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Chapter 2 

And so we packed up and moved out. I didn’t know what a Namur was, or a Compte, or 

an Etien, but whatever they were the news sure lit a fire under Madeleine. 

Actually, I lie. Etien is a name. And Compte means Count. So Etien is the Count of 

Namur. But I still didn’t know what a Namur was. 

There was some debate, apparently, over what to do about me. I gather the options were 

to take me along or just leave me there. I’m not sure which choice would have been preferable, 

but that didn’t matter—nobody asked for my opinion. They decided to take me, whether I liked 

it or not. 

Fortunately I didn’t have to make the trip wrapped only in a blanket. The three dead guys 

had been wearing armorish garments made of leather, but they’d had some normal clothes—if 

you could call it that—in their rather limited baggage. 

“Put these on,” Cyril had said, tossing me a bundle. It was a quick, no-warning throw; 

I’m pretty sure he was seeing whether I’d let go of the blanket or just let the clothes fall in the 

mud. I managed to catch them one-handed while holding the blanket into place, but if I’d failed 

to amuse him, his disappointment didn’t last long. 

“This has got to be some kind of joke, right?” I muttered, sorting out the contents of the 

bundle while the camp was disassembling around me. I glanced around, trying to look like I 

wasn’t glancing around. How the hell did these people wear this stuff, anyway? A couple of belts. 

A dress-like thing. A pair of—leggings, I guess you’d call them. Or perhaps hip-length socks. 

People were beginning to stare. 

“What, you’ve never seen a guy put some clothes on before?” I grumbled. I said it in 

English, cause I figured it would sound just as ridiculous either way. 

The dress thing—wait, there were two of them—would at least get me not-naked, so I 

put that on first, then sat down to put on the pantyhose-without-the-panties. Someone snickered. 

I looked up. Everyone had stopped what they were doing. 

“Do they not have clothes where you are from, Martin?” Lady Madeleine asked. It was 

clearly a rhetorical question, but Gaspard peered on from the back of the crowd, for all the world 

genuinely curious about my answer. 

My mind raced for a witty retort that I could successfully translate into French. Nothing. 

Plan B: A vaguely amusing answer in English. Nope. Instead, I just mumbled, “Not like these.” 
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The axe guy that wasn’t Gigot got helpful: “Try putting those on your arms,” he 

suggested. I was holding the stocking thing. Cyril snickered. Celestine punched him in the arm. 

“Help him!” 

“You help him,” Cyril answered. Celestine’s eyes went wide at the suggestion, and 

Madeleine shot him a withering glance. 

“I will help you,” Gigot said, stepping forward and taking my elbow. He maneuvered us 

behind a holly bush and took the bundle of clothes, giving them a quick once-over. 

“You have luck; I don’t see any sign of lice.” 

Okay, good. No lice. Wait, didn’t lice spread the Black Death? Or was that fleas? Christ, 

when was the Black Death, anyway? Like, the 1300s? 1400s? Oh, who was I kidding—even if I 

knew the first thing about history, I didn’t have the foggiest idea when I was. The Black Death 

could be scheduled for ten minutes from now, along with Robin Hood and the Spanish 

Inquisition. What the hell, bring ‘em on! 

“Put that on first,” Gigot said. It was one of the belts. The stockings then tied to it, sort 

of like a manly homemade garter belt. For men. One dress. Second dress over that. Again, manly 

dresses. Belt around the waist over the whole lot, and a sort of skullcap with long ear flaps on the 

head. 

I had felt a little self-conscious wearing only a blanket. You know, as one does. Now that 

I was dressed in my new get-up, I wasn’t sure the situation had entirely changed. One might 

notice I made no mention of underwear. 

There was a second or two of awkward silence. “So, heh,” I said, putting a little John 

Wayne into it. “How ‘bout those Stealers, eh?” 

I don’t think Gigot would have gotten it even if I knew the French for Stealers. He stared 

at me blankly for a second, then handed me a little cloth bag tied by a string. “You’ll need a 

pocket. This belonged to one of the Genoans. There is even a little money in it; you might as well 

have it.” He pointed at his belt, where a similar pouch was tied next to a long knife. “No knife for 

you, though. I’m sure you understand.” 

“Um, thanks,” I said, glancing inside the little bag. There were half a dozen little silver 

coins, each about the size of a dime. Roughly trimmed, unevenly stamped, and tarnished. 

Probably worth about a thousand bucks each if I could get them back home. If I could get myself 

back home. I had no idea what they were worth now—maybe I could buy a sandwich; maybe 
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he’d handed me a fortune. “Thanks,” I said again, and now I really did feel awkward. “I, um. I 

appreciate the help. You must think I’m a complete idiot. The others—” 

“Don’t be too upset about them. They’re just afraid of you.” 

What? “Afraid of me? Why?” 

“It’s not every day a man is born whole from nothingness.” 

“I wasn’t born. Not just then, I mean.” I struggled for words. “I—I came here. From 

somewhere else.” 

Gigot shrugged. 

“I don’t think Stephan is afraid of me.” 

Gigot glanced back through the holly bush, where the tarp had come down and was being 

rolled up next to a waiting mule. “If God or the Devil have put anything on earth that frightens 

Sieur Stephan, I have not yet seen it,” he responded. 

“So why aren’t you afraid of me?” 

He turned back and looked me in the eye. His voice lowered. “You are also afraid.” 

I nodded. 

“I know what that’s like. I am also not of this place.” 

My heart jumped. “Really?” I stammered. Had he been through this too? Were there 

others? Did they know what the hell had happened, or how to undo it? Could they find the way 

back, or form a support group or at least just show me the ropes? “Where—where are you from?” 

He hesitated for just a second. It seemed like he was going to say something else, but then 

he answered, “Verdun.” 

“Ah.” 

I crouched down to pull on the boots. They were made of soft leather, with very little in 

the sole and a bit floppy at the top. Kind of like high-top moccasins. At least they fit, more or 

less, like the rest of the stuff. It all seemed pretty one-size-fits-all. 

“Genoan, you said?” I asked, looking up as I pulled on the second boot. “As in Italy?” 

Gigot nodded. 

“Well, that’s something to be said for this little adventure,” I said. “I’ve always wanted a 

pair of Italian leather boots.” 

I’d heard of Verdun. I think. I’ve already mentioned what an expert I was on history. But 

the Verdun I was remembering was World War I or World War II or something. Not medieval. 

Not from my time. Not much help, really. So much for my support group. 
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*          *          * 

It was almost dusk when we finally hit the road. The rain had stopped completely and the 

clouds were breaking up to show a bit of darkening blue sky. 

About an hour down the road I found myself riding next to Stephan. They’d put me on 

the horse the kid had arrived on. I’d tried to object—the only thing I knew about horses was that 

if you take the Red Rock Canyon tour in Las Vegas, it makes your butt really sore. And that’s 

only a 45-minute ride. Plus, who was I to take the kid’s horse from him? The first argument was 

ignored. The second was met with puzzlement, and then ignored. 

I managed to get on the horse without looking like too much of a buffoon, and I hadn’t 

fallen off since. Thank heaven for small victories. But true to expectations, an hour into it my 

bottom was already telling me it had had enough. 

The trip had been largely silent so far. Just plodding along at walking pace—only about 

half of us were on horseback. There was no sign the journey was coming to an end anytime soon, 

despite the imminent arrival of darkness. I needed a distraction if I was going to keep my butt-

cramps at bay for any much longer, and I had plenty to think about. 

My mind kept going back to the dead guys. The Genoans, as Gigot had called them. 

Everything the Genoans had had on them had been stripped and kept, and the naked 

bodies had been dragged into the woods and buried. Not in a trying-to-hide-the-evidence way; it 

didn’t seem like anybody was too concerned about that. Madeleine had said a few words, but I 

was out of earshot at the time, so I don’t know exactly what she said. It didn’t seem like anybody 

else particularly cared. 

 I cleared my throat. Stephan looked over at me. 

“So, um, who were those guys?” I asked. “Those guys you, uh, you know, the dead guys. 

Gigot said they were Genoans.” 

Stephan shrugged, his eyes returning to the woods around us. He was on horseback too, 

but not on the huge black horse he’d ridden when he went all King Arthur before. That one was 

on a lead behind, riderless. 

“Genoans, maybe. Or Venetians. Bodyguards.” 

“Bodyguards? You killed your—no, wait. They were someone else’s bodyguards.” 

Stephan turned his head to look at me. Clearly, he was dealing with a complete idiot. But 

then, this wasn’t news. 



Untitled Chapter 2, part 1 page 5 ©2010 Charles M. Ryan. All rights reserved. 
DRAFT www.charlesmryan.com DRAFT 
 @charlesmryan 

“OK,” I went on. I said that part in English, because I don’t know the French for OK. If 

you can even say it in French. “So they were guarding someone else.” I hesitated a bit. 

Bodyguards normally protect people who are rich or famous, right? Madeleine didn’t seem like 

the highway robber sort. Despite the thuggish bent, even Stephan seemed a bit too—I don’t 

know—upright for that sort of thing. 

Stephan sensed my difficulty forming the question. “There was un sorcier,” he explained. 

“He made a cloud of smoke and disappeared.” 

Un sorcier. I didn’t know that word. A sorcerer? Disappearing in a cloud of smoke—yeah, 

that fit. But what the fuck? I played my share of Dungeons & Dragons in college, but somehow, 

as crazy as my whole situation was, so far it had all been too—too—too realistic to get all Lord of 

the Rings on me all the sudden. 

Because I was clearly a complete idiot, Stephan added, “The bodyguards were protecting 

the sorcerer.” 

I had only just gotten over the three-foot sword. No, that’s not right. I was nowhere near 

over that. Now we’re dealing with wizards and magic spells? 

“Okaaay,” I said again, trying hard to make the world stop spinning around me. If 

Stephan was bothered by my weird foreign words, he didn’t show it. Guess he figured they were 

the least of my eccentricities. “A—a sorcerer. A real live sorcerer. Like with magic.” 

Actually, if anything, Stephan’s manner became a bit defensive. “Yes, a sorcerer. He and 

his men attacked us. He made a cloud of smoke and disappeared when we killed the 

bodyguards.” 

I studied Stephan for a moment. Broken nose. Close-cropped sandy hair. The neckline 

around his man-dress was fraying a bit. Half a dozen flies buzzed around the back end of his 

horse. No, it was all too real for wizards and dragons and elves. 

 “Why?” I asked. “I mean, why did he attack you? What did he want?” 

Stephan shrugged again. “Gaspard was going to ask one of the bodyguards. Then you 

showed up.” 

“One of them wasn’t dead yet?” They’d all looked pretty dead when I first saw them. 

“They were all dead.” 

I took a moment to try to wrap my head around that one. After a few seconds Stephan 

spoke again. 

“Gaspard . . . does that sort of thing.” He crossed himself. 
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“He talks to dead people?” 

Stephan glanced back toward Gaspard, who trudged along on foot near Gigot and the 

other axe dude. Gaspard was staring intently at me. Or perhaps through me. It didn’t seem like 

he could hear our conversation, and he didn’t react to us looking back at him. 

Stephan turned back, eyes forward again. 

“They had been given no last rites, nor buried in a churchyard. Apparently, it is possible 

before they are consigned to God. For a man who has studied such things.” 

“So, Gaspard is a sorcerer too.” 

Stephan frowned at me. “Of course not. Gaspard is a philosopher, and a good Christian.” 

“Oh.” Speaking with the dead wasn’t on the majors list of any of the schools I’d applied 

to. Maybe I didn’t have a very good guidance counsellor in high school. “What did they say? The 

dead Genoans.” 

“They might have been Venetians.” 

“Right. Them.” 

“I don’t think they said anything. You suddenly appeared. We forgot all about them.” 

“Ah.” 

We rode in silence again for a while. Or nearly in silence: My derriere was starting to 

remind me of its discomfort again. I tried to keep the squirming to a minimum. My horse had 

been a bit testy when we set off—I guess it thought it was done for the day—but had settled into 

a mindless plod pretty quickly. Now my fidgeting was agitating it again, and it tossed its head 

once or twice, trying to see what it could get away with. Stephan reached out and took the bridle, 

or whatever you call the leather strappy thing on the horse’s head, and the animal resigned itself 

to the walk, and my wiggling butt, once more. 

“So,” I started again, “you weren’t, like, expecting me or anything?” 

Stephan turned toward me again. It was nearly dark by this point, and I couldn’t really 

make out his features, but I got the impression he was surprised by my question. 

“Expecting you? Who expects a man to appear from nothing? Did you not expect to 

appear?” 

I shook my head. 

“How did you come to be there? What were you doing before it happened?” 

I hesitated. It’s not that the question hadn’t occurred to me already—about six hundred 

thousand times—but so far I’d been afraid to think too much about it. Now I cast my mind 
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back. Bourbon Street. The French Market. Pat O’Brien’s. Jason’s birthday party—his 30th. 

Claire in the passenger seat. There was a fuzziness, a wavy motion to these memories, like 

remembering a night out partying in college. Well, there would have been some drinking 

involved. 

But shit. Were these the last things that happened to me before—before this? As distant 

as they seemed, they might have been years before. How much more of my life had taken place 

between that night and this afternoon? 

“I . . . I don’t think I remember. But it was a long way from here.” 

“Sieur Stephan!” a voice called from behind us. It was Lady Madeleine. She and Celestine 

were riding toward the middle of our group, just behind Cyril and ahead of the folk on foot. 

Stephan turned in the saddle to look back at her. “It will be fully dark soon. Did you not think 

we should stop by dark?” 

Stephan glanced up at the sky, then back at her, and nodded. “Yes, my lady. I think the 

Meuse is not more than an hour. But it would not serve us to lame a horse at this point.” 

He turned and regarded me for a moment before speaking again. 

“Cyril,” he said, without looking away, “keep an eye on this one. I’ll ride ahead and find 

us a place to stop.” 

He released my horse and spurred his into a trot. I glanced back to find Cyril coming up 

behind me. He gave me a brief, I’ve-got-my-eye-on-you nod, but said nothing. 

And I was left again with my thoughts. 
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