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Chapter 1
It is a fine October morning as I look out over my estate at Gorhambury. The harvest was good and all things should be well, but there is trouble in the air. A Civil War has just started and the majority of the influential men in St Albans, as well as the rest of Hertfordshire had decided before the outbreak of war to side with the Parliamentarians rather than King Charles. Despite the County’s declared allegiance, there were still many, including myself who are prominent Royalists.
‘My Lord, my Lord.’ It was my faithful manservant Rodney; a small 16 year-old ginger-haired boy, whom I had rescued in Ireland whilst visiting my good friend Sir Patrick three years ago. He was at the time being beaten up by a gang of ruffians who had accused him of stealing eggs from their farm. I saw them off with my trusty blade, brought him back to England and he has been in my service ever since.

‘What is it Rodney?’ I asked. 

‘Parliamentarians,’ he gasped. ’hey are approaching the house.’
‘I had feared this might happen,’ I replied. ‘You had better bring me my sword.’
‘Right away sweet master.’ 

He returned within a minute; I strapped on my sword.

‘Where is my wife Lady Jane?’ I enquired.
‘She is in the kitchen helping prepare tonight’s meal.’
‘Please inform her of the situation, and tell her code red.’
‘Yes sweet master.’
‘And where is my fair daughter, Lady Sarah?’
‘I believe she is in the stables.’
‘Please inform her also.’
‘It’s as good as done sweet master.’
With that he disappeared. I stepped out of the main door just as ten Parliamentarians rode up and dismounted. I addressed the one I believed to be the leader. ‘Pray what can I do for you soldier?’
‘We need refreshment and our horses need watering,’ the leader replied..
‘There are barracks in St Albans which will give you what you need, why have you made this detour?’
‘Maybe there are things here that are not available at St Albans,’ he laughed

The other Parliamentarians also laughed.

‘I do not like your tone of voice, I think you should leave now while you are still able to ride, I withdrew my sword..
He laughed again.

‘One against ten, the odds do not favour you Sir Nicholas.’
‘Two against ten,’ said a voice to the right of me.

We looked round and saw Lady Jane. She was wearing a pair of brown riding trousers with a bright green bodice which showed off her magnificent bosom. That outfit always makes my blood rise; I shall certainly ravage her tonight. 

‘Three against ten.’ another voice came from my left.

My daughter Lady Sarah was standing there. Sixteen years old, despite dressed as a stable lad, her blond hair shone in the late afternoon sun. Her blue eyes sparkled as did the sword she holding. I smiled; both my wife and daughter are accomplished swordsmen. 

When the odds are stacked against you, first identify the leader, take him out, and then go for the next two in the chain of command. I went for the leader whilst Jane and Sarah picked their opponents. It wasn’t much of a contest; I quickly disarmed the leader whilst Jane and Sarah battled quite comfortably with two opponents each. Now Rodney, despite numerous lessons is the worst swordsman on the planet. But he has the heart of a lion and very nibble and has a knack of appearing from nowhere and clouting the opposition on the head with a large wooden club. Within a few minutes three of the soldiers were unconscious, thanks to Rodney. The girls’ opponents were on the ground nursing various sword wounds, whilst the other two didn’t fancy a fight and were last seen galloping towards St Albans. 

‘Now,’ I said addressing the leader who was sitting on the ground looking up at the tip of my sword., ‘You are not welcome here, so be on your way.’   
‘You haven’t heard the last of this.  he scowled..
We threw the unconscious soldiers onto their horses and the leader led his defeated comrades away from the house. That evening we enjoyed a hearty meal of ‘Shoulder of Mutton with Oysters’ washed down with home made Mead. As we laughed and raised a glass to King Charles my daughter, Lady Sarah, noticed two weevils on the bread plate.

‘Daddy dearest, she said. ‘If you had to choose between those two weevils, which one would you choose?’
‘An interesting question dear Sarah. They both look similar, they seen to be the same length, but I think the one nearer the edge of the plate is slightly fatter. I would choose that one.’ 

‘Tut, tut dearest father didn’t you always teach us choose the lesser of two weevils.’
Oh how we laughed, if only life could be like this always. We were then interrupted by a strange ringing sound.

‘Rodney.’ I shouted.. ‘What is that noise?’
‘It’s the phone sweet master.’
But we don’t have phones in 1642 I thought.

I woke up with a start; who’s ringing me at this time in the morning I thought. It was my daughter Sarah.

‘Hi dad, still in bed?’ she asked.
‘What time is it?’ I enquired

‘It’s eight o’clock; I’m just on my way the gym.’
‘That’s nice,’ I replied. ‘What else are you doing today?’
‘Having my hair done in London, and then going to Twickenham for the rugby; probably have a meal in Richmond afterwards; what are you doing?’
‘The usual, I said.
‘It’s been over a year now since mum died, you need to move on. You are still a very attractive man you could find someone else.’
‘No it’s still to soon; don’t worry I’ll be alright. So…” I said trying to change the subject. ‘What have you got on at work next week?
‘Having dinner with Elton’s manager on Monday, on Tuesday, at the Apple studios; do you need any more Beatles CD’s?’
‘Just the White Album, if you can manage that and maybe a few T-shirts.’
‘I’ll see what I can do. Oh, and Thursday I’m off to New York. Got to check on Paul McCartney office; see how they are doing after the divorce.’
‘Who said a chartered accountant life was boring?’
‘Not me dad, got to go now, ring you tomorrow. Bye..’
‘Bye angel.’
What a strange dream I thought, I wonder if it means anything. I dismissed it, got out of bed, showered and prepared for the weekend.

Chapter 2

After completing my ablutions, I made breakfast and read the newspapers. At about noon I was walking around the market, which was what I did most Saturdays. First, a visit to the bank, then to WHSmiths for my lottery tickets, followed by Boots for toiletries.  Visit a few stalls for my fruit and veg, occasionally the pet stall for treats for Blind Bill’s guide dog Cadbury. I always finish off at the flower stall. I been using this stall for forty years; I always bought my mum flowers from this stall until she died suddenly, she was 44 years old. Since I was married I have bought flowers for my wife Jane on a Saturday. I’ve got very friendly with the stall holder John, nice man, same age as me I think. I haven’t told him that my wife has died and he always say’s ‘your wife will like these’. He always does me a good deal. 
I arrived in my local, the Mermaid, about 1:30pm. My friend Colin (the pig farmer) was already propping up the bar accompanied by a pint of cider.

‘Hi, Nick,’ he said. ‘Glad you have turned up, getting a bit lonely. What do you want?’
‘Thanks, I’ll have a pint of Black Angus,’ I replied.
We were served by Ken the landlord. Ken had recently won Hertfordshire Best Beer with Black Angus at a recent Beer Festival.
‘I need a word with you later,’ said Ken. ‘When it gets a bit quieter.’
‘No problem,’ I replied. 

‘What’s that about?’ asked Colin.
‘No idea, but I bet he wants something. Anyway how are you, you look a bit down.’
‘How long have you got?’ he asked.
‘All the time in the world, so fire away.’
‘It’s my wife Elizabeth, she’s gone…..well a bit funny.’
‘Explain.’
‘She won’t come near me, sleeps in the spare room and cries a lot.’
‘Menopause?
‘That’s what I thought at first, but I don’t think it is. She keeps saying that she has betrayed me. I asked her if there was another bloke and she screamed “don’t be stupid”. So I asked her again what she meant and she said she didn’t know. This morning she was crying again and saying that I was going to die and it was all her fault.’
‘She needs to see a doctor.’
‘You’re right; I’ll make an appointment on Monday.’
‘Try and get an emergency one, you need to sort this out as soon as.’

 At this point Ken approached us.

‘Got a minute?’
Colin looked at me and said, ‘That’s okay.’
‘Okay Ken fire away.’
Ken was getting excited.

‘We are hosting a St Albans Pub Quiz competition. Six pubs, including ours, will slug it out for the title of St Albans Pub Quiz Champions.’
‘And?’
‘And I want you to get a team together to represent the Mermaid.’
‘Okay.’
‘What? You’ll do it, no questions asked, no conditions.’
‘What else have I got to do; we haven’t had a murder or kidnapping in here for weeks now.’
‘That’s brilliant. I know you won’t let me down. But there is one condition…..you must have a least one female in the team.’
At that moment Kate, the local alcoholic, walked passed.

‘Who wants a female? she asked. 

‘It’s for the pub’s quiz team,’ said Ken, opening his mouth before engaging his brain.

Both Colin and I gave him a filthy look.

‘Yeh, count me in, I’m good at quizzes.’
Ken looked at us and mouthed ‘Sorry.’

‘So,’ he said quickly. ‘Who else will be in your team, you need six.’
‘Colin,’ I said. ‘Are you up to it?’ 

‘Count me in.’
‘Great, okay….I know. Rodney, Angus and my best mate Don. That should give us a good variety.’
‘Are we going to have practice nights?’ Kate asked, wobbling slightly on her high heels.

‘Yes we can have practice nights, but only if you stay sober,’ I said sternly.
Kate was true to her word and according to Ken, when I popped in after work on Wednesday, he told me she had been sitting in the pub every afternoon this week reading the newspapers and trawling through quiz books. He also mentioned that whenever he wasn’t serving she was asking him to ask her a question.

‘She’s pretty hot on popular literature and pop music.’
‘Well that’s good,’ I replied. ‘And you say she hasn’t touch a drop.’
‘Nothing stronger than orange juice; this could be the beginning of her recovery.’
‘You could be right; she just needs something to focus on. Another soul saved.’
‘Let’s hope’.

At that point Colin walked in.

‘Pint of Cider please Ken.’
‘How did it go with Elizabeth at the doctors?’ I asked.
‘He’s not sure; thinks it’s something psychological, given her some pills. Actually she’s getting worse; I heard her talking to herself the other day. She was talking with a strange accent, like old English and moaning about Oliver Cromwell. Really freaked me out.’
 ‘Still in the spare room then?”

‘Afraid so”

Whether or not it was because I was thinking about Colin’s problem but I didn’t sleep well that night. But when I eventually dropped the dream came back.

I’m drinking in the Blue Boar public house in the Market Place; it’s renowned for its home-made brew. I’m particularly partial to a pint of Cock Ale; the brewer always uses a fresh bird and quality French wine. I’m accompanied by a good friend of mine Sir Angus McGold. We are discussing business. I was just about to order another round when Rodney, my manservant came rushing in.
‘Master, master,’ he cried.  ‘I think there is going to be trouble outside.’
‘What’s happening?’ I asked.
‘The High sheriff of Hertfordshire, Sir Thomas Coningsbury with some others is reading a proclamation from Charles offering an amnesty to all who would no longer fight against him.’
‘And what’s the problem with that?’
‘Cromwell and his troops are just down the road.’
‘Shit!’
We rushed outside, but it was too late, Cromwell had arrived and Sir Thomas was being manhandled away by the roundheads. I went to draw my sword but Sir Angus stopped me.

‘Today is not a good day to die laddie, put ye sword away and we’ll live to fight another day.’
The last we heard of him that he was taken to the Tower of London.

Once order had been restored Rodney and I rode back to Gorhambury with heavy hearts. We were greeted by my daughter Lady Sarah, who informed us that my sister-in-law had come to visit. Her name was Elizabeth and she was married to Sir Thomas Fairfax, the Commander of Parliament’s New Model Army. Not a pleasant man and not one to tangle with. Elizabeth was fair skinned, blonde hair and an all-woman figure. She and her sister Lady Jane are devoted to each other. Supper was being served as I entered the dining room. We were having a particular favourite of mine Potage of Venison followed by apple pie.

‘Why is that bell ringing Rodney?’ I shouted.
‘It’s your alarm, sweet master.’
Bollocks I thought.

Chapter 3

On Thursday evenings I always go out with my best mate Don Patrick. We visit a few pubs, try some new beers and put the world to right. We had heard there was a new band on at the Farmers Boy so we decided to check it out. Timothy Taylor’s Landlord is our choice of beer this evening; at 4.3% it won’t give us a headache in the morning. Apparently it’s Madonna favourite beer. The band performing tonight are called ‘Elephant Shelf’ and the lead singer and guitarist is a transvestite.  He is joined by a female singer (I think she is a woman) who is an excellent singer but doesn’t look comfortable performing. The band have a good following but their own songs are a bit to repetitive; we only stayed for one. We left the Farmers Boy and made our way to the White Lion and ordered two pints of Black Sheep. We sat down and I told Don about the dreams I have having and Colin’s problems with Elizabeth.

‘The strange thing is, is that in my dream Colin’s wife Elizabeth is Jane’s sister. My dreams are set in the 17th century and Colin’s wife is talking in old English.’
‘I remember reading a book once’, said Don. ‘It was called Green Darkness, and I think it was by Anya Seton. It was about past life regression. It’s a story of undying love that combines mysticism, suspense, mystery, and romance into a web of good and evil that stretches from 16th-century England to the present day. Richard Marsdon marries a young American woman named Celia, brings her to live at his English estate, and all seems to be going well. But now Richard has become withdrawn, and Celia is constantly haunted by a vague dread. When she suffers a breakdown and wavers between life and death, a wise doctor realises that only by forcing Celia to relive her past can he enable her to escape her illness. Celia travels back 400 years in time to her past life as a beautiful but doomed servant.  
I think that Elizabeth has the same problem and I think you have a part to play”

‘All sounds a bit far fetched to me, but you may be right. So what do we do?’
‘You need to do a bit of research on past life regression and then try to find a local practitioner.’
‘Drink up, we’ll do it now’.

We called for a taxi and within 30 minutes we had found a past life regression practitioner in St Albans, her name was Carolyn Proctor.

‘I’ll call her tomorrow,” I said, as Don left to make the short walk home. 

I phoned Carolyn on Friday and after a long discussion I made an appointment for Monday evening. I then had to contact Colin and persuade him; I’ll wait till this evening and catch him the Mermaid after work. I never, if I can help it, teach on a Friday afternoon, it’s just a waste of time. So I spent the afternoon preparing myself for the weekend. I changed into something more comfortable, light brown chinos and a t-shirt sporting the motto If found return to the pub. Colin usually arrives at the pub about 5:30 pm, I had plenty of time so I thought I’d watch a DVD and chill out. I poured myself a glass of Laphroaig and started watching Sliding Doors staring Gwyneth Paltrow. I love this film and it really makes you think how a split second in your life can change you whole future. 
The usual crowd was gathered and all sitting outside as the weather was still relatively warm. I ordered a pint of Naked Ladies from the Twickenham brewery. Not a bad pint at 4.4%, quite hoppy which gave it a real bitter taste. I sat with Colin and explained what I had done.

‘So what do you think, are you up for it?  I asked.
‘It’s an interesting theory, but do you believe in past life regression?’ 
‘I have an open mine, but it’s worth a try.’
‘Well, Elizabeth is getting worse; I’m at my wits end.’
‘Okay I’ll pick up both up on Monday.’ 

Ken, the landlord was collecting glasses, saw me and came over.

‘All ready for next week? said asked, all excited.
‘Ready for what?’  I had no idea what he was talking about.
‘You’re a card Nick, you know the quiz.’
‘Just kidding Ken; what night is it?’
He was now starting to get annoyed. ‘It’s next Thursday.’
‘Of course it is, all in hand.’
‘It better be, I’m relying on you.’ He finished collecting the empties and stormed off.

‘You hadn’t actually forgotten it, had you?’ asked Colin.

‘It just slipped my mind; I’m more concerned with your problems.’
‘That’s nice; let’s just hope they’re solved before next Thursday.’
Chapter 4

The three of us arrived at Carolyn’s house on Monday evening; she lives in a prestigious part of St Albans. We were led though to her consulting room, a cross between a study and a lounge; it had been added to the main building. The room consisted of a large Victorian desk, a bookcase full of reference books on hypnosis, regression and the like. There was a two-seater settee and two matching chairs and a large recliner which I assumed (rightly) was the famous ‘couch’. The room was well decorated in pastel beige with a few expensive looking prints. We sat down and looked at Carolyn.  I would say she was mid-forties, average height, somewhere between plain and almost attractive with shoulder length blonde hair. Carolyn spoke first, ‘I have never come across a situation where more than one person was involved simultaneously. We could be onto something quite unique and very exciting. I am going to put each of you in turn under and see where this leads us. I think we should start with Elizabeth.’ 

Since I picked them both up Elizabeth had not said a word, In fact you could say she was almost trance like. I thought it won’t take much to put her under. Colin helped Elizabeth up and escorted her to the recliner. Once she seemed comfortable Carolyn picked up a candle, lit it and sat next her. She lifted the candle into Elizabeth’s vision and said
‘One, two, three, four, five, SLEEP.’
Elizabeth went straight under. Bloody marvelous I thought.

‘What is your name?’
‘Elizabeth Fairfax’
‘What year is it?”

‘1643’
‘Where are you?’
‘At my sister’s house on the Gorhambury estate.’
‘Are you happy?’
‘No.’
‘Will you tell us why?’
‘I’m having dinner with my sister Jane we are having Potage of Venison followed by apple pie. Her husband Sir Nicholas is here and also their daughter Sarah.

‘What troubles thee dear sister?’ asks Jane.
‘I’m not happy sweet sister, my husband Sir Thomas is such a brute of a man. I curse the day our father introduced him to me.’
‘He seemed such a good catch, he has wealth, position and very ambitious.’
‘But he is not a kind and gentle husband; he treats me like a slave.’
‘I cannot believe he would treat you that way.’ 

‘Believe me, I can only take so much, but he is the limit.’
“Tell me sweet sister; give me an example of his wickedness”

‘He has terrible, vile habits in the bedroom. His hands are so rough I have sores on my delicate breasts. And when he takes me it’s so awful; I’ve seen dogs in the street with more finesse. And sometimes, I can hardly bring myself to say it; he makes me use a candle and pleasures himself whilst watching. And his breath is so bad it could fell a horse.’
‘The scoundrel!’ Sir Nicholas screamed. ‘I shall run him though with my trusty sword.’
I started crying.

‘Don’t worry dears sister we will protect you. You can stay here as long as you like.’
Tears started to appear on Elizabeth’s cheek.
‘One, two, three WAKE.’
Elizabeth sat up and went back to her seat, she didn’t say a thing.

‘Colin are you ready?’
‘As well as I will ever be.’
Colin made himself comfortable in the recliner. Elizabeth raised the candle.

‘One, two, three, four, five, SLEEP.’
Colin went straight out; she’s good I thought.

‘What is your name?’
‘Colin.’
‘What year is it?’
‘1643’
‘Where are you?’
‘I’m attending my pigs in the top field on the Gorhambury estate”
‘Are you happy?’
‘Very’
‘Can you tell me why?’
‘I love my job looking after my pigs, but it gets a bit lonely, due to the fact that pigs don’t have much conversation. Not that they aren’t intelligent animals but I would occasionally like some human companionship. But lately Lady Elizabeth has been visiting me. She’s the sister of my mistress and she’s staying here for a while. I think she is sweet on me cos she’s been up here talking to me every afternoon since she arrived.’  
‘One, two, three WAKE.’
‘Tell you later,’ I replied.
Carolyn was next to speak, ‘This is fantastic, we have got a definite connection between Elizabeth and Colin in 1643.’
She was busy scribbling down notes. ‘Now let’s see where you fit in Nick.’
I reluctantly sat in the recliner. I was nervous, I hate not being in control, but I thought it is for the best.

‘One, two, three, four, five, SLEEP.’
‘What is your name?’
‘Sir Nicholas Capel.’
‘What year is it?’
‘1643’
‘What is your occupation?’
‘Gentleman farmer, and Adventurer.’
‘Where are you now?’
‘I’m in study of my house in Gorhambury.’
‘Are you happy?’
‘I’m confused; I have a potential problem that I’m not certain how to handle. Rumour has it that one of my farm hands, an excellent chap called Colin is smitten with my sister-in-law Elizabeth. And by the smile on her face lately it could be mutual.  I know she is married to that brute of a man Sir Thomas and I’m glad that she has found happiness, but I’m worried that he might find out. The consequences could be very serious.’
‘One, two, three WAKE.
I sheepishly went back to my chair. We all looked at Carolyn. She looked like the cat that had drunk all the cream and discovered she had two tails.

‘This is brilliant.’ she said.
‘But what now?’ asked Colin.
‘If she’s up to it I would like to put Elizabeth under again.’
‘Okay.’
Elizabeth was helped back into the recliner.
‘Look into the candle, one, two, three, four, five SLEEP.’ 

‘Elizabeth tell us what you are doing’
‘I’m walking through the long grass back to the house, I’ve been with Colin. He took me into the barn; it was the first time we had laid together. He was so gentle; he removed each item of clothing so slowly and delicately. And when I was naked he kissed and caressed every part of my body. He slowly ran his fingers up and down my curves just stopping short of my intimate parts. I was so ready for him. Then he entered me and even though he is hung like a donkey I felt no pain only pleasure. He did not hurry, just gentle rhythmic thrusts sending waves of pleasure through my arched body. Then something happened that has never happened before. I could feel something stirring deep down in my loins. As the rhythm of his thrusts increased so did the feeling; then it happened. I was overcome with pleasure. I wanted to shout the roof off; I wanted to squeeze this man so much. Then the calm came, he withdrew from me and rolled over. But he didn’t fall asleep like my husband, he put his arm around my shoulder, pulled me close and I snuggled into his manly chest. We lay they for about ten minutes, it was heaven, and then I thought ‘I could do that again’. So I gently started to caress his manhood, it didn’t take long to respond. I thought ‘you are a big boy’. He started to move but I pushed him back, “my turn” I said. I sat astride him and without any inhibitions I rode him to my hearts content. I could feel that feeling starting to stir, but this time I could control it. But when it came it was much more intense than the previous time. This time I screamed, I screamed so loud that every bird in every tree on the Gorhambury estate took flight. 
I think I love my pig farmer. I shall seek out my sister and ask for her counsel.’    
One, two, three, WAKE

We all looked at each, ‘You little devil, Colin,’ I said, smirking from ear to ear. ‘Didn’t know you had it in you.’
If there was a competition for men blushing Colin would have won first place. Carolyn was also looking a little flushed; Elizabeth was still very quiet. 

‘So what happens now?’ I asked

‘I not sure, but come again tomorrow, we must find out what happens next.’
We said our goodbyes and I drove Colin and Elizabeth home. 

Chapter 5
After dropping off Colin and Elizabeth I decided I needed a drink. I’ll just have the one as I was driving. I parked in the Mermaid car park and ventured inside, Rodney and Angus where there deep in conversation.
‘Hello lads, can I join you?’
‘Of course ye can laddie, let me buy yer a pint.’
‘Thanks Angus; lets see what’s on.’
I looked on the blackboard and checked out the guest ales.

I chose Titanic Stout for a change. Its finish is smoky, woody, hoppy, dry, fruity and quenching. 

Ken, came to serve, ‘What’s it to be?’
‘I think I could sink a Titanic.’
He winced

‘That’ll definitely go down well.’
‘Every bloody time we have Titanic on you come out with the same corny jokes.’
‘Sorry Ken, force of habit. Can I have some ice with it?’
Angus and Rodney were sniggering; although they had heard them a thousand times before, they love it when I wind Ken up.
‘Tell you a quick joke Ken.’
‘Go on, but make it quick.’
‘Right; there was and Jew and a Chinaman sitting in a bar, the Jew turned to the Chinaman and smacked round the face, “That’s for Peal Harbour” he said. “That was the Japanese not the Chinese” the Chinaman replied. The Jew said “Japanese Chinese, all the same to me. A minute late the Chinaman turned to the Jew and smacked him round the face and said “That’s for sinking the Titanic”. The Jew said that wasn’t the Jews that were an iceberg”. The Chinaman relied “Goldberg, Pallenberg, iceberg, all the same to me.’  

‘God give me strength.’
‘It’s the way I tell them, Ken.’
Ken disappeared to serve another customer.

‘You seem a bit high tonight, Nick,’ said Rodney. ‘What have you been up to?’
‘You wouldn’t believe it if I told you but I shall.’
So I explained how I took Colin and Elizabeth to see Carolyn and how our lives were connected in 17th century England. I didn’t tell them the intimate details.

‘That’s extraordinary,’ exclaimed Rodney. ‘When are you going again?’
‘Tomorrow,’ I replied. ‘But enough about me what’s new with you. Are you ready for the quiz?’
‘No problem,’ said Angus. ‘My mind is like a finely tuned encyclopedia and Kate is still sober.’
‘It’s a week of miracles.’
‘I’ll tell ye laddie, I’m seeing in her in a different light now she’s sobered up. She’s quite intelligent and not back looking. I think I might ask her out.’
‘You’re nearly twenty years older than her.’
‘What is age, just a number? Anyway I think she has the hots for me, she likes a more mature man.’  

‘Well you go for it mate, but just be careful.’
‘What do yer mean?’
‘Remember Mary, she threatened to cut you nuts off.’
‘Yer right, I’ll leave it for a while.’
Colin, Elizabeth and I arrived at Carolyn’s the same time as yesterday and were ushered in to her consulting room. Elizabeth was first in the recliner.
‘Look into the candle, one, two, three, four, five SLEEP.’
‘Elizabeth tell us what you are doing?’
‘I’m in my bedroom crying, my husband has just given me a good thrashing I don’t know what to do. I feel like ending it all.’
‘What has happened?’
‘I’m back at home; my husband has been away with the New Model Army, that’s why I was staying with my sister. But now he’s back and the moment I have been dreading has arrived. He wants me. His latest thing is for me to slowly take all my clothes off and parade naked up and down in front of him whilst he gets himself aroused. It was going okay until he stopped playing with himself, pulled me to the bed and felt my tummy. He had already mentioned I was looking a bit plump around the middle. It didn’t take him long to realized I was with child. He knew it wasn’t his so he beat me until I had told him who the father was. I’ve just dragged myself to the window and saw him riding off in the direction of St Albans. I don’t know what to do; I’ve surely betrayed by beloved Colin and he’ll be dead before nightfall. I think I’ll take my own life and be with Colin in heaven.’
‘One, two, three, WAKE’
We all looked at each other. Carolyn was the first to speak.
‘Well it is pretty obvious what the problem is; she thinks she’s betrayed Colin.’ 

‘So what happens now?’ I enquired.
‘I need to think and do some research, but come back tomorrow and we’ll take it from there.’
Chapter 6
Wednesday evening arrived and we are back at Carolyn’s.
‘I haven’t slept wink thinking about this case’ she said. “But I’ve come to a conclusion.’
‘Which is?’ I asked.
‘I think you are the key to solving this, I want you to go under again.’
‘Okay, if you insist.’
Look into the candle, one, two, three, four, five SLEEP.

‘Sir Nicholas, can you tell us what is happening?’
‘I’m in my study answering some correspondence when my manservant Rodney rushes in. “Master, master, Sir Thomas is here. He’s looking for Colin the pig farmer, he doesn’t look happy’
‘Which way did he head?’
‘Towards the top field..’
‘Then there’s no time to loose.’
I grabbed my sword and we ran like the wind towards the top field. When we arrived we could see Sir Thomas’s horse outside the old barn. We keep bales of straw in there. Sir Thomas had corned Colin in the barn and although armed with a pitch-fork he was no match for a trained soldier like Sir Thomas. 

‘Leave him be.’ I shouted as I entered the barn.
‘Keep your nose out of this Royalist.’ he sneered.’
‘He is in my employ therefore under my protection. If you want to kill him you’ll have to kill me first,’

‘My pleasure,’ he turned and faced me.

Now I’m a good swordsman and the match for most men, but I knew Sir Thomas was better. We traded blows for a while as I tried to find a weakness. He was good and I knew he was just toying with me.
‘Is this the best you’ve got,’ I taunted him.
‘Don’t like to make it quick I like to play with my opponent, give them a false sense of security.’
‘Makes a change from playing with yourself.’
That seemed to touch a nerve,
‘You’ve asked for it now; prepare to die.’
This sudden surge came as a bit of a shock and the point of his blade cut my wrist causing me to drop my sword. 

‘Prepare to die Royalist pig.’
I stumbled as I stepped back to avoid his deadly lunge. I was on my back as he lifted his sword to finish me off. A sickly grin came over his face I frantically reached out trying to find a weapon. My luck was in as I felt the handle of Colin pitch-fork. As quick as lightning I lifted it up and thrust it deep into Sir Thomas’s chest. He fell to his knees trying to pull the pitch-fork out.

‘Let me help you,’ I said and pulled it out. Then with all my might thrust it back deep in his heart.

 He was dead.

Rodney and Colin run up to me.

‘Well done sweet master, I thought you were done for.’
‘I was never in doubt, said Colin.
We stood there for a while whilst I got my breath back. Then Colin gasped ‘What about Elizabeth, do you think she will be alright?’
‘How” long will it take to ride to Hertford Rodney?’
‘No more than an hour my sweet Lord.’
‘Then saddle horses for Colin and I; for we shall ride to Hertford, there is no time to spare”

‘What about Sir Thomas?’
‘Dispose of the body Rodney; I believe the pigs need feeding.’
So Colin and I rode to Hertford. When we reached Elizabeth’s home we were greeted by her housekeeper Ethel.

‘Where is your mistress dear Ethel?’
‘She was feeling unwell and has taken to her room.’
‘Quickly woman take us to her room.’
We found Elizabeth slumped on her bed; there were traces of a green plant around her mouth and leaves on her pillow I rushed over to her.

‘Hemlock.’
‘Oh no,’ Cried Colin. ‘Is she…….dead.’
‘She is still breathing, but it is only a matter of time.’
‘Is there anything we can do?’
‘I’m afraid not.’
Colin started sobbing

Ethel stepped forward, ‘I know a witch in Bengeo who has a cure for Hemlock poisoning.’
‘Then I shall ride to Bengeo and seek out the witch’.

‘She is known as the wise woman.’
As a left the room I turned to Colin and said ‘Fear not my friend I shall find this witch return with the potion and save your beloved Elizabeth. Oh, try and make her vomit, it might help.’
Bengeo is a little hamlet a few miles outside Hertford with just a few dwellings. I dismounted.
‘Tell me Old crone, is this Bengeo? ‘
 ‘That it be, that it be.’ 

‘Yes it is. Not that it be. You don't have to talk in that stupid voice to me. I'm not a tourist. I seek information about a Wise woman.” 
 
‘Ah, the Wise woman; the Wise woman.’ 
 
‘Yes, the Wise woman.’
 
‘Two things, my lord, must thee know of the Wise woman. First, she is ... a woman, and second, she is ... ‘

‘.. wise?’ 

‘You do know her then?’

‘No, just a wild stab in the dark which is incidentally what you'll be getting if you don't start being a bit more helpful. Do you know where she lives?’ 
 ‘Of course.’
 ‘Where?’ 
‘Here. Do you have an appointment?” 
 ‘No.’ 
 ‘Well, you can go in anyway.’
’Thank you Old crone, here is a gold sovereign.....which I'm not going to give to you”
I entered a cave, it was dark, very dark……..

‘What happened next?’ Carolyn asked.
Silence.

‘One, two, three, WAKE’ 

‘What happened?’ I asked

Colin answered ‘Well basically, you’ve killed Sir Thomas, fed him to the pigs, Elizabeth has been poisoned and you have run off to find a witch.’
‘Quiet evening then; so what happens now.’
Carolyn looked thoughtful. ‘We need to put Elizabeth under again, we need to find out if she dies or recovers.’
I stood up from the couch and Colin helped Elizabeth to get comfortable. Carolyn light another candle and said again “Look into the flame, one, two, three, four, five SLEEP” 

Elizabeth went under straight away.

‘Elizabeth, where are you?’
‘Surrounded by friends
yet all alone
the one I loved
God has called home
the hugs of friends
helps ease the pain
and I know my loss
is my loved one's gain
but tears now flow
across my face
as I long for just
one more embrace
then comfort comes
and I see Christ's face
He hugs my loved one
and I feel God's grace”
Carolyn whispered “It’s a poem about death”
‘When I open my eyes, I shall be with Colin in heaven and we shall be together for ever. But I’m scared, deep down I know Jesus will bless our love because it is true and pure. But what if those bloody Catholics are right and I wake up in hell. No, my faith is strong and I shall open my eyes……….Colin my darling you are here waiting for me. Are we in heaven or hell?’
‘Actually we’re in your bedroom. You haven’t died; Sir Nicholas acquired a potion to make you better.’
‘And what of my husband?’
‘He won’t be bothering you again, had a little accident…..with a pitch fork.’
‘One, two, three, WAKE.’ 

Elizabeth woke immediately, smiling brightly, jumped off the couch and ran straight into the arms of Colin.

Carolyn turned to Nick, smiled and said, ‘we cracked it.’ 
Chapter 7
Don and I arrived at the Mermaid about 8:30pm on Thursday and made our way to the bar. I looked around; the rest of our team was seated at a table, there were two spare seats. 

‘Two pints of Black Angus please Ken, everything alright?’ I asked.
He looked worried, “Kate’s off her head already.’
‘I thought she was on the wagon.’
‘She was, but she is a bag of nerves. She’s been drinking all day.’
‘That’s all we need; still we just have to make the most of it,’
We joined the team.

‘All right lads.’ 

They looked a bit down.

‘Come on,’ I said. ‘This is our night.’
‘Course it is,’ said Angus. .We’ll wipe the floor with them.’
‘You alright, Colin,’ I asked. ‘How’s Elizabeth?’
‘Yes, she’s a lot better; got her last session tonight,’ he replied.
‘That’s good, how are the other things?’
‘Not yet, but she is back in my bed.’
‘That’s a good sign; any day now then.’
‘Let’s hope so.’
There was a load screech from the microphone followed by ‘testing, testing’.

A portly gentleman with a round face who introduced himself as Tom was our Quizmaster for the evening. 

‘Well good evening one and all and welcome to the first St Albans Pub Quiz. Tonight’s teams are the White Lion, The Speckled Hen, The Crown, The Jolly Sailor, the Rats Castle and our hosts the Mermaid.’
There was a round of applause after each pub was announced.

‘Now let me explain the rules; there are six rounds which includes one picture round. Each round will consist of ten questions. Each team is allowed to play one joker, this will double your points for that round. The joker must be handed to me before your chosen round. Any questions?’
After the usual heckling, where’s the toilet, what’s the first answer and so on he continued.

‘The categories for each round have been placed on your table, but be careful some rounds are harder than others.’
We all looked.

‘What do you think?’ I asked.
‘Not sure,’ said Don. “What about sport?’
‘Always dodgy,’ I replied. ‘They usually ask questions about unusual sports.’
‘Nick’s right,’ said Angus. ‘Let’s leave it for a while and see how we get on.’
The first round was on literature.

‘Your specialist subject Kate,’ said Rodney.
‘Looking forward to it, relied Kate. ‘But must just go to the loo first.’
She somehow staggered around the table and wobbled to the toilet.

No one played the joker and thanks to Rodney who answered most of the questions we scored eight points. Kate reappeared.

‘Right I’m ready” 

No one spoke.

Round two was sport; the White Lion and the Jolly Sailor played there joker. I was right about the Sports round, the questions were very obscure, but Don and Colin did exceptionally well with some inspired guesses. We got seven correct. The White Lion got eight correct which gave the 16 points. They were now in the lead with 23 points. The Jolly Sailor didn’t fare so well and only scored 12 points with their joker. 
Round three – music. We were tempted to play the joker, but something stopped us. I couldn’t explain what it was. We were happy with eight correct. Both the Crown and Speckled Hen played their jokers and scored 14 and 16 points respectively.
At the interval the scores were as followed.

1. White Lion     
33 points
2. Specked Hen  
31 points

3. Crown             
30 points

4. Jolly Sailor      26 points

5. Mermaid          23 points

6. Rat’s Castle     19 points

We weren’t too despondent during the break, drinks were ordered and sandwiches appeared and we still had our joker to play. So far Kate had failed to answer a single question, but she seemed to be enjoying herself more than the rest of us. I couldn’t have chosen a more competitive team if I had tried. What a great bunch of mates. 
Round 4 was the picture round, you had to be lucky with this round. The Rat’s Castle played their joker, we resisted. The picture sheet was handed out. ‘Shit’ I thought. I think we have made a big mistake. There were ten pictures of characters from the Harry Potter films; I knew them all. Our first maximum points. 
Round 5 – Entertainment. 

‘I think we should play our Joker,’ said Rodney.
‘What do the rest of you think,’ I asked.
‘You’re pretty good at entertainment Nick,’ said Don.
‘Something is telling me to hold fast,’ said Colin.
I’m getting the same feeling,’ agreed Angus. ‘Since you have been involved in this regression lark, I’m getting some weird feelings.’
‘Tell me about,’ I said. “Okay we’ll hold it to the last round.’
Kate had now passed out

We worked well together and managed eight points. The Crown and White Lion scored maximum points. 
‘Check the score Rodney, how many do we need to win?’ I asked.
‘As it stands we are last, ten points behind. All the other teams have played their jokers. If we get maximum points we could still win.’
Kate was still fast asleep, but worse she was now snoring.

Tom the quizmaster was now getting into position.

‘Are you ready for the last round? Still all to play for; the last round is Pot Luck. I see that the Mermaid are playing their Joker; so good luck to you all.’
‘Question 1 - Which DJ played the first record on Radio One?’
‘Standard question,’ I said. ‘Tony Blackburn.’
Everybody agreed

‘Question 2 - Which two bond films did the villian Jaws appear?

‘Carry on like this and we have a chance – Moonraker and The Spy Who Loved Me, all agree,’ I asked.

The team all smiled and nodded.

Kate snoring was getting louder and someone from the opposition was throwing peanuts at her.

Question 3 - Which Artist first took Unchained Melody to Number One in the charts?
‘I know this,’ I exclaimed. ‘Jimmy Young.’
‘Are you sure laddie?’ asked Angus.
‘It’s my favourite song, not that version of course. Trust me I’m a lecturer.’
I was really getting excited; my heart was pounding and my mouth drying out quicker than a baby’s nappy in a dessert.

‘Question 4 - What was the former name of Iceland?’
Silence, everyone was shaking their head. 

‘For crying out loud we’re trying to think here, can’t you stop that silly cow from snoring,’ shouted a member from the White Lion team. Colin, who was sitting next to Kate, gave her a quick prod. 
‘Sorry about that,’ said Kate. “Must have dropped off for a second; what was the question?”

‘What was the former name of Iceland?’ said Rodney, who was sitting on her other side.

‘Easy,’ she replied “Bejam.’ Then went back to sleep.

‘Good girl,’ said Colin as he planted a big kiss on the cheek of the lifeless body beside him. 

‘Question 5 - What colour shirts did Manchester United wear in the 1968 European Cup Final?’
‘Easy,’ said Don. ‘It was blue; Nick bought me the exact replica shirt a few years ago for Christmas.’
Halfway there I thought, if only the next five are as easy. I looked to the heavens and whispered a short prayer.

‘Question 6 - British Lop, Landrace, Middle White are all breeds of what type of animal?’
We all turned to Colin, he just smiled and nodded. Don wrote ‘Pigs’ on the answer sheet

‘Question 7 - What is a Sgian Dubh?’
‘What the fuck is that?’ asked Colin.
‘It’s a wee black dagger,’ smirked Angus

‘Question 8 - What type of food is a Bombay Duck?’
We all laughed; oh how we love our Indian food. Don wrote ‘a small dried fish’

“Question 9 - Which author wrote the Agatha Raisin series of books?’
Rodney was first to speak ‘Agatha, dear Agatha, oh how I love thee…. M.C.Beaton.’
The last question I thought, if we get this right we have definitely won.
‘Last question; question 10 - What year saw the start of the English Civil War?’
We gave out an almighty roar; the Gods have surly been kind to us tonight. Don confirmed the answer -1642 wrote it down and handed in our answer sheet.

We gave Kate a good shove to wake her up as we waited patiently for the answers and the final results. Ken came rushing over.

‘How do you think you have done?’ He asked, all excited.

‘Fingers crossed,’ I said. ‘But it should be in the bag.’
‘Do you need any more drinks, on the house?’
I looked around they all nodded.

‘Same again them and a large black coffee for Kate.’
Ken brought over the drinks and waited with us whilst the answers and results were read. Tom got back to his position, tapped on the mike and said

‘Quiet please, her are the answers to round 10, Pot Luck.’
We knew that all our answers were correct and we cheered loudly as each answer was read out.

‘And now the final results,’ announced Tom. ‘In joint 5th place with 50 points – The Jolly Sailor and the Rats Castle.’
We all gave a round of applause

‘In fourth place with 54 points – The Speckled Hen.’
More applause

‘In third place with a very respectable 54 points – The Crown’
More applause

‘Now the moment you have all been waiting for, just one point separating the top two teams. The White Lion have 60 points, but the Mermaid have 61 points. Congratulations Mermaid.’
The pub erupted, Ken was screaming at the top of his voice. All the other teams came over to congratulate us, as Tom tried to get order so he could present the trophy. It took him at least five minutes but eventually we settled down enough to hear him say ‘Quiet please just for a moment. I would like to present this lovely trophy to the captain of the winning team. Could you please make your way up.’
We all looked at each other, nodded.

‘Up you go, Kate,’ I said. ‘We voted you captain.’
A little shocked but beaming like a Cheshire Cat she somehow managed to walk to Tom and collected our trophy. She raised it above her head and received the loudest cheer of the night.  
Unbeknown to us amongst the mayhem Elizabeth had entered the pub. She bought herself a drink but stayed out of our sight. After the presentations were over she approached our table. 

‘Looks like you’ve had a good night,’ She said.
‘We’ve had a great night, got a bit lucky at the end though,’ said Colin.
‘Well big boy, your luck isn’t going to stop here. Grab your coat; I need a good seeing to.’
In all my years I’ve never seen Colin move so fast. But just before he left he turned to me and said, ‘Thanks mate.’
‘No problem.’
Apologies to Ben Elton/Richard Curtis for pinching a couple of their lines

Nb: All characters in this novel are entirely fictitious and any similarity to actual people is purely coincidental.

(allen nicklin2009






