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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 

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—” 
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“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. 

“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. 
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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. 

“He talks to dead people?” 
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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 scholar, 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. “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 

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 
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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. 

*          *          * 

My dreams were dark, filled with motion and uncertainty. 

*          *          * 

I awoke to a kick in the ribs. Not a hard kick, not painful, but a kick nonetheless. 

Someone was standing over me. He said something, but it made no sense. 

It took my brain a moment to remember what language we were working in these days. 

French. A few more seconds to turn the sounds into words: “Get up.” 

I was still here. 

It was dark, or very nearly. I sat up. Someone had apparently been beating me with a 

stick while I slept. All night long. I looked around: Everyone else was on their feet already. The 

horses were saddled and the mules just about packed up. 
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“Nice of you to let me sleep in,” I muttered, getting—make that struggling—to my feet. I 

rolled my shoulders and stretched my back. Then gingerly kneeded my buttocks. Holy shit, there 

was no way I was going to make it through another couple hours on a horse. 

The someone—it was Cyril—turned away to head toward the animals. “Just makes you 

easier to watch,” he replied. I didn’t think Cyril liked me very much. 

I stretched for a minute more. The kinks and stiffness—most of it anyway—were 

working their way out. Or perhaps the itching was starting to distract me. Every stitch of cloth 

on my body was made of wool. 

We had stopped for the night just as the last bit of light had faded. Camp this time was a 

hasty affair: Everyone pretty much just wrapped themselves in blankets and slept on the ground. 

Cyril, Celestine, Gigot, and the other guy—his name, it turned out, was Michel—spent about 20 

minutes doing whatever it is you do with horses, and then it was lights-out. Not that there were 

any lights. I had lain there for what seemed like an eternity. It wasn’t the first time I’d slept 

outdoors, with virtually nothing between me and the roots and stones—the Army had seen to 

that. But my mind, understandably, was swimming with the events and conversations of the past 

couple of hours. Looking back, though, it had probably only been a few moments. And then I 

was out. 

I turned to gather up the blanket I’d slept in—the same thin thing that had served as the 

first garment of my new medieval life. Celestine was already there, brushing off the leaves as she 

gathered it up. 

“Oh, thanks,” I said hastily, reaching down to take it from her. “I can take care of that.” 

She looked up at me briefly, then looked quickly away. “It is no trouble, my lord.” 

My what? “Um, I don’t think—” 

Just then Stephan’s voice rang out. “Everybody over here.” 

My head had swung instinctively Stephan’s way; as I turned back Celestine was already 

scurrying away, blanket in her arms. I shook my head. Maybe I hadn’t heard her right. My Cs in 

French were getting me along okay—pretty good, actually—but there was still a lot I wasn’t 

understanding. 

I joined the others gathering around Stephan. Celestine was packing the blanket on the 

mule furthest from me. I didn’t think she really liked me either. 

Stephan’s features were just starting to define themselves in the predawn dimness. “We 

should reach the Meuse within an hour,” he said, with a glance over at Michel. The armsman 
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nodded. “From there, barring any more surprises,” he looked my way briefly, “one would expect 

it to be six or seven hours to Bois de Haillot. I want to be there in the hour after Sext, no later.” 

There were a few quiet groans, not the least from my gluttious maximus. My butt didn’t 

know what a Sext was, but it sure understood the part about seven hours on a horse. 

“We’ll stop at the waste south of Bar de Sud,” Stephan went on, “and get ready for 

whatever awaits us on the manor.” Lady Madeleine nodded with satisfaction. “Let’s get going; 

we’ll break our fast on the march.” 

*          *          * 

It took all of twenty minutes for my butt to say “screw this.” Okay, so I was a prisoner 

for all intents and purposes. But Gigot had said they were all afraid of me. Celestine had called 

me “my lord,” for Christ’s sake. Time to exercise a bit of my terrifying lordly power. 

I got off the horse. 

Stephan glanced back at me, then returned his attention to the road ahead. Nobody else 

took much notice. 

Riding might not have been my cup of tea, but if there’s anything six years in the light 

infantry had prepared me for, it was a long walk. Six or eight hours trying to keep up a pace—

probably meant about 20 miles. I’d done as much with a 50-pound ruck and a rifle. It might have 

been a few years ago, but at least this time all I had to bear were some itchy woolens. 

We came to a river just as the sun broke over the trees ahead, the sudden warmth of its 

rays dispelling the thin mist of dawn. Sizeable but not huge—maybe a hundred yards across and 

almost certainly too deep to wade. It flowed north, assuming the sun still rose in the east, and 

our road turned to follow it. 

*          *          * 

Maybe walking wasn’t such a great idea. It wasn’t the distance, per se—my legs were 

doing just fine. A bity achey in the calves, but that seemed pretty trivial in the grand scheme of 

things. But the Italian leather slip-ons, while nice if you’re into the whole medieval footwear 

thing, did little to save my feet from the rough, stony path. Combat boots they were not. We 

walked for another five hours. 

And then the path parted from the river, cutting briefly through some trees before hitting 

an open meadow—the first unforested land since I’d arrived. The terrain rolled, dense with tall 

grass and some low brush. Beyond that lay a large field divided into long, wide rows, along with a 
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cluster of buildings in a patch of brush or low trees. A handful of cattle grazed the pasture not 

too far off, utterly unconcerned by our arrival, while a few dozen people, just visible beyond the 

hedgerow that defined the field, toiled or did whatever it was peasants—I assumed they were 

peasants—did in their fields. 

Wow. I’d never seen a real peasant before. 

Stephan called us to a halt. 

I sat down. 

I couldn’t see any sign of Eiten or whatever it was that got Madeleine in such a lather. 

The peasants seemed to be doing their peasanty toil with no special concern, at least none that 

was visible to my inexperienced eye. If anything, it all looked rather bucolic. 

“This is bad,” Gigot said, surveying the scene. 

“Mmm,” replied Stephan, rubbing his chin. He’d dismounted, and one hand was resting 

on the pommel of his sword. “Could be worse, though.” He turned and called for the kid. “You 

may go now, Gilbert,” he told him. The boy made a loose, awkward motion that might have 

been a bow, then turned and started jogging down the trail toward the village. If Stephan 

intended to send word of our arrival, he needn’t have bothered, though. The peasants in the field 

were looking and pointing, and there was the sound of barking dogs from the settlement. 

Stephan stepped back to confer with Madeleine, and I stood with a little groan and 

sidled up to Gigot. 

“Looks bad, huh?” 

 Gigot shrugged. “Could be worse.” 

I looked back at the peasants and lowered my voice. I’d adopted a goal of only letting my 

moronitude show in front of one person at a time. “Why exactly does it look bad?” 

He threw me a startled glance. “Martin,” he said, gesturing toward the distant peasants, 

“Michaelmas is just a week away.” 

I nodded and considered this. I had no idea what he was talking about. 

“So let’s just assume I’m a city boy, and don’t know anything about—whatever it is this 

is about.” 

Gigot watched me for a moment, trying to decide, I guess, whether I was having him on. 

Then he said, “Harvest is underway. Everyone helps with harvest. Everyone.” He turned back 

toward the field. “Twenty, maybe thirty men. No women. No children.” 

“And they aren’t there because . . .” 

“Because they are hiding. Hiding from armed men. Etien’s men.” He spat. 
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“Hiding where?” I had lost what little capacity I had to pretend I wasn’t an idiot. 

Gigot glanced off to the left, and then behind us. “In the forest. Or maybe at the house, if 

Hugh is holding it against Etien. But I don’t think he’s done so—he would have called in the 

men too.” 

“But why do they have to hide? Etien is a Count. His men are, like, soldiers, right? 

Not—” I struggled for a word, “not bandits?” 

For a second Gigot looked startled again, but he quickly recovered and shook his head. 

“They must all be saints where you come from, Martin.” 

Well, I had been in New Orleans. 

“So what would it look like if it were worse? The men would be hiding too?” 

He nodded toward the cluster of buildings. “We would have seen the smoke some ways 

back. The animals would be slaughtered or led off. The crop would be razed.” He lifted a chin 

toward the cattle and the tilled field in turn. “If Etien had come to take the manor by force, 

things would be quite different.” 

Stephan had reappeared, looking back across the pasture just as Gilbert reached the field 

with the peasants. Several had come forward to meet him. We could see them gesturing, and 

there was some pointing in our direction, but they were far too distant to make out any words. 

“Etien will know we’re here,” I commented. 

“There’s no advantage in surprise this day,” Stephan replied. “If there were, this is not 

how we’d have come.” 

Fair enough. Certainly not how we’d have come in my army days. 

A tent was going up. It was a cumbersome, heavy affair, but the armsmen worked with 

practiced ease, and it only took a few minutes. Madeleine and Celestine disappeared inside. 

Stephan regarded the village for a few moments more, then turned to Cyril. “Time to get 

started.” 

And then he armored up. This wasn’t like before, when he hopped on his horse and 

threw a helmet on his head. Cyril had produced a number of bundles. Off came the outer man-

dress and on went a big padded thing, stained darkly with old sweat and, frankly, a bit on the 

smelly side. Over that went a dress made of chainmail. It hung down to his knees and elbows, 

and couldn’t have weighed less than 30 pounds. His blue tunic with the white cross went back 

on over that, and then there were belts and buckles and gloves and whatnot. It took him a good 

ten minutes, even with Cyril helping out, though they seemed to making a leisurely pace of it. 

“Hand me that coif,” he told me, pointing vaguely to the diminishing pile of armory bits. 
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I grabbed something that looked like it might be a coif. Really I just grabbed some 

random chainmaily thing. Must have gotten it right, though, for it was received without 

comment. Stephan fiddled with it until he found the right opening, then slipped it over his head. 

It was like a chainmail sack with a face opening. He had something similar on his head already, 

made of padded wool; this went right on top of that. I presumed he was going to wear his helmet 

too. 

It wasn’t more than 70 degrees out, but watching Stephan was making me hot. I didn’t 

think Etien needed to worry too much about him; Stephan was going to pass out before he got 

anywhere near a fight. 

Cyril led the big black horse over, and Stephan started to mount. 

“Why didn’t you ride him before?” I asked, “During our journey?” 

“Renfrogne is a fighter,” Stephan replied, “I’d step back; you might get bitten.” He 

settled into his saddle and patted the horse’s shoulder. The animal tossed its head twice, 

enormous mane flying about like it was filming a shampoo commercial, and sidestepped a couple 

of quick clops. It seemed to know what was coming, and it seemed to like it. 

Ren-fro-nyay is how he’d said it. “Renfrogne. I don’t know that word. What is it?” 

Stephan took a second to find the right description. “To make a mean face,” he replied. 

I could buy it. The horse looked like it wanted to take a fist-sized bite out of someone, 

and wasn’t too particular about waiting for Etien to get on the scene. 

“Ma Dame Madeleine wants to make you useful,” Cyril said as I watched Stephan prance 

about at bit. “You’ll wear Michel’s livery and carry Ma Dame’s banner.” 

“Me? Why me?” 

Cyril looked me up and down. “Well, we could give you Michel’s axe instead,” he 

replied. 

And just why not, I thought. OK, so I’m not Stephan’s calibre. And I’m not Arnold 

Schwartzeneggar, but I’m reasonably tough for a twenty-first century guy. Give me an axe. I’ll 

show one of these bad guys what I’m capable of. 

Unless, of course, he has an axe too. And an iota of an idea what to do with it. 

It’s all fun and games until someone loses a limb. Never mind. 

“Yeah, all right, show me what to do.” 
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*          *          * 

And that’s how I ended up holding a spear—a lance, I guess—nearly twice my height. 

Flying a maroon pennant with a pattern of white crosses, and wearing a man-dress with the same 

design. Riding a horse again, to the relief of my feet and chagrin of my buttocks. 

Alongside Cyril, at the head of the procession. 

As we headed off to war. 
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