on the brink of legitimising his thirteen-year-old son, a strapping youth by Merwenna. Only recently had he begun to love him like a father, taking the boy hawking and hunting. Now, it was too late; the Church would not allow him to rectify the status of a concubine’s child. The king had given no importance to having an heir. After all, in Mierce, he had seized power by the strength of his arm and will, not thanks, certainly, to anything his father had done for him. The consolation that sprang to mind while signing was the realisation that the life of his child, unable to claim succession, was safer.

      Whatever way Æthelbald looked at the outcome of the Church Council, he could see no solution other than to mend his ways. Excommunication for him equated to a death sentence. For this reason, the king began a decade of discreet behaviour and respect for the rights of the Church.

      

      
        
        (Ten years later – AD 757)

      

      

      Æthelbald’s reluctance to wed, paradoxically, had kept him on the fringes of factional quarrels in Mierce as powerful magnates could not find stronger contenders than the king to sweep him aside. Not even an alliance between two powerful families could risk the combined fury of Æthelbald and a coalition of leading families. Undoubtedly, without pressure from the Church and the looming threat of excommunication if he could not bridle his lust, he would not have considered matrimony. Now, however, given his irrepressible yearnings and certain material advantages, including an admirable ready-made son, the concept of a wedding had gained in appeal. Its greatest benefit would be to please the Church and remove the threat of excommunication that so perturbed him, once and for all.

      On the other hand, as Æthelbald could well imagine, there were those who found the idea far less congenial. In a secluded corridor of the royal palace at Thame Weorth, Ealdorman Beornred met with the ealdorman in charge of the royal bodyguard.

      Ealdorman Enulf of Snotingham and Ledecestre shook off the avuncular hand. “Æthelstan is a fine young fellow. What are you suggesting?”

      “I mean no harm to Æthelstan. But this wedding cannot go ahead.”

      “How can you prevent it?”

      “Alone, I cannot. That is why I need you.”

      “Me?”

      “You are in charge of the King’s bodyguard, are you not? If Æthelbald is to be removed, it needs to be done with the utmost discretion and the least commotion possible. Mierce requires a strong king with the interests of its people at heart. Æthelbald would foist onto us an unproven callow youth. We need one such no more than we need an old king whose tyranny increases with every passing moon.”

      Beornred lowered his voice, which had risen with the strength of his feelings, and glanced around cautiously. Enulf asked quietly, “Who would this new king be?” He had no doubt what the reply would be, but he wanted it from Beornred’s own mouth before deciding how to react. The ealdorman also glanced around to make sure there were no spies.

      “I have the support I need for such a claim.”

      “You are asking me to betray the man who has given me everything,” Enulf said through clenched teeth. “Why should I not slay you, here and now?”

      “Because here stands another who will give you even more. What say you to the lordship of the whole of Eastern Mierce?”

      Experienced in negotiating, Beornred caught the wavering acceptance, albeit fleeting, in Enulf’s countenance. Seizing the moment, he clasped the Ealdorman of Snotingham and Ledecestre’s hand.

      “My friend, we have an understanding,” he said, real warmth in his voice.

      “How is it to be done?”

      “I leave the details to you, but be sure there is no sign of violence – no blood. Also, until the deed is done, it will be well that we are not seen together in public.”

      They nodded at each other and went their separate ways.

      At once, Enulf hastened to the Nunnery of Saint Editha, not far from the Royal Palace. Under the pretext of needing medical assistance, he asked to be taken to the infirmary, where he spoke to an elderly, robust, and benign nun. The woman fussed over him when he told her he needed a potion to help him sleep. Having accomplished this mission, he left the building with a small phial wrapped in a piece of cloth. It contained the gall of a barrow swine. The sister swore that three spoonfuls would leave a man unconscious to the extent that he could be cut open and not wake. Enulf planned to slip it into the ale he would give to the guard of the King’s bedchamber that evening. However, he would not do this in Tame Weorth, as he supposed, because Lord Beornred had invited the King to his hall in nearby Seckington. In his role in charge of the bodyguards, Enulf rode the short distance to Seckington with the rest of the King’s retinue.

      With the genuine excuse that he needed to check on the hall’s locks and bolts, a standard part of his duties, he arrived early enough to commandeer a flagon of ale and mix the potion into it. Once assured the King had retired, he chatted to the sentry, leaving the leather container and a wooden cup.

      The infirmarian had assured him the effects of the drug were almost instant. Taking no chances, Enulf waited until he had counted slowly to a hundred. For a big man, Enulf moved with surprising silence and agility, despite having to carry a taper. In the flickering light cast by the candle flame, the ealdorman discerned the guard lying senseless, his shoulders propped against the wall. Enulf hissed next to his ear, but the man’s regular deep breathing did not falter. Satisfied, he rearranged the man into a more natural sleeping pose, with his head nestled in the crook of an arm, before turning the ring handle of the royal bedchamber and, pleased to find the hinges well-greased, stole silently into the room.

      By the feeble light of the taper, he made out the form of the sleeping king. With relief, he saw that the huge bed contained no other person. The possibility of finding a woman there had worried him all evening. Enulf set the candle down with care and considered the situation. The king’s breathing, deep and regular, assured him the monarch would not wake if he moved without making a noise. The ealdorman reached for a goose-down pillow and fluffed it up in his hands.

      There was no time to change his mind – now or never, any moment one of my patrols might arrive – he bent over the prone figure. He pushed the cushion over Æthelbald’s face, covering his nose and mouth. Pressing down with all his might, Enulf swung his legs onto the bed and knelt, one on each side of the king, thereby stopping him, imprisoned by bedcovers, from thrashing about. The strength of the king, now past his sixtieth year, could not resist the might of the younger former blacksmith.

      ‘By Thunor, murder! I cannot breathe!’ was the king’s last conscious thought before his body went limp. Thus, Æthelbald died in the forty-first year of his reign, slain by the commander of his own bodyguard. Certain of the deed, Enulf removed the pillow and stared down at the shadowy features of his king. He checked for any signs of an unnatural death but could see none.

      Even as he tiptoed across the room, glancing back regretfully at the still figure, “You were a great king,” he murmured, almost as if to justify his atrocious action to the monarch’s soul, trapped in limbo. “You had the desire for success, but it did not burn so strongly in you that you were prepared to overcome your character to attain it. Had you married, as many of us wished, it would not have come to this. After a lifetime alone, why wed right now? Fool!”

      The ealdorman wiped a tear from his eye and placed the pillow to the far side of the bed, far enough out of reach to make it look innocuous. Taking up the candle, he sneaked out of the chamber and spared a glance at the slumbering guard. To ensure no one would suspect foul play, he gathered up the wooden bottle and cup and removed them to the guardroom. There, he disposed of the contents of the flagon down a drain before burning it and the cup on the fire. The last remaining chore was to hoist the sentry over his shoulder and sit the fellow in a chair in the guardroom. When he awoke, slumped over the table, he would have no memory of arriving there.

      In the morning, he would tell the sentry he had fallen sick on duty and been replaced. It would be he, Enulf, who would announce the sorrowful news of the peaceful passing during the night of their beloved King Æthelbald and the accession of a new ruler in Mierce. Truth be told, the ealdorman reflected sorrowfully, few men would have had the force of personality to make himself the Bretwalda, but having achieved so much, what a shame that the nobility of his character did not match the nobility of his birth that he so flaunted. Enulf recognised that he was no replacement for King Æthelbald and sincerely doubted that Ealdorman Beornred, for all his ambition and promises, was the man to lead Mierce out of the inevitable chaos of civil war, or the equal of Æthelbald capable of once more uniting Angle-land under one Bretwalda. Was there such a man lurking in the shadows of Mierce, waiting for his moment to arrive?
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        Tame Weorth, AD 757

      

      

      Lady Cynethryth stood, her fine cornflower-blue dress, despite the terrible mugginess of a summer’s day in the heart of Mierce, draping around her, the soft rustling of the expensive fabric pleasant to the ear. The colour suited her as it brought out the flush of her rosy cheeks and the lightness of her long, tightly braided blonde hair. She was not a tall woman, but there was something about her posture that made her imposing, even terrifying to some. Her bearing was born of confidence, an awareness of her attractiveness and nobility. Not for nothing had she chosen her consort with care and calculation.

      Cynethryth had a dream, an unconfined vision, which depended upon her spouse, Offa, for its realisation, although he did not know it yet. Now was the time to act! The king’s murder had thrown Mierce into disarray—civil war was the inevitable result of the power struggle that had left Æthelbald bloodied and dead after a long and successful reign. Offa, a distant relative of Æthelbald, was descended from Eowa, the brother of the greatest Miercian king, the pagan Penda. His lineage entitled, nay, obliged him to seize the moment. She would urge him to act against the pretender, Beornred, whose only virtue was his resolve. He had declared himself King of Mierce, but that crown would be Offa’s, and she would be Queen—not just of Mierce but of the Englisc! Now, to share her vision with Offa!

      She glided rather than walked across the great hall, conscious, as ever, of all eyes on her regal presence, and indeed, although she did not like to boast about it, she, too, was descended from former royalty, in direct line from Penda’s wife, Cynewise, and her daughter, Cyneburh—did not her name reflect this lineage?

      “Husband, I need to speak with you in a quiet place.”

      He gave her a curious look, shrugged, and linked arms, steering her outdoors into the shade cast by the building and away from indiscreet ears. “Well, what is it? Are you with child?”

      She looked miserable, “Nay, but not from want of trying!” She smiled coyly and pressed closely to him. “I want you to go away for a while, my dearest man.”

      “Go away?” He looked shocked.

      “Aye, gather your warriors and ride east towards Bedeford. There you will encounter the force of Beornred. He is rightly unpopular and not fit to be King of Mierce. You, instead, were born to rule this land with me by your side. Hark! I have spoken with Ealdormen Heardberht, Bercol, and Sigebed, and all three agree that you are of the right age and have the attributes for kingship. They are prepared to bring their warriors if you agree to lead them.”

      “By God, woman! I have but a score and seven years. You have been busy and you almost put me to shame. But I have not been idle, I have spoken with Ealdormen Ealdwulf and Eadbald, and they wish me to lead them, more so now, I imagine, thanks to your good work!” He kissed her fiercely and declared, “Messengers! I will send to all of them and we shall gather in the Tame valley at the rising of the moon, ready to march on Bedeford at dawn.”

      Offa surveyed the well-armed black mass of men with satisfaction; they were little more than shades in the faint light of the breaking day, but importantly, enough to challenge Beornred and, if God so willed, conquer him.

      After an eastwards march, Offa’s army camped overnight in a meadow near Bruna’s homestead, ready to react to the scouts’ reports at first light. At dawn, Offa listened to his spies attentively and decided to lead his force along the Great Ouse valley until he saw the enemy. He grinned contentedly, for he would never have chosen Beornred’s position, so vulnerable with their backs to the wide river. He summoned his ealdormen and found them equally astonished at the folly of their foe. They all agreed that an outflanking manoeuvre in a wide arc would place Beornred’s army in an impossible position. An archer brought down an enemy scout galloping to warn his king about the imminent danger. His elimination was enough to gain the advantage that surprise brought, for as Offa’s main force marched, banners swirling in the wind, defiantly towards the facing enemy ranks, Heardberht’s men burst from the woodland upon their flank while Ealdorman Sigebed’s force struck from the rear.

      Offa had little time to reflect as he strove to defend himself in the van of his army, but at the sight of what should have been friendly banners fluttering over Beornred’s army, sorrow at slaying fellow Miercians overwhelmed him. Was there anything worse than civil war? He swore that when he was king, as surely, he would be, Mercian arms would only be wielded against external enemies. The time for hesitation was over as he hewed and hacked at arms as strong as his. Encouraged by the steady advance of his men, he redoubled his efforts. Offa had fought against the Wealisc under King Æthelbald, so he was unmoved by the spattering blood and the screams of dying men, except that this time, Miercians were falling on the sodden turf. Suddenly, under pressure from all sides, with retreat impossible, the enemy laid down their arms, most likely inspired by the same thought that they were fighting their brothers and aware that their leader had taken flight into the nearby woodland. Offa sent a small band of men to search for the fugitive king, but despite their efforts, he made good his escape. When he turned around, it was to see his men and the ‘enemy’ working in unison to tend the wounded.

      The same spirit of unity prevailed during the gathering and burning of corpses. An ealdorman, named Cyneberht, who had fought alongside Beornred, and with whom Offa had twice signed King Æthelbald’s charters, came and knelt before him, swearing allegiance and offering his men. The blood-spattered warrior hoisted him to his feet and, embracing him, showed magnanimity.

      “At the death of our late lamented King Æthelbald, you stepped into the breach filled by Beornred. I cannot blame you. The kingdom needs a strong leader and, give Beornred his due, he acted decisively, but now, brother, I need men like you by my side, for I must consolidate my hold on Mierce, else today’s victory has been in vain.”

      Back in Tamworth, Offa approached his wife. Cynethryth wrinkled her nose in disapproval as he snatched the wooden beaker of water from her outstretched hand.

      “At least, tell me you won the battle,” she said, eyeing his disgusting state with distaste. He noticed the water, not her, swilling it into his parched mouth with a filth-encrusted hand. Dust stained his face, his clothes, and his weapons glistened with what she suspected was gore of the battlefield. And he stank of sweat and horses. She was staggered by the state of him.

      “Of course, I won. I’m alive, am I not? I set Beornred to flight; my only regret is that he escaped.”

      She compressed her lips and summoned servants. “A hot bath for my husband and fresh clothes, if you please.”

      When he returned to her and noticed her smile of approbation, he said, “What did you expect after a battle, a scented meadow flower?”

      She laughed and kissed him. “You know that the task is not even half-completed. Your hold over Mierce must be consolidated, and you must have the ealdormen declare you king.”

      “I know all that and more! I shall summon the lords here on the morrow. First, we all deserve a good rest and strong drink.” He clapped his hands and ordered twice-brewed ale.

      She sat beside him and quaffed the ale as well as any man. It gave her the courage to speak her mind.

      “I have no intention of being merely the controller of the household. Alcuin! Where are you, you miserable wretch?”

      A cleric stepped forward, “My Lady?” he bowed.

      “Husband, this is Alcuin, a scholar and teacher. I have instructed him to teach you Franconian and Latin.”

      “Woman, who are you to decide such things? Let me remind you that I wield the sword in this household.”

      She glared at him, “Who am I? I am soon to be the Queen of Mierce and you will learn from Alcuin how to become a ruler like King Charlemagne, for he regularly travels between Mierce and Frankia. One day, you will stand before Charlemagne on equal terms and impress him with your knowledge of his language. Now, I will leave you two men together to make your arrangements.” She swigged down the rest of her ale and swanned away with a smug smile, aware that she too could win battles, but her weapon of choice was her mind.

      Offa was happy to do his beautiful wife’s bidding, especially when her demands coincided with his desires. For this reason, the next two days saw the steady influx of ealdormen through his door. Among them arrived a figure carrying a sack, whose appearance resembled that of Offa himself when he had arrived straight after the Battle of Bedeford. Offa thought he recognised the fellow as one of the warriors who had fought beside Ealdorman Sigebed on that fateful day. He summoned him over with a gesture.

      “Young fellow, don’t I know you? You look as if you have come straight from the battlefield.”

      “Ay, lord, you know me. I am Sigeberht, son of Ealdorman Sigebed and, in a manner of speaking, I have come fresh from an engagement.”

      These words pricked Offa’s interest, “How so?”

      The young man reached into his sack and, grasping a handful of hair, hauled forth a severed head. Offa recognised it at once. “Beornred!” he gasped, “What is this?” The same question that the now silent, awestruck assembly asked themselves.

      “After the battle, lord, I pursued him into the nearby woodland. It took me more than a day to catch up with him, but when I did, we fought to the death. My axe put an end to your foe, lord. I brought his head as proof of my words. The wild beasts will feed on his body.”

      “I am your debtor, Sigeberht and I never forget my debts. Sigebed!” he roared.

      The young man’s father hurried across the room to stand beside his son.

      “You can be proud of your boy,” Offa growled, “Look what a present he has bestowed on me! Heaven knows, I was happy to drive him into exile, but this is a better solution!”

      Sigeberht held up the gory, ashen head for his father and the whole gathering to see better.

      “When I am elected king, in the next few days, I will make over Beornred’s estates to your son and create him an ealdorman. I will need such loyal and trusted men by my side.” Offa caught the glint of pride and appreciation in the ealdorman’s eyes and knew that he had gained two certain votes at the forthcoming Great Council.

      Before losing the advantage gained by Sigeberht’s revelation, Offa summoned a warrior to his side—he meant to make the most of the attention he had gained.

      “Take the head, mount it on a stake and display it over the town gate. Let’s show the world the fate of Offa’s enemies!” He glared around the hall and noticed with satisfaction that nobody held and challenged his gaze.

      He spoke quietly with two or three of the leading ealdormen and relied on them to spread the word of a Great Council Meeting in the royal palace, until recently the seat of King Æthelbald. In this way, he reasoned, the powerful lords would not feel commanded to attend but have the sensation of a groundswell of sentiment to elect a new king. Thus, the meeting was called for two days hence at noon. It was clear to all parties involved that Mierce could not drift along without a steady hand on the steer-board.

      Cynethryth waited until Offa was almost asleep at night, a technique she had developed to get her own way because his desire to sleep outweighed any inclination to discussion. She prepared him for the meeting, imagining herself in his position and drawing upon her intimate knowledge of the nobility’s mentality. She pictured how her father would feel on hearing of the pretensions of a twenty-seven-year-old warrior.

      “My sweet,” she murmured, caressing his inner thigh, “capture their imaginations. Æthelbald succeeded in becoming Bretwalda, ruling over the whole of the south, tell them you will do the same. There is no reason why Miercian power should be confined within man-made borders drawn up by its enemies in the past. We are in the here-and-now and intend to show the other Englisc kingdoms the unrestrained might of Miercian arms under your leadership. Point to the imperial expansion of Charlemagne in Frankia. He too, was a young and energetic leader with ambitions.” She felt his body responding to her ministrations and pressed closer to him, her lips seeking his mouth. No more convincing was needed. He showed her how much he loved her.

      She was not disappointed because he returned from the Council Meeting and ordered her to arrange the transfer into the royal palace. “Your king commands you to organise the servants to move the barrels, the dried, salted meat and the furnishings you retain necessary to the royal abode, my queen. Ay, you are the Queen of Mierce and I am your king! By the way, the ealdormen and thegns took little convincing when I expounded our vision of the future.
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


