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I woke up with a huge headache. I was lying on a sort of cot made of straw and wood. I sat up on it, and in that position I could see that I was in a dirty cell, with bars and all. Had I been captured again by the Klingons? It was quite a high probability, because a barred cell is something very typical of the Spartan Klingons. 

Of course, the cot didn’t quite add up, because even though it was a fairly uncomfortable and rickety thing, at least it was a place to lie down, and that doesn’t seem like a luxury the Klingons would have. I imagine that not even in the private chambers of a high-ranking Klingon would there be cots like these. And much less in places set up to hold their enemies.

I felt the part of my head that hurt the most, and with great pain I confirmed that in that area there was a huge lump. Surely the result of some blow, of course. That made me think that lately I’d been hitting my head a lot. 

Someone might say it’s logical, given my legendary clumsiness, and there might even be others who think that these repeated blows to the head would explain many things about me. But right now, that didn’t bring me any comfort. 

Clearly, I had to be careful on my next trips. Maybe it would be a good idea to wear a helmet on those trips. At that moment, I also realized that these repeated blows to my beloved head coincided with times when I was traveling alone, without the company of some pleasant and beautiful alien or anything like that. 

Which perhaps also explained those blows — you know, having your head “somewhere else,” as the saying goes.

I was thinking about all this when suddenly I realized that in front of me there was a man with a somewhat strange expression looking at me, sitting on a stool, on the other side of the bars.

He was a man who seemed to be wearing strange clothes — tights instead of trousers, and a doublet instead of a shirt or T-shirt. On his head he seemed to be wearing a Phrygian cap, like a Smurf hat or a Catalan barretina, and he was holding a huge wooden club with both hands.

The archaic appearance of that man, or at least of the clothes he wore, made me think of my previous adventure, where, thanks to a possible failure of the TUP (UniPersonal TeleTransporter), I had traveled in time and space to the remote past of Earth, specifically to the year 1863. So, the logical deduction was that, by using that device again to try to return to my correct time and space, I had traveled in Earth time again, but instead of going to the future, this time further into the past, to a period that seemed somewhat medieval.

The logical thing would be to ask the man watching me from the other side of the cell where I was imprisoned, but of course I couldn’t ask him if we were in the “medieval era,” because that concept didn’t exist in those times. And asking him what year it was could also be tricky, given the uncultured appearance of the man, or the possibility that he might take me for crazy or mentally unstable.

Also, maybe he wouldn’t understand me — wouldn’t understand my language, I mean — although if a secessionist soldier understood me, there was no reason to think that this good man from the Middle Ages wouldn’t understand me too. Why he might understand me I didn’t know for sure. Maybe it was true, that rumor that all members of Starfleet, or ex-members like me, had a universal translation device implanted to facilitate interactions with beings of other species or beings of the same species but different languages.

Conclusion: better not to ask him which era I was in, but without ruling out asking him something else that could give me a clue about where I was. And the truth is, I’d already been thinking for a while there, while that medieval man didn’t take his eyes off me. So better talk to him soon, so he wouldn’t think I was half crazy, or get nervous seeing such strange behavior from me. I suppose the logical thing would be to ask him how I had gotten there, but since the bump still hurt, I opted for the following:

—Good afternoon... or day, sir... jailer... Do you know if I fell and hit my head at some point on the way here?
—No — the man on the other side of the bars replied.
—I see you’ve answered me very bluntly, which makes me think you might know how I hit my head — I observed.
—You didn’t hit it — the jailer replied.
—Then?
—You didn’t hit it, it was hit.
—Wow, who would do such a thing?
—Well, I think anyone could do it, but in fact, I did it myself, with this very club — said the jailer, raising the cudgel he held in his hands.
—Wow (yes, again I said “wow”), and why would you do such a thing?... I think this is the first time in my life I’ve seen you, although with my galloping selective amnesia, I could never be absolutely sure, but still... But still, I mean... having never seen you before, I’d say I’ve never had anything against you, nor have I ever harmed you...
—Well, it’s just that you’re clearly a man of the Count... And one must be very careful with people who work for the Count...
—I think you’re mistaken, I have no dealings with nobility, nor have I worked for them, nor have I ever had any relationship with counts, viscounts, marquises, or the like...
—Yeah, yeah... Go tell that story to someone else, you won’t fool me... Look, here comes the burgomaster, he’ll put you in your place...
And then the burgomaster arrived, of course. The so-called burgomaster turned out to be another little man, a bit better dressed, and also with a Phrygian cap, but apparently of slightly better quality.

—Well, let’s see what we’re going to do with you now — said the burgomaster upon arriving.
—Well, that’s quite clear: you release me and that’s it, everyone happy and all friends — I replied.
—I’m afraid that won’t be possible, since you are one of the Count’s henchmen...
—Oh, come on, I don’t work for any count... Nor marquis nor anything like that...
—I have my doubts. It’s clear you’re not one of us, you’re not from this village, and therefore you must be a collaborator of the Count, it’s very clear...
—Ah, so this is all because I’m a stranger. A stranger in a strange land... Well, if this is how you treat strangers, I imagine you don’t get many visitors...
—That’s right, but it’s all because of the Count’s curse, which has condemned our village to countless hardships... — said the burgomaster.
—Ah, you should have started with that... You should know that I am... a great hero, an adventurer, always ready to help the most disadvantaged...
—I have my doubts again, but with those women’s clothes you’re wearing, you don’t look like one at all...
—These women’s clothes?... — and then I realized I was still wearing the nightgown from my previous Confederate adventure — Oh, yes, this... well, you see, these are clothes I had to wear while convalescing a few days ago...
—Ah, really?
—Yes, look, look, you see I still have an important wound on my head — I said to the burgomaster, leaning forward and pointing to the bump on my head.
—Ah, I see — said the burgomaster, coming a little closer to the bars of my cell.
—Hey, that’s the bump I gave you with my club when I captured you, when you were loitering around the outskirts of the village — said the guard of the cell.
—Wait a minute! The one who was loitering was you, and armed on top of that — I replied.
—No, no, you’re wrong, I was simply in charge of watching the outskirts of the village, to prevent attacks from the Count’s demons — the guard corrected me.
—Alright, alright, peace — the burgomaster interrupted us — So, you claim to be simply a stranger who arrived in our village by chance?
—That’s right... You see, I’m not carrying any weapons, and don’t make me lift the nightgown to show you the rest... I am a peaceful person, and I was attacked without provocation by one of your men — I clarified.
—I don’t know, I don’t know... In truth, you look like a peaceful person, and above all, what’s most important, you look like... simply... a person...
—Now I don’t get you... A person? A simple person or a simpleton? It’s obvious I’m a person... a human person, to be precise...
—Yes, yes, that’s what I mean, I mean that you’re not one of the Count’s evil demons... — the burgomaster explained.
—Demons? You’re speaking figuratively, of course...
—No, no, not at all, I’m talking about Demons, with all the letters... An evil law, that’s for sure.
—Wow, you surprise me... I can’t believe beings from the underworld are lurking in your idyllic village — I said.
—Unfortunately, that’s the case — added the burgomaster.
—I’m truly sorry... And as I said before, I am a great hero, and I am always willing to help good people, as you seem to be... Well, this club-wielding guard of yours doesn’t seem so friendly, but anyway... I understand he just wants to defend his village, and he made the mistake of attacking me, confusing me with one of your enemies... One of those demons you’re talking about... although I have neither horns nor tail, at least literally...
—That seems to be the case, and you are right, the Count’s henchmen, being demons, are easily identified by having, as you say, large horns and a tail... I suppose the night confused my guard — said the burgomaster.
—Well then, once we’ve
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