
The Mason of New Orleans
[working title] 

Uncorrected 1st Draft 
Chapter 13 part 1

This is an uncorrected first draft of part of an as-yet untitled 
novel. As such, it’s likely to contain errors, misspellings, bits that 
don’t make sense, characters whose names will change before the 
whole thing is over, and thrilling passages that are dulled by im-
proper set-up earlier in the work. Hey, worth every penny, right?

Writers live and die by the feedback of their readers. If you like 
this story, or hate it, or think it would be great (or fine, or simply 
better) if only some particular thing was done differently, I’d really 
like to hear from you. Drop by my website at www.charlesmryan.
com.

Charles M. Ryan 
On the web at www.charlesmryan.com 

On Twitter at charlesmryan 
On Facebook at Charles M Ryan 

© 2011 Charles M. Ryan

Cover: Stained glass of St. Fachnea by Harry Clark, an early 20th-century 
Irish art nouveax illustrator and stained-glass maker. St. Fachnea has noth-
ing to do with this story, but I like the image. Photo © 2008 declan_maria; 
used with permission. See the original here.

http://www.charlesmryan.com
http://www.charlesmryan.com
http://www.charlesmryan.com
http://twitter.com/#!/CharlesMRyan
http://www.facebook.com/pages/Charles-M-Ryan/166544500028902
http://www.flickr.com/photos/declan_maria/3873815935/


The Mason of New Olreans [working title] Uncorrected 1st Draft

203 www.charlesmryan.com

DRAFT
Chapter 13

“Martin!”
There were voices. People jostling me. A blue sky overhead.
“I’m OK,” I said. I lifted a hand to fend them off, struggling to sit up. 

“I’m OK.” Nobody listened.
Willem DaFoe leaned over and gripped my arm. Except it wasn’t Wil-

lem DaFoe, it was that other guy. Hugh. I was getting to my feet; he was 
helping me. I tried to push him away.

“I’m all right.” He had a puzzled expression.
A woman pushed forward. She lifted my other arm, the one with the 

bandage, and looked at my fingers. Then she put her hand against my fore-
head.

“I’m all right,” I said again, in French this time. I took a step forward, 
but nobody got out of my way.

I didn’t know where I was going. To the house, to gather my things. No, 
I didn’t own anything; I might as well just set out from here. There was a bit 
of money in my purse—did I need to return that to Madeleine?

A horse was making its way through the crowd. Why would a horse 
want to see me off? It was Boos. Shit. I didn’t want to get bitten. Cyril ap-
peared; he was leading Boos.

“Leave me alone!” I said, trying to push myself away. Everyone was 
talking, a constant babble, but nobody was talking to me. There were hands 
on me now; lots of hands. I was stage diving. And then I was on a horse.

*          *          *

The ride up to the castle took hours. It was cold.

*          *          *
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I dreamt of a cathedral. A voluminous space, marked by vast, fluted 

columns rising into darkness. A gothic Moria. The car rolled, over and over 
again, blossoming with fire like an overblown Hollywood effect. The fire 
filled the cathedral; the car filled the cathedral. It was huge, bigger than the 
space it was in, rolling and burning and rolling and burning. It was squeez-
ing me, forcing me out of the world, leaving, even in that vast cavern, not an 
iota of space in which I might exist.

It was a fever dream. What can I say?
I half-woke. There were shapes and colors around me, dim but pres-

ent, but for a moment my mind could not sort them into anything. I was in a 
tent; a shell of colored fabric surrounded me. The colors flickered; there was 
light coming from the direction of my feet. I rolled over. It had been so long 
since I’d slept in a comfortable bed.

This was a bed. Not a tent. A large bed, encased in drapes. Madeleine’s 
bed.

“Madeleine?” I attempted. I made a sound, but it wasn’t much more 
than a croak.

There was a rustling outside, then after a moment the drapes rippled. 
A hand pulled them back, admitting a wave of frigid air. Celestine looked 
in at me.

“Maitre Martin?”
“Celestine,” I said. Her coif was secure; you could almost imagine she 

had a headful of hair underneath. The bruises on her face had all but faded, 
at least in this light. “How are you?”

She smiled, but it was tentative. She touched my forehead, and the 
smile faded.

“I am well, Maitre Martin,” she said. She pulled the blanket back to 
expose my bandaged arm. My rebandaged arm, I should say. I barely recog-
nized it; it was swollen nearly to the size of my calf, and even in this light I 
could see the redness.

I shivered. Celestine replaced the blanket. “A drink, Maitre?”
I nodded and pushed myself up to a sitting position. She handed me a 

cup. The smell was sour: It was wine. Watered-down wine. They never drank 
plain old water here.
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It didn’t matter. I gulped it down. I could feel its chill running down 

through my trunk. I handed the cup back to her and she refilled it. I drank 
some more.

Celestine disappeared, but I could hear her out in the room. There was 
some whispering, then she reappeared at the gap in the drape. No, it wasn’t 
her. It was Madeleine.

“Madeleine,” I said as she took the cup from my trembling hand, “I’m 
sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” she said, but it was absent. She was looking at my 
arm, gingerly peeling away the bandage. Somewhere beyond the drapes a 
door creaked.

“This,” I said. “Liege. Everything.” I was having a hard time sitting up; 
my supporting arm was starting to shake.

She touched my forehead, then gently pushed me down onto the bed. 
I didn’t resist. “You have no reason to be sorry,” she said. She had not yet 
looked me in the eye, though. She put her hand to my forehead again.

I reached up and gripped her wrist. She pulled away, but not hard, 
and I didn’t release her. “Madeleine, look at me.” Her eyes focused at last on 
mine. “I know you were counting on me,” I said. “I owe you everything.”

She pulled her hand from my grip, and I let her go. She touched my 
forehead again, this time brushing my damp hair away. Her eyes followed 
her task for a moment, then she looked back into mine.

“I was angry,” she said. “No, not angry. Like a pard in a cage. Full of rage 
and power, and yet reminded of my impotence at every turn.” She sighed. 
“I have tried to think of what it might be like, where you are from. I cannot 
even imagine it. Surely as different from this time as Socrates would find our 
world today. You were brave to attempt it.”

I closed my eyes. I wanted to weep. Instead, after a moment, I opened 
them. Madeleine had become Gaspard. He was just reaching for my arm.

“Mmm,” he said. He started unwrapping the bandage. He looked sleepy.
“Hello, Gaspard,” I said.
He glanced up. “Oh. Hello, Martin. How do you feel?”
I stopped to consider it. My entire body ached. And burned. “Like the 

bird flu and the swine flu got together in my liver and made lots of little 
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mutant flu babies,” I said. Most of the key words were in English, though; I 
didn’t know the French for “liver,” “flu,” or most critically “mutant.”

He watched me for a moment, then turned to Madeleine, standing be-
hind him. “I’m sorry. I understood that he was lucid.”

I cracked a smile. “That’s what passes for lucid, I’m afraid.” I glanced 
toward my arm. “Is it bad?”

He shot a look at Madeleine. “He will need to be bled some more.”
More? “No!” I said. “No bleeding!”
“Martin,” Madeleine responded, “the festering is serious. We cannot 

leave it untreated.”
I pushed myself back up again. “No bleeding,” I repeated. “It doesn’t 

work.”
Gaspard turned back to me, leaning in a bit. “Your humors are dis-

tinctly out of balance,” he said. “Bleeding will—”
“That’s all—” I cut myself off. I was going to say “bullshit,” but even 

in my increasingly lightheaded state it occurred to me that that might not 
be the best strategy. “In my time,” I started again, “we have learned that the 
humors will find balance if the body is made healthy first.”

Gaspard rubbed his chin. “Interesting. But Galen tells us—”
“No bleeding,” I said again. “Treat the infection.” I fell back into the 

bed. “Bleeding will only make me weaker.”

*          *          *

There was hammering outside. The crowing of roosters, the distant 
chatter of voices, the odd braying of a goat or slamming of a door—those 
were normal sounds. But I didn’t remember so much hammering.

 “It is the infection, right?” I asked. The sun had been high in the sky 
when I awoke, though the day was still chilly. I was feeling—well, certainly 
not good, but maybe a bit better. Better enough to venture—stagger, really—
out of bed. And into a chair by the fire. That’s as far as I got.

They’d built the fire up and kept it well fed. It was warm—hot even—
up close, though more than a few feet away it seemed to have little impact 
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on the drafty, cavernous room. There was another bed set up nearby; I guess 
that was where Madeleine and Celestine had been sleeping.

“Infection?”
“The—how did you say it? Festering.”
“An ague can be brought about by many sources,” Gaspard said. “A 

pox. Mal odors. But in this case, yes, it is likely the festering of the arm.”
He had the bandage off. My arm looked like a red, meaty club; it was 

so swollen at the wrist I could barely bend it. The dog bite had gone deeper 
than it had originally appeared, and I guess I hadn’t done myself any favors 
by ignoring it for the first day and a half. Chretien had given it a decent ini-
tial treatment, but that had been rushed.

“I’m guessing you don’t have any amoxicillin lying around?” Gaspard 
looked up from the arm briefly, but didn’t say anything. I suppose he was 
used to me talking nonsense.

They made penicillin out of bread mold, right? Man, this whole adven-
ture would have been a lot easier if I’d had a day’s warning before showing 
up. Or an hour’s access to Wikipedia right now. If I ever got back, I was going 
to write a book: One Hundred Things You Should Know Before Visiting the 
Twelfth Century.

I hissed as Gaspard poked at me. “So what will you do?”
“Incision,” he answered. “To start with, of course. If it does not relin-

quish its grip we might cauterize, but as I’m sure you know that carries its 
own risks.” He looked up at me. “We wouldn’t amputate until the risk of 
death was substantial.”

Substantial risk of death. From a dog bite. I’d had worse injuries that 
didn’t even call for a trip to the ER. In just the past two weeks.

I leaned over; I hadn’t really had a look at the bite since Chretien ban-
daged it up. Then, the flesh had been steak-red and jagged; now it was more 
of a cherry color, the edges rounded. Deeper in there was a lot of gray and 
yellow. Runny stuff. A sudden wave of heat washed over me, and I felt dizzy. 
Maybe I was wrong about the “worse injuries” thing.

“It would certainly help to bleed you again. An excess of blood has a 
well-established connection to heat.”

“No bleeding,” I panted, trying to get my breathing under control. Gas-
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pard looked chastened. I took a deep breath and lowered my voice. “Look, 
take it from me. The doctors from my time, they really know this stuff. No-
body would die from a dog bite, or even get this sick. And they never bleed 
people. Never.”

Gaspard looked dubious, but nodded anyway. He turned and unrolled 
his little bundle of instruments. I could see a trace of steam, but I would have 
been more confident if the cloth of the bundle wasn’t so dirty and stained. 
He selected a knife and a leather strap.

“What’s that for?”
“This? Well. It’s a restraint. You will need it, won’t you?”
If you have to ask, the answer is probably yes.
“Oh, yes. You’ll need something to bite.” Shit. This was making me 

feel warm and fuzzy about my HMO—and how often does that happen? He 
handed over what looked like a length of wood wrapped in leather. I hesi-
tated, then raised it to my mouth, gripping it in my teeth.

It was like a scene from a bad western. Could this really be happening? 
I glanced around, suddenly overcome by a desperate urge to run. Two or 
three faces were peering out of the doorway to the stairs. Watching the weird 
mason get his arm cut open. Like they watched the hanging. Were they go-
ing to cheer this time, too?

Gaspard cinched the strap; it closed painfully on my wrist. I shook my 
head. I was sweating all over. I needed to get back home; there was no way I 
was going to survive this place. “God, please,” I said, though it was an inco-
herent mumble past the stick.

Gaspard had turned to pick up his knife. The metal was dark; I could 
see the thin strip of shine where it had been honed.

He leaned over my arm.
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