
		
			
			[image: Protector_cover]

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: Royalist_TTP.pdf]

				[image: Protector_TTP.pdf]

				

				[image: Headline_Logo.eps]

			

		

	
		
			
				

				Copyright © 2015 Stephen Deas

				The right of Stephen Deas to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

				Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

				First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2015

				All characters – apart from the obvious historical figures – in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

				Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

				Ebook conversion by Avon DataSet Ltd, Bidford-on-Avon, Warwickshire

				eISBN: 978 1 4722 1704 2

				Cover credit © Larry Rostant

				HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP
An Hachette UK Company
Carmelite House
50 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DZ

				www.headline.co.uk
www.hachette.co.uk

			

		

	
			
				Contents

				Title Page

				Copyright Page

				About S.J. Deas

				Also By S.J. Deas

				About the Book

				Praise

				Dedication

				Epigraph


				INTRODUCTION

				CHAPTER 1

				CHAPTER 2

				CHAPTER 3

				CHAPTER 4

				CHAPTER 5

				CHAPTER 6

				CHAPTER 7

				CHAPTER 8

				CHAPTER 9

				CHAPTER 10

				CHAPTER 11

				CHAPTER 12

				CHAPTER 13

				CHAPTER 14

				CHAPTER 15

				CHAPTER 16

				CHAPTER 17

				CHAPTER 18

				CHAPTER 19

				CHAPTER 20

				CHAPTER 21

				CHAPTER 22

				CHAPTER 23

				Acknowledgements

			


		
			
				

				ABOUT S.J. DEAS

				[image: SJDeas.jpg]

				S.J. Deas was born in 1968. He once set fire to Wales. Well one bit of Wales. Twice. When not burning principalities he managed to study theoretical physics at Cambridge, get a job at BAE, marry and have two children. He now lives in Essex.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				By S.J. Deas and available from Headline

				The Royalist

				The Protector

			

		

	
		
			
				

				ABOUT THE BOOK

				Autumn, 1646. The First Civil War is over, and England licks its wounds. But the killing is not yet done.

				William Falkland, former favourite of King Chalres turned reluctant investigator for Oliver Cromwell, seeks his missing family. Time and again his hopes are destroyed. Then a figure from his past catches up with him – Cromwell is not finished with his intelligencer. Summoned to London, Falkland is introduced to a young man of letters – a polemicist and pamphleteer by the name of John Milton. His cherished sister Anne has vanished, apparently abducted by supporters of the king.

				Falkland’s task – to identify the culprit and return Anne unharmed – will lead him to a brutal murder buried in the maelstrom of the War, to a ruined Lincolnshire manor house, and to a secret that must be snuffed out at all costs.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				PRAISE FOR S.J. DEAS

				‘A deliciously atmospheric read . . . This wintering army, oppressively non-moving, trapped by snow and ice, contains more than enough drama and action to fill a whole series of books’ For Winter Nights

				‘I take my hat off to the author for his ability and desire to portray all of this horror and dirt . . . Highly recommended’ Parmenion Books

				‘A page-turning novel, unpredictable and suspenseful, haunted by intriguing twists and turns . . . The characters are vividly portrayed, three-dimensional and convincing’ Historical Novels Review

				‘Vivid and atmospheric . . . A very enjoyable and refreshing read that gave you a new understanding of the time and the New Model army and how it was anything but united’ Reality’s A Bore

			

		

	
		
			
				

				For poets and lovers and dancers, and for everyone who wonders why the devil gets the best lines.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				‘What if the breath that kindled those grim fires,

				Awaked, should blow them into sevenfold rage,

				And plunge us in the flames; or from above

				Should intermitted vengeance arm again

				His red right hand to plague us?’

				John Milton, Paradise Lost

			

		

	
		
			
				

				INTRODUCTION

				I had foot-slogged my way for six months across half the country and back again. I had found nothing except a numbness, and the stale dregs of straw-strewn taverns in the villages I passed. Uxbridge, this one, I think.

				‘I’d wager she got bored and run off with some other fellow.’

				Six louts sat around a table together. I did not see which of them said it. They were watching me, listening to me foul drunk on watery beer, wine-slurred and moon-faced, waxing loud of my missing Caro, ranting and railing at the smoky air and the vicissitudes of a fickle and heartless fate. I had barely noticed their presence in the tavern until that lucid moment. I saw them now. They were laughing.

				She wouldn’t do that. Not my Caro.

				They looked back at me as I turned, and their laughing fell off their faces. Among all the things I am, I am a large man and a soldier, and have been so for too many years. I have killed men, and I have seen men die. As I took a step towards them they rose from their table and bunched together, ready to stare me down.

				‘What did you say?’ I could tell from their eyes and their exchange of glances which of them had spoken.

				‘I said I’d wager your wife tired of your talk and has run off with some other fellow, you sot.’ He stood across their table from me – given courage, perhaps, by the knowledge I would have to pass through his friends to reach him. I did not feel so inclined. I raised my foot and smashed a kick into that table, slamming it into him. He howled, as did I, a roar of such fury and despair that I could not imagine it was my own. I would have jumped after him and pulled him out and beaten him half to death, I think, but instead I staggered 
and fell, unbalanced by drink as I was. I floundered to find my feet and a boot connected with my ribs, and then another. I barely felt them. I stumbled against the wall, almost fell into the fireplace, and lurched a drunkard’s punch at the nearest of the men who now set upon me. Another and another. I lashed with my feet. I try, now, not to imagine what a sight I made, flailing limbs, the mournful snarls and howls of a pitiful fury. Perhaps I gravely injured a stool or two before they had me. The air filled with shouts, a thick cloying smoke of them. The men seized me between them. They carried me out to the street and held me up, and beat me and beat me again. Blow after blow. I felt them in the distance. I saw the fists fly at my face, knuckles clenched, bloody and raw from the blows before. I remember most clearly of all the moment before my eyes closed. The spittle-flecked, twisted faces. The fist like a knuckle of ham.

				It was not the last. I felt a handful more, like the shake of distant drumbeats through the air, but I was no longer among them. I had taken myself to another place and another time. I was in my house. My empty home, and where once had been laughter and smiles and movement, now was cold, still air. The table stood bare, and I sat alone. The pans were neatly hung in the kitchen, the blankets folded in the closet. There were clothes in the dresser. Old dresses my Caro had once worn. In the room where our son John had slept, I found shirts and smocks I had never seen before. They were years old, but already for a boy taller than the lad I remembered. He would be starting to grow traces of his first beard now. He would be almost a man, old enough to pick up a pike or a musket. Old enough to fight. In a corner beside my daughter’s bed I found an old cloth doll. Discarded. The girl I remembered had loved that doll. She’d taken it everywhere, but it was a child’s toy, and she would be sixteen years now, and all childish things long forgotten.

				Six years since I had left them for the King’s banner. Outside, snow lay heavy on the ground, but no one had lit a fire in these hearths for months. I ran my hand through the dust by the fireplace where we had once sat, and my fingers came back thick with it. I wrapped myself in blankets and lay on the bed that my Caro and I had once shared. I shivered myself to sleep, and in the morning I left again and did not come back.

				In the place and time from which I had come, in the summer evening outside an Uxbridge tavern, the men beating me had gone. There were others looming over me now, faces in soldiers’ coats; and then I slipped between them to the past once more, and they were Cromwell and Thomas Fairfax. They would force the King to terms before the year was out, they said, but I no longer cared. My home had abandoned me. My family had waited as long as they could, but I had not come back in time. I had tried to tell myself, in all the days that followed, that I would find them again. That they would be alive. They had left our home with a quiet determination, with no sign of haste or fear, and my Caro was strong and wilful. One way or another she would survive. I told myself she had found some haven where she and Charlotte would be safe from marauding soldiers, where my son would find good honest work and never wear a soldier’s coat as I had done; but it was a fragile hope, and somewhere I had lost it.

				Did I throw it away? Did I simply misplace it? Did it quietly slip into the dark one night as I slept? I couldn’t say, for at first I didn’t notice it was even gone.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				CHAPTER 1

				I opened my eyes and strained to see. There was no window in the cell where I found myself, but somewhere there was candlelight, and it was enough to show that I was alone. I heard the heavy tread of boots on stone coming closer. My head pounded. I was not, I will confess, at my best. I tried to recall how I had come to be in this place, and found I could not entirely be sure.

				The boots stopped at the door to my cell. I heard voices outside.

				‘He’s a surly bastard. Are you sure you want him?’ I thought I had perhaps heard that voice last night.

				‘Not greatly, but I have my orders.’

				The second voice I knew better, though it was one I had not heard for nigh on six months. A deep, syrupy baritone, almost musical. A voice I had once imagined belonged to a thespian or a minstrel or to some courtly fool too cowardly ever to fight, but I had long since learned the error of that impression. It was a voice I had not wanted ever to hear again. Henry Warbeck. Cromwell’s man.

				The air around me stank. I could not imagine a more noisome reek. Animal filth, rank and foul.

				A bar lifted on the other side of the door. Reluctant iron hinges squealed open. Two men stood in silhouette against the light outside, one making way for the other.

				‘Hello, Falkland,’ said the syrupy voice. ‘Dear Lord but you smell rotten.’

				‘Warbeck,’ I croaked. ‘Am I in hell, then, and the devil has sent you?’ I tried to rise and found my legs too unsteady. The dim world of the cell around me seemed to swim and shimmer. I managed as far as hands and knees and then had to stop. I feared I might vomit. It was a shameful thing for Warbeck to see me like this.

				‘Grief, Falkland. Do you even know where you are?’

				‘Uxbridge, I think.’

				Warbeck hissed his disgust. He turned to the guard who had opened the door. ‘Get him out of here.’

				The guard hesitated, torn perhaps between the authority in Warbeck’s voice and some sense of other duty – or so I thought until I saw Warbeck reach to the purse on his belt; I understood then that the hesitation was simply an invitation. I heard a jangle of coin. I staggered to my feet. I would not, I told myself, have some jailer drag me out of here. I would walk on my own.

				The guard came in. He took my arm. I flinched, ready at once to shake him off, but I sensed an unexpected gentleness in his hand, and so I let him steady me. I have been in more than one jail in my time, and I have never come to expect kindness. The soldiers who supervise Cromwell’s prisons are taught to view their charges with scorn, that their prisoners are somehow lesser men and less godly, though in truth they are simply less lucky.

				‘Mister Falkland, is it? Come on then, Mister Falkland.’ The guard helped me to the door. Warbeck uttered a grunt of disdain and turned away ahead of us.

				‘You need a bath, Falkland,’ he said.

				I had imagined myself, until now, to be in some prison built to cage men, but as I walked through the door I saw this was not the case. Four more low stone rooms opened onto either side of this dingy corridor. On one side the doors were closed, but on the other they were open. The first room was empty, save for a covering of muck and straw, but in the next lay a sow, suckling a litter of pigs. They could not have been more than a few days old.

				‘Yours?’ I asked the guard, whom I began to suspect was no guard at all.

				‘Aye.’ He sounded proud, as I suppose any man would be to have such a treasure.

				Warbeck opened the door at the end of the corridor. Brilliant light flooded in, far too bright. I squeezed my eyes shut and cringed, feeling my way blindly as the guard helped me on. I knew when we crossed the threshold. The sunlight was bright and warm. A glorious English summer’s day in this year of Our Lord sixteen forty-six.

				We left the pig-farmer’s sty, and my ‘guard’ was, I think, more than happy to see the back of us. Warbeck had come on horseback. He had brought a second mare, and I am ashamed to say that my first dismal efforts to mount the animal were comical at best, I who was once a cavalryman under Prince Rupert himself. When Warbeck had finished pouring scorn with his eyes and I had finally settled myself in the saddle, he led us to the centre of Uxbridge, to a tavern of some size. He walked me in through a back door – I was at least able to dismount without sprawling across the stables – and took me upstairs to a room, and, shortly, to a bath. I suppose I might have considered myself fortunate he didn’t simply hurl me into the nearest pond or brook. I have done the same and worse with drunks in my time.

				I sank into the lukewarm water. I was still intoxicated, yet I was no longer so far gone as to feel no shame. I had made a fool of myself the night before, and I had paid for it in bruises and a bloody lip. I was lucky it had not been worse. Warbeck might ask me, as indeed might any man, what had brought me to Uxbridge. He might ask me why I had drunk myself stupid and then entered into a fight with a man I’d not laid eyes on until an hour before, a man too well equipped with friends.

				I cupped my hands and lifted the water to my face. It was already murky. I stared as best I could at my own reflection, trying to understand what nature of man looked back. Hollow, haunted eyes. Straggly hair, half of it grey around the sides of my head. Not much on top. The beginnings of an unkempt beard, untouched for nigh on two weeks now.

				Behind me, the door opened. I recognised the tread of Warbeck’s boots from my pigsty prison.

				‘Are you sober yet, Falkland?’

				‘What do you want, Warbeck?’ He’d pulled me from a prison cell before, a darker one than today. Back then it was Newgate, where I’d been due to hang, just another royalist soldier to be rid of, but Warbeck had taken me away. He’d stuffed me in a carriage with a sack over my head, all the way to Parliament, and now here he was again.

				‘Cromwell wants you.’

				 That was all that had saved me from Newgate. Cromwell had heard of me. I had had a use.

				‘I have more pressing things,’ I said now.

				‘You can tell him that yourself, Falkland. Once you’re fit to meet him.’

				‘I have a family to find. Tell him to go to hell.’ I heard the emptiness of my words, and perhaps Warbeck heard it too, for he didn’t reply at first. I sank a little deeper into the tepid water and closed my eyes. I heard him breathing, slow and steady and, when I listened closely, with a slight rasp. Warbeck wasn’t entirely well. I couldn’t put my finger on what it was, but he’d been this way since we’d first met. I’d had a hood over my head at the time, and the rotten reek of his breath lingered in my memory.

				I heard him open his mouth. The wet smack of his lips. I knew what would come next. Threats. Something to remind me of how little he cared for someone who had once fought for the King. But he surprised me.

				‘Your family weren’t waiting for you when you reached your home in Launcells, then?’ he asked.

				‘It’s a truth I’ve learned in the long years of this war,’ I said, ‘that a man should never have hopes, for nothing so crushes him as the dashing of them.’

				Warbeck waited a heartbeat or two. I heard his breathing change. ‘If that’s your answer, Falkland, I’ll be very happy to take any money you might have to pay for your incarceration last night. Otherwise you can go back where I found you. It’s a nice enough sty for a pig, I suppose. There might be a magistrate from St Albans come by in a couple of weeks, but I dare say they won’t wait that long. Another couple of days and they’ll kick you onto the streets penniless and ragged and covered in filth. Is that what you want?’

				I had taken a beating. I hurt. I was missing my purse. I had nothing. In truth, I’d had very little to begin with. I hoped I’d given the rest of them a bruise or two to remember me by. I feared I had not.

				‘Get yourself dressed, Falkland,’ Warbeck said, after another moment of silence.

				‘How did you find me?’ I asked.

				I heard him hawk up a gob of phlegm and spit it to the floor. ‘It wasn’t hard. I’ve known whole companies of militia stumble more quietly through the kingdom than you do. A blind deaf mute on a lame mule might track you down.’

				He left, his boots tapping across the floor. I sat in the filthy bath, drifting through the torture of the last months, my futile wanderings from one failure to the next, and it was only when the water was cold enough to make me shiver that I was able to pull myself away. I scrubbed myself clean, though the dirt clung to me with the tenacity of despair. I dressed, and immediately I stank again. My clothes were filthy too. When I stumbled out, Warbeck was waiting with a pitcher of milk and a hunk of stale bread. I drank the milk and felt my stomach churn, sour and unwelcoming. The bread was as hard as wood. I should have saved the milk to soften it, but Warbeck was in no mood for further delay. He grimaced at my sorry state and hurried me outside. A fresh pain stabbed between my eyes, while I screwed up my face against the brightness of the sun. It was as well that I had once been a cavalryman and knew my way to mounting a horse almost in my sleep. At least this time I didn’t fall. Warbeck led us on, and my mare did as all horses will do if not otherwise steered, and men too: it followed. I dozed as the sun rose through the morning, slumped on the animal’s back and grateful for Warbeck’s silence, my mare vexing him now and then when she stopped to snatch a mouthful of whatever passing vegetation caught her fancy. I did nothing to hurry her along. I barely noticed the lanes and villages through which we passed.

				By the middle of the day my head had begun to clear. I chewed at that piece of bread a while, and gradually became aware that we had not reached the fringes of London as I had imagined, but were in fact deep in the countryside with hills all around us. I drew alongside Warbeck.

				‘Where are we going?’ I asked him.

				Warbeck gave me a look as if mildly surprised to find me still alive. ‘To Cromwell, Falkland. Was that not clear?’ He turned his head away. I supposed he meant to lapse into silence; then a smirk crooked his lip. ‘Do you know how things have changed since the winter, Falkland? Or has it all passed you by?’

				I knew a little, but will admit I had not paid much heed to the affairs of King and Parliament these last few months. I had a notion that the war was coming to some end, although whether in victory for one side or the other, or simply the petering out of a country steeped in exhaustion, I had little idea. It wasn’t my war any more. I’m not sure it ever was.

				‘The King has come to terms.’ Warbeck couldn’t resist a little smugness. ‘You know this could all have ended eighteen months ago? At the tavern where we took your stink and tried to wash it off.’ He sniffed and wrinkled his nose. ‘Without much joy, it seems. The King sent the Duke of Richmond there to negotiate a peace. The arguments lasted almost a month, I believe, but the King asked too much. He’ll rue that. He should have given more when he had the chance. Now he has nothing.’ Warbeck spat, and there was a vicious glee to his words. Perhaps he thought to rile me for all the years I’d fought for the royal standard, but he should have known me better. I was only glad to have an end to it.

				‘Is the King back in London?’ I asked.

				Warbeck let out a little sigh and shook his head. ‘The King is in Newcastle. He surrendered to the Scots a month ago, and now cosies up to them while making new demands. Parliament has yet to agree the terms of his return.’

				‘So men still fight?’

				‘Fight? Hardly. Prince Rupert holds Oxford. His surrender is a formality. Fairfax and Cromwell have the city under siege.’

				Thomas Fairfax. Black Tom, as I had known him. ‘He still commands the New Model Army then?’ I had wondered, after the events of the winter, whether Cromwell would tolerate him.

				‘That he does. There are no other armies left for the King, Falkland. Hopton surrendered back in March and there have been no battles in the field since then. Exeter fell in April, Newark in May. It’s done. Over. Your king has lost.’ My king. Always my king; but I found I could muster no energy to argue.

				Cromwell was camped outside Oxford then, was he? That explained why we weren’t riding for London.

				‘If it’s all done and finished, Warbeck, why bother with me? What do you want?’ I could think of nothing I wanted from him in return, nothing from Cromwell, nothing from any of them. Not one of them could give back these last futile years.

				‘Seeing you as I found you, I wonder very much the same,’ sniffed Warbeck. ‘Perhaps Cromwell will take a look at you and realise he has made a mistake this time.’

				I no longer had a penny to my name. What little I owned, I had lost in that Uxbridge brawl. I could not, I realised, remember the face of the man who felled me.

				‘You may find him in a good mood, though,’ Warbeck chuckled on. ‘His daughter Bridget is about to marry Henry Ireton.’

				The name was familiar. ‘Edgehill?’ I asked, but that wasn’t it. Some other battle, and it took another moment before the name sank deep enough. Ireton had been at Naseby, when Cromwell and Fairfax and the New Model had given the King his most bloody defeat. Prince Rupert had charged Parliament’s left wing and completely broken it. I remembered that charge. I had been a part of it. Ireton had been there, and we had captured him for a time, although the crazed uncertainty of that day made me view everything I remembered through a fog of doubt.

				‘Naseby,’ I muttered.

				‘He was with Cromwell at Gainsborough in ’forty-three, too,’ mused Warbeck. ‘And at the siege of Bristol last September.’ He bared his teeth in what was perhaps meant as a smile. ‘You might even get to see him, if that pleases you.’

				I could not say that it did.

				We rode on through fields and lanes. Warbeck lapsed into silence again, and I found I had nothing to say and no questions to ask. These last six months, since that bleak, lonely Christmas in Launcells, I had searched for where my Caro might have taken our children. I had looked in all the places I could think where she might have sought refuge, and I had found not one trace of her. Towns and cities ravaged by war and siege, those I had found aplenty, but nothing more. Slowly my searching had turned into something else. It was as though my life before I marched with the King to Yorkshire, years ago now, had ceased to exist, or had been an illusion, some trick planted in my memories that had never truly been real. I was, I realised, as lost as they.
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