
New Opening Chapters

These three chapters are from the revised
opening for Splinter Town, Book 1 of the

Splinterton Series

Introducing some of the major characters, and
providing background relating to England’s

goal of capturing The Splinter Town
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Thursday 21st August 1924
Martlet

Deputy Prime Minister James Pentecost paced the upper gallery in
the Houses of Parliament. He was anxious and fretful as he took out
his pocket watch once more. Barely a minute had passed since he
last looked. “Bother the girl! Where is she?”

From the  floor  of  the  Parliament  chamber  Prime Minister  Aiden
Fawkes  looked  up  to  the  gallery,  opened  his  arms  and  mouthed
“Well?” to Pentecost.

Pentecost  shrugged,  helpless.  The  official  State  Opening  of
Parliament was shaping up to be a disaster of historic proportions.

Fawkes turned and muttered to the Member of Parliament for Bath
and Wells, Field Marshal Oswald Hansen. Hansen’s usually intense
and animated face was serene. He placated the Prime Minister and
encouraged him to sit. Fawkes sat on the edge of the front bench on
the  government  side,  fidgeting  and  glancing  occasionally  to  the
regalia  box  and  the  opposition’s  benches  on  the  far  side  of  the
chamber.

In four minutes the King would enter the chamber. According to the
carefully  choreographed  ceremony,  the  King would  then  take  his
seat, and the Master of the Watch was to take the ceremonial orb and
sceptre from the battered burgundy red box on the debating table and
present these symbols of monarchy and power to the King.

Only they were not in the box. They hadn’t been for almost a year,
since just  after the last opening of Parliament.  Pentecost  knew it,
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Fawkes knew it, Hell’s donkeys - even the tea lady probably knew.
And yet events were unrolling with a nightmarish inevitability.

Outside, Martlet was running through Bristol’s central park towards
Parliament,  a  bundle  wrapped in sacking in  her  arms.  A hundred
yards  behind her  six  policemen ran  hard,  sounding their  whistles
whenever breath allowed.

A soldier in ceremonial uniform turned to see the commotion. He
assessed the situation and turned to his walking companion. “Never
fear, Deirdre, I’ll have this sorted momentarily.”

He slunk down into a wrestler’s stance, ready to grab Martlet as she
came close. “Hold it lass! Let’s be having you!”

Martlet was furious. She panted out “Haven’t. Got. TIME for this!”
as she approached.

The soldier grinned and grabbed hold of Martlet. Only… she wasn’t
there.  With  inhuman  speed  she  had  switched  direction  and  now
launched herself from the soldier’s outstretched leg on the other side.
The soldier  screamed at  the  crunch of  his  knee,  but  Martlet  was
propelled forward and over a hedge into the grounds of the Houses
of Parliament.

The  policemen  yelled  at  the  soldier  to  get  out  of  the  way,  then
looked around for Martlet. Deirdre pointed along the path, and the
policemen  continued  on  their  way.  Deirdre  glanced  towards  the
hedge and smiled as she saw Martlet pull a small service doorway
closed behind her.

Inside  the  chamber  invited  dignitaries  were  starting  to  fill  the
benches  that  had  been  installed  for  the  Opening  ceremony.  The
Master of the Watch had moved to the table in preparation for his
small role in the proceedings. He had one hand on the box.
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“Hello  Deputy  Prime Minister,  looks  like  a  good turnout  for  the
event?”

Pentecost was startled by Martlet’s sudden appearance at his side.
“What? Where are the regalia?”

Martlet shrugged. “I don’t have them. Oh look, they’re getting ready
to start!”

A liveried bailiff shouted in a stentorian voice “Prithee be seated!”

The aisles cleared as the last of the attendees found their positions
and sat in preparation for the arrival of the King. It was important to
the bastions of ceremony that all should stand as one for the King’s
entrance into the room.

Suddenly there was a loud cracking of wood as the rearmost bench
collapsed,  sending  assorted  gentlefolk  of  good  breeding  spilling
across the floor.

Pentecost  glared  at  Martlet  as  she  stifled  a  giggle.  Realisation
dawned and he looked down at the Master of the Watch. The Master
didn’t appear to be unduly concerned by the commotion behind him.
He was facing the head of the chamber and both hands were resting
on the burgundy box.

“Your doing?”

“Me? I’ve just arrived. Came right up to watch the ceremony with
you Mr Pentecost.”

Pentecost gave her a stern eyebrow-raised look. She relented. “Well
yes. And I had a little help, I couldn’t risk crossing the House floor
myself.”
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“You have  always  had a  way with  recruiting  assistance  for  your
schemes, Martlet. The Master of the Watch, of course.”

“And someone to cause a distraction - I had no idea what it would
be.  Come  on,  you  have  to  admit  seeing  England’s  finest  go
sprawling was a little funny, right?”

Pentecost  grunted,  but  a  smile  hovered around the corners of  his
mouth.

The  broken  bench  was  removed and  the  dignitaries  were  told  to
stand in place as the King swept into the chamber in a riot of ermine,
velvet, and crown.

“Prithee stand for the King!”

It was a ragged performance, but Pentecost breathed a sigh of relief
as the sceptre and orb were taken from the box and accepted by the
King.

The Prime Minister looked up at Pentecost, a big dopey grin on his
face  as  he  chanced  a  discrete  thumbs  up  at  waist  level.  Oswald
Hansen’s urbane manner had slipped; there was a distinct look of
shock on his face.

“Thank you Martlet, glad you managed to recover the regalia. Only
just in the nick of time mind you, but all’s well now.”

“Oh those aren’t the real ones.”

“WHAT?”

“As far as I can make out, someone had them melted down last year.
Look at Oswald Hansen. Wouldn’t you say it looks like he  wanted
them to be missing? I can’t think why - perhaps he has someone in
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mind to blame for their loss? I’d watch my back around him if I
were you.”

Pentecost  looked  down  at  Oswald  Hansen  who  was  politely
applauding the end of the King’s speech. Oswald’s smile was painted
on  with  a  manic  intensity,  but  the  overwhelming  emotion  he
projected was a burning, malignant fury.

England’s Avarice
Tudor Jones  squinted in  the  sun.  He was sweating after  his  long
climb up from the beach, and then a further hundred steps within the
towering lighthouse.

He paused to catch his breath before turning to the black-clad man
waiting for him at the railings. Behind them the lighthouse’s lamp
sat dormant within the heavy rings of a Fresnel lens.

“Morning Barbican! Aren’t you sweltering in that long coat?”

Clive  Barbican  turned  to  him,  his  face  stone-like  and  impassive.
“Unlike  you,  Jones,  I  know  how  to  pace  myself.  I  saw  you,
scrambling up the steep path like a goat. A wiser man would have
allowed more time and taken the  longer  route.”  He  pointed  to  a
winding path that gave a gradual ascent from the small huddle of
fishing shacks at the island’s Northern end.

Tudor  grinned.  Barbican  had  the  appearance,  and  probably  the
metabolism of a turtle.

Tudor surveyed the windswept island, the lustrous grey-green sea,
and the waves crashing white-foamed onto rocks two hundred feet
below. “So, this has to be by far the most unlikely meeting place for
two  senior  Buckthornes  board  members.  What  do  you  have  in
mind?”
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Barbican pointed to the high-power binocular telescope mounted on
a post at the edge of the platform. “Take a look through that, tell me
what you see will you? I have it all set up, no need to move… For
pity’s sake man. Back to the right a little - see it?”

Tudor  smiled  inwardly  at  having  irritated  Barbican  with  an
unnecessary adjustment to the binoculars. “Some kind of island? I
see lots of buildings in the middle, there must be a very steep hill,
because the buildings must be hundreds of feet above sea level. I can
see a decent sized boat right by the cliff. It has those dark red sails,
like a Thames sailing barge.”

“Not an island, not as such. The town of Splinterton. Those buildings
are built on a platform held aloft above the sea by enormous stilts.
You’re looking at the remnants of an ancient volcano, Jones. The
cliffs are a protective wall, all that’s left of the volcano above the
water. The town itself sits on the submerged basalt plug. God help
me, many’s the time I’ve wished the volcano would erupt and wipe
out that abomination.”

Tudor stood and raised an eyebrow. “Why? What did they ever do to
you?”

"Should  never  have  existed.  That’s  the  last  openly  pantheistic
settlement in Europe. They were on the point of being wiped out five
hundred years ago, yet they were allowed to build their little wooden
town on sticks. And you know what? They prospered. It became a
convenient neutral  location  for  trade  between  France,  Wales,  and
England, so we let them remain independent.

Now they are protected under international law. Never mind what
ungodly perversions they preach.
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They have this cosy little “we’re all  in it  together” mentality and
almost everyone potters around with some little cottage industry or
other. Not a solitary honest to goodness Corporation between them.
Where’s the profit in that?"

Tudor shrugged. “Where’s the profit in us worrying about their little
top-of-a-volcano idyll?”

Barbican  looked him squarely  in  the  eye.  “They  have  things  we
need, Jones. Things that could bring us great profit. What’s more,
Splinterton should be under English governance. And what England
governs,  Buckthornes  profits  from.  It’s  the  established  order  of
things.”

Tudor bent to the telescope again. “Doesn’t look like they’ve got
much. If they have, why don’t we just take it?”

Barbican leant  against  the  railing "Looks can be deceiving.  They
have mineral wealth, and the technical know-how to extract it from
the heart of that old volcano. If we knew how they did that, we could
exploit  the technology in volcanic regions throughout the English
empire.

But we have to be stealthy. England must appear always to operate
from a position of high moral authority in light of the Three Nations
international  treaty.  Also…  it  is  rumoured  that  Splinterton  is
protected. I consider that to be absolute tosh. If they were, why do
the French and Welsh navies have to patrol these waters?"

Tudor stood back. He took a cigarette from a silver case and offered
one to Barbican, who accepted. “Very well, I’m all for a bit of fun if
it can turn a profit. What do you have in mind?”

“For now we wait. I have a couple of people on my payroll on the
island right now, but they are idiots.  Low level  government with
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little  knowledge  and  less  imagination.  Soon  I  will  have  more
effective agents in place, and we’ll see what they uncover that could
be of use to us.”

“I wondered why you dragged me out here for this, Barbican, but I
get it now. Nothing like seeing your objective in the flesh to focus
one’s efforts. Shame really, it looks quite pleasant in a sad run-down
way. We’re going to give them hell.”

Practical Diplomacy
Horse hooves clattered on the cobblestones of the streets, echoing
from the buildings around the entrance to the Bristol docks. The rain
had  passed,  leaving  puddles  and  slick  wet  stone  reflecting  white
moonlight and the gentle yellow glow of gas lit street lamps.

Arthur Greenock pulled down his hat and raised his collar against
the cool night breeze. A trickle ran down the back of his neck from
the upturned collar and he gave an involuntary shiver.

He  paused  for  a  moment,  ducking  into  the  shallow  inset  of  a
doorway.  He  looked  along  the  two  streets  that  merged  with  the
dockside road opposite the doorway, and listened for any sound of
pursuit.

The muted clacking of footsteps paused briefly, then Arthur heard
the change in cadence as a young woman crossed the cobbled street
and walked towards the warm glow of a pub. The sound of a piano
and cheerful drunkenness spilled out as she pulled the door open and
let it close behind her.

He shrugged, thinking “You’re jumping at shadows, Greenock. Just
a working girl. Probably worried you were going to jump out at her
as she walked past.”

9



Arthur hurried on, knowing that he was already late. Behind him the
young woman watched him leave. When he was out of sight she
slipped from the pub doorway and walked briskly to a nearby phone
box.

She gave  a  number to  the  operator  and waited impatiently  to  be
connected.

“He saw me. Outside the Dockers Arms. Looks like he may be going
to the Guildhall, there’s not much else in that direction. Well yes,
apart from a couple of brothels of course. Want me to check in at the
Guildhall? No? Very well, goodnight. I’ll be in the city for a few
more days if you need me again.”

Arthur found the alleyway that led to the back of the old Guildhall.
Walking along it, the light from the street lamps soon faded away.
Tall buildings blocked any illumination from the moon. He fell over
a pile of refuse hidden in the shadows. He landed heavily on a soggy
mattress, he thanked the Mother that his fall was broken, then cursed
softly when his trouser leg was soaked in chill water.

No choice, he had to use a torch if he was going to find his way
along the alleyway. He pulled the square device from his pocket, the
parabolic reflector on the front catching on his coat pocket as he
pulled it free. He held the lens to his chest and slid the top switch.

A little light leaked out into the alleyway and he saw several pairs of
tiny eyes light up around him. He turned the torch forward, pointing
it towards the ground. The rats froze in place. As he moved forward
they ambled out of his path, or continued eating from the discarded
kitchen waste that littered the ground.

Arthur  reached  the  heavy  black  rear  door  of  the  Guildhall.  He
hesitated, wondering if he should knock on the iron-studded oak. A
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movement from the window to his right. Through the dusty pane he
caught a glimpse of a shock of brown hair and a pale face, washed
out by the light from his torch.

The door was opened and Bryn Jones let him in. “You’re bloody
late! I’m going to be honest with you, I nearly left you to it! I’m
supposed to be giving a bloody speech in a minute or three!”

Arthur grinned at his friend. “Go on, quickly. I’ll follow you shortly
and find somewhere at the back of the room to stand, preferably out
of sight.”

“Yes. Well. Remember we’re on dodgy ground here. Technically the
Welsh  delegation  can  invite  consultants  to  this  meeting,  but  the
English may not take kindly to it. Just stay quiet and don’t make a
fuss, understand?”

Arthur shooed Bryn away and took off  his  hat  and coat.  “I’ll  be
along shortly.”

Arthur had other things to check on before joining the back of the
public audience in the main hall.

On his left sleeve Arthur wore the red and blue lightning bolt of the
All-England Union. He made his way to tonight’s objective with an
unhurried and casual air, acknowledging the covert recognition signs
of the few Unionists he passed amongst the back stage crowd.

At last  he located the main speaker at  tonight’s rally.  Member of
Parliament  Field  Marshal  Oswald  Hansen  was  pacing  around  a
private function room. A door opened briefly as a young man left
clutching a clipboard. Arthur counted at least a dozen people in the
room before the door closed again. Hansen was talking excitedly,
striding with manic intensity and gesticulating wildly.
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“Well,  I’m  not  getting  in  there.”  Arthur  looked  at  the  transom
window over the door. He couldn’t eavesdrop in this busy corridor,
but perhaps there were other options.

He entered a dark adjoining room, and quietly pulled a table close to
the door that connected with the private function room. Careful to
avoid being seen, Arthur eased open the top of the transom window
and used a mirror to watch the proceedings.

Hansen was engaged in a verbal sword fight with several seated men
who were checking of items on their lists.

He crossed the room and pointed on one of them. “After I talk about
strength through clear direction and unity of purpose you say?”

“Er, one moment, you’re going out of order. I say ‘But how do we
know the rest of the Union of Kingdoms will stand with us?’”

He looked up. Oswald was livid. “Forget the order! I set the order!
Me!  Get  it?  You  better  be  ready,  no  matter  what!  And  make  it
snappy! Pow! Pow! Pow! The plebs need to be fired up, and that’s
your job. I don’t want you letting me down tonight. Get it right!”

“Perhaps  a  short  break,  Field  Marshal?  A  restorative  powder
perhaps?”

Oswald turned away from the target of his anger, flinging out his
hand in disgust.

“Yes, just a little something to focus the mind perhaps.”

A moment later a look of tranquillity came over him, and the frown
eased into a predatory smile on his gaunt features.

He turned to the “heckler” who was frantically reviewing his lines
and cues. “Sorry if I’m shouting, I’m cutting back on the laudanum
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and I’m a bit on edge. You know how important this is tonight? For
all of us?”

“Yes sir, I won’t let you down sir.”

“See you don’t. How long do we have?”

“You’re due on stage right now sir.”

“Good. We’ll give them five more minutes, build the tension.”

Arthur stepped down from the table in the next room. Time to find a
place at the back of the room near the Welsh delegation. He took off
the sleeve flash and left it in a waste bin at the door.

An hour later Oswald Hansen was energised and triumphant, basking
in the the fierce approval of the crowd.

To open his speech he had raised them up, praising the hardworking
English dockland workers.

Then he had invoked the spectre of foreign forces working against
them, he had instilled the fear of unfair competition, of factories and
docks closing, of no more work for shipbuilders, of starvation and
rampant crime.

He  left  them  wallowing  in  the  darkest  depression,  bringing  on
another speaker to list other countries and how they were breaking
their treaties with England.

Then he stood again and gave them hope. He showed them a path to
a powerful England, rising as a force for God and Law, a beacon that
would bring light to the whole of Europe. The crowd were howling
with militant fervour.
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Bryn Jones found Arthur at the back of the hall. “What are you still
doing  here?  We’re  getting  out  while  we  still  can,  this  crowd  is
turning ugly!”

Arthur nodded and joined the Welsh team, easing their way as best
they could through the tense, excited crowd.

From the stage Oswald Hansen called out “I see our esteemed guests
from the green valleys of Wales are leaving! Give them room, let
them go. Give them a warm friendly slap on the back if you want,
from me.”

“Oh,  and I  heard we had an uninvited guest  from Splinter  Town
Island too. Watch yourselves over there. Stay on our good side, or
we’ll come for you, Splint.”

The crowd started jostling the small Welsh contingent. Arthur saw 
someone pull back to punch Bryn. He pushed forward and took the 
blow on his shoulder, urging Bryn through the doorway and out into 
the hallway. The door was closed behind them, and Arthur and the 
Welsh delegation were escorted out of the building by hard faced 
Unionists.

14



15



I hope you have enjoyed this excerpt from 
the world of Splinterton.

The current books Splinter Town and 
Splinter Town Fall are available now on 
Amazon.com, and the final book in the 
trilogy will be published mid-2023.

Thank you for reading!

Peter Maloy

amazon.com/dp/B0B86KR5V5
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