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Bede and the Basilisk 




Smoke pilfered out of the dozen or so chimneys that rose high above the rest of the buildings in the small township. The early morning fog clearing and the mountains high in the background, casting shadows over the rest of the landscape made for a beautiful picture. The fishing village was nestled in between the sea and the mountains, with ample space behind it that made for fertile farming land.  

Diego Gaudin lowered his red tinted goggles to his eyes as he took in the view. There was nothing he could do apart from wait for the ship that he was on to come alongside the harbour. The Maiden’s Modesty had been his home for the past three days, and only now was he beginning to grow fond of it. The ship’s crew were all busy, dropping and raising sails, lowering anchors and obeying the captain’s instructions as he bellowed from the helm. The captain was a stout man, built for fighting and sailing, with biceps as large as his head with a voice to match.

“Bring those top sails down you scurvy ridden motherless dogs!”

Diego, with no sailing experience was thoroughly enjoying the dressing down that the captain was giving his men. He waited just off to the side of the helm, his hand on the starboard railing, ensuring that he did not slip over the edge. The previous few days had seen the ocean rising around them like a tempest, the wind sending waves crashing over the side of the ship. However, this close to shore and protected from the wind, the bay was calm and a welcome change.

A long wooden dock extended from the village and was considered by many to be the entrance to the Isle of Euclpyt. It had once been considered a tranquil place, yet in recent years in his travels, Diego had heard whispers that the isle was now less than serene. That was part of the reason why he was here. Gillies had come to him, promising a sack of gold, twice the size of his previous haul should he succeed in this quest. Yet much like before, Gillies had been withholding information.

“Go to the Isle of Euclpyt. There you will find a crown. Return it to us.”

If the isle had been home to a great ruler, it would have been simple, yet as the Maiden’s Modesty had traversed the coast of Euclpyt, the isle had seemed mostly flat, with no place to hide a castle or fort, except for behind the mountains. The ship was almost docked, with the captain shouting his final instructions. When he finished and the ship came to a stop, Diego turned and grinned at him.

“Thank you for your passage, captain. It was a pleasurable journey.”

“I’m not sure about that, sir. Those pirates sure gave us a run for our money.”

Diego grinned and smacked a new bag that hung from his belt. “I would disagree. Their treasures were most appreciated. It is a rare thing to see pirates leave a fight with less than what they started with.”

“Well, as long as you’re happy with the service that old Dominic has provided to you, I would happily ferry you again. You are a breeze compared to most of our other guests. Your assistance against the pirates was also much appreciated.”

Diego nodded. Since the encounter his quiver had been lighter, missing some arrows that had been lost to the sea as pirates had fallen overboard. He stuck out his hand and Dominic met him halfway. “If you’re staying in port for a few days, I will seek you out when I return, captain.”

Dominic turned towards the sky, narrowing his eyes. “If the wind keeps up, I do not see us leaving port for a few days. Your purse will be more than welcome. Take care, Diego.”

As the Maiden’s Modesty slapped against the dock, the harbourmaster approached, a portly man, taking his time strolling down the long pier. Diego, with no time to waste, vaulted over the side of the ship and landed on the dock. The harbourmaster spotted him and redirected himself towards Diego. With a shake of his head, Diego raised his hood over his face and rounded his shoulders, shrugging straight past the greying man. As he passed the man, he let out a loud squawk, not expecting the disrespect.

“Excuse me! Where do you think you are going?”

Diego jerked his hand back over his shoulder, pointing towards the Maiden’s Modesty. “The captain is on the ship. You don’t need to speak to me.”

He kept walking but Diego heard footsteps thudding down on the wood behind him. Knowing that he was not getting out of this interaction, Diego turned back to accost the man who was running towards him. 

“Excuse me! Every visitor to the Isle of Eucalypt needs to register with this authority.”

Diego cast his gaze towards the end of the pier that housed a small hut that was nothing more than a roof over a wooden table. From here Diego could see a stack of papers on it some of which the harbourmaster clutched underneath his arm. He was red in the face, a thin black beard patchy across his face. 

“What authority is that exactly?”

“The authority of Euclpyt! What is your name, sailor?”

Diego stopped walking and let out a sigh loud enough so that the harbourmaster could hear his disdain. “I’m not a sailor.  Tell you what. How about this?” 

The harbourmaster’s eyes opened wider as Diego reached into his pocket, retrieving several of the golden coins he had kept there in case of a bribe being required. No official anywhere in the world, particularly one as isolated as this could resist the allure of gold. It was clear that this man’s hobbies were bullying sailors and extortion, and today to make things smoother, Diego only had interest in fuelling one of those hobbies. 

“Thank you very much, Mr. Smith.”

Diego bowed his head and turned away as he pressed the coins into the harbourmaster’s hand with a crooked and cold grimace. “Pleasure.” 

“Enjoy your stay on the Isle of Euclpyt!”

The harbourmaster was wringing his hands with glee, glad that Diego had filled his pockets with minimal resistance. If Diego had been a lesser man, he would have been infuriated by the behaviour of the nameless harbourmaster. Instead, he had seen an opportunity. On the desk underneath the hut sat what appeared to be a small purse. Diego’s heart raced as he approached the purse and he took another glance at the harbourmaster who was now standing just off the Maiden’s Modesty. He was infatuated with the boat, opting to now harass Dominic instead. 

Not fearing anyone else finding him snooping in the harbourmaster’s possessions, Diego slipped his hand around the purse and tipped it upside down over his hand. A grin sprung to his face as he flung the empty purse down to the table where it had been as he had no use for it anymore. There were a handful of coins in his hand, half a dozen to be precise. Whilst he implored having spent any coin in the first place, Diego was content with having made a profit on his purchase. 

Now wanting to put as much distance between himself and the harbourmaster as possible, Diego continued down the pier towards the town. He was thankful for his warm cloak that was wrapped over his shoulders as he ventured away from the water. Whilst the breeze was minimal causing the Maiden’s Modesty to only sway, it was still enough with the arctic blasts to send a shiver down Diego’s spine. The buildings at the end of the pier appeared to be a welcome reprieve. 

Despite the layer of snow clinging to most of their roofs, the thick and sturdy wooden construction, accompanied by the smoke rising from the chimneys ensured Diego that for the time that he spent inside, his nose would not feel like it was going to fall off. As he came into the town, he was surprised to see it occupied despite the biting cold that was sure to dampen the resident’s spirits. The ground beneath his feet was blackened like soot, a result of the volcanic activity in the region. Diego prayed to Soresu that he would not be caught in a natural disaster whilst he was here. 

He needed a place where he could put his feet up whilst he got the lay of the land. The Maiden’s Modesty was a comfortable vessel, but the near constant three days of sea sickness and the lingering effect of his sea legs meant Diego needed rest and he was not going to get it traversing the high street. The first building off the pier was much to Diego’s delight, nothing other than an inn. The sign was little more than a wooden placard hanging over the door, depicting a flagon of mead.  

With nothing else to do except rest, Diego pushed the door to the inn open and was met with a wave of warmth that felt like he had just stepped inside a furnace. Diego smiled, feeling the warmth that was not attached to being outside in a howling wind as well. For the first time in three days, everything felt calm. The inn was a gracious affair, with a wide fire berth as well as what seemed like enough tables and chairs that would be able to accommodate the entirety of the town. So far, this early in the mid-morning, it was only occupied by a handful of tenants. The three tables were spread throughout the dining room and only bore two, three and one occupants respectively. Each person was wrapped up in a cloak of their own, each of them with a plate of food in front of them in a varying state of completion. Another welcome change from the harshness of the sea.  

Diego was grateful for the accommodating nature of the inn and made his way towards the bar, where an elderly, wrinkled woman stood behind it. Her skin looked to be barely hanging onto her skeleton and her hair that was tied up in a neat bun was almost as white as the snow outside. Her round spectacles shaped her face and she looked like the furthest person that should have been living in these harsh conditions in the bitter cold. 

“Well, hello, dear. Come in from the cold. How can I help you?”

Diego eyed the dozens of alcohol beverages that stood on the wooden cabinet behind her. Many of them looked home brewed with no labels on them clearly indicating what lay inside them. He smiled at the woman trying to replicate the warmth he had only experienced upon entering her establishment. 

“Hello. I was wondering if you had a room for one for a few nights. I’m not sure how many exactly.”

“Long trip over on the boat, dear?”

Diego nodded, wanting to forget his voyage here. If it was not for the considerable purse of the Cortez family, he would not have bothered coming here. “Indeed.”

“Well, you wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t.” The old woman shuffled across the bar to where she began flipping open a binding folder. She retrieved a piece of parchment from it and narrowed her eyes behind her spectacles as she read. “You’re lucky it’s not peak season yet. If it was, we’d be full up.” Diego feigned a smile and nodded as she looked up from the folder. She was just trying to make polite conversation, “It looks like room four is available, dear. One bed, yes?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

The innkeeper grabbed a quill from beside the folder and then began to scribble on the parchment she was reading from. 

“What was your name, dear?”

Diego reached into his pocket and slid the six coins he had pocketed from the harbourmaster onto the counter. “Smith.”

“There are not many men that come to the end of the world and wish to be known by their real names. Welcome to Euclypt, Mr. Smith. Your room will be upstairs, first on the left. You look like you’re starving. Do you want Bill to bring out a plate?”

“Please.”

“It’s a good thing you paid extra then! Bill! Table for one!” The woman reached behind her and rang a bell that chimed out through what could only be the kitchen. 

A voice shouted back no sooner than the bell had finished chiming. “Alright, Robyn! Keep your hair on. I’m under the pump here!”

Diego frowned as he turned to look over his shoulder at the quiet dining room. He cast a toothy smile back at Robyn before tapping the counter and moving away. “Thank you.”

“You’re most welcome. Won’t be long!”

Diego twirled his moustache as he surveyed the room and moved towards the nearest corner that was near the door. Not that anyone was looking for him, but when opportunity presented itself, Diego was always one for a quick exit. He made himself comfortable, taking his goggles off his head and placing them on the table beside him. Diego also shuffled out of his jacket, as the door to the inn opened once again. 

Just like every other occupant in the building, Diego spun to see who had disturbed the warmth by opening the door. A single man ventured inside, a thick fur jacket covering him from head to toe. Snow sat in his messy strawberry blond hair like a bird’s nest that he shook free from it. The man eyed the room and smiled with several crooked teeth that stood out from the rest. 










