
	
	1 The Grail, the Quest, and that Bloody Princess



	
In a world where everyone already knows everything,
why would anyone listen? 

	
	
	1 Chapter 1: The Grail



	
	This is the story of the quest for the Holy Grail! The Grail itself of course being just a whimsical metaphor for the ultimate prize and goal concerning the truth, knowledge and understanding of our reality. Often referred to in the Knight’s own arcane dialect, the “Thearee Ov Ehvree Thynge” was indeed the Holy Grail that they had been searching for countless millennia.  Well… not exactly countless… and not even a millennia… in fact just a century or so – but that’s still a very long time and certainly still worthy of mentioning since it was the source of much frustration and consternation between the knights as they spoke long and often about it. In fact they spoke of it so long and so often in interviews that they would quite neglect doing anything about the actual questing bit to find it.

	
	This is where our story begins, as a score minus a dozen years ago I decided to embark this quest myself and make no mistake – I am no knight. I lack pretty much every single requirement for this vaunted position – strength, courage, stamina, honour, a respected position within the “boat of fellows” and of course I definitely didn’t possess the all important three holy letters of Antioch required for such an exulted and noble role. Not to mention, I did not even have the gleaming plate armour, a sturdy sword and the deep baritone required to wonderfully resonate within its metallic confines, to effect the command and presence which one could then perhaps use to fake such a role. 

	
	All I possessed was the proverbial bent and knotted wooden stick to fend off the goblin/orc dualities and a dented aluminium bucket over my head to shield my noggin from the superposition of dragon fire.  Well, not quite all I possessed. For I had one more thing, and perhaps the single most important thing of all – I had a hunch, an idea, a notion, a different perspective of such originality that it could only have been alluded to about two and a half thousand years ago.

	
	So I left my role of mud gatherer, followed my intuition and embarked on my quest and never once looked back at the sodden brown mess that was my life I left behind. Over the next few years I encountered many fantastical beasts I previously thought of as being of pure fiction, or overindulgence, and welcomed the poor misunderstood creatures as friends. Although not that multiheaded Verse-Hydra of course, I slayed that foul creature and cast its nonsense to the four winds. I traversed the minefields of Escher-like wrought mazes of perverse relativity paradoxes of mind bending complexity, that pushed my sanity to the very edge. At least I assumed it was, but after watching popular culture for a few minutes I decided that in comparison that I was still very far away indeed from that edge, and I was simply just confused and tying my own reasoning into knots of wrought logic. 

	
	It was the methodical and painstaking unravelling of these knots that proved to be the final key for the quest, as at last the mysteries of the Grail were revealed. They all seemed to work together, as one, helping and explaining each in such perfect detail that there was no doubt in my mind – that the object in front of me, this chalice of knowledge was a portal of understanding and perspective that far outweighed anything in my wildest dreams. Even that one with the sponge, a village raffle and a distinct lack of trousers. 

	
	Finally at the end, in a far distant land, my travels completed and with the same countenance as an automaton that had reached the end of its programming – I stood there quite still, and quite, quite alone and with this object in my scuffed, bruised and slightly trembling mortal hands. I slowly raised it aloft, its rim penetrating a solitary shaft of golden sunlight whose illuminated magic glinted off this relic in spiralled brilliance. In that moment this artefact of vast metaphoric proportions, centred around a swirling swarm of reflected glitter in such a manner that it was as if the elements themselves had joined in the celebrations. Reality spun about me, half coaxing and half mocking my consciousness to even attempt to fully conceive its magnificence. Of course it was too much for me to fully comprehend the entirety of its worth, but the fragment of the picture it painted, the shadows on the cave wall it cast, bought tears to my eyes. 

	
	However as quickly as it appeared the moment soon faded as doubts surfaced – was it even real? How could I, mud gatherer third class, have possibly found this? My menial lowly peasant status should’ve disbarred me automatically from this achievement.  How come no one else had seen and embarked on this journey before? After all, the world has never had so many knights, all so resplendently donned in their dazzling white labcoatium plated armour and sparkling intelligentine framed spectacles. They cast a visage of all that is knowledge and truth gleaned from decades of fervent research, experimentation and testing. Surely, this must have been discovered before and discarded as a flawed fake somehow. 

	
	I checked and re-checked, the Grail seemed so real – all the answers presented themselves so naturally and with an ease so frightening it threatened to reveal to me the insignificance of my own existential being in all of its stark inconsequential simplicity. And thus shatter my poor wounded ego into a sobbing fragmented, and slightly smouldering, pile of personality disorders. Even answers to questions I didn’t realise you could pose as actual questions were explained with logic and a rationale that could only be described as simply… simply correct. Brilliant yet terrifying. A power so vast it required a responsibility that was clearly above and beyond the remits of my lowly mud gatherer caste.

	
	I looked at various Knight postings of what the actual Holy Grail was and this checked all those boxes – although admittedly none of them could show me an actual picture of it – or what size, shape or colour it was for that matter, or even a semi workable description either. However, you have to work with what you’re given and this grail certainly seemed to fit the bill, but of course I could always be mistaken. And as surely as Shirley was sure about the shells on her seashore, I was mistaken.

	
	I needed definitive proof, but how? The Grail itself is just simple unmarked chalice – other than its simply logic of being, it doesn’t present the proof itself – there is no receipt of purchase that comes with it. It is plain and reflects light in a warming golden hue which is reassuring, so reassuring in fact that I have drank from it without experiencing any kind of face-melting episode, so there is that. But then again that also applies to pretty much every other drinking vessel also, so maybe that’s not a good metric to validate it. As for giving me immortality, well the problem here is that I wasn’t shot in the previous scene either so that’s rather difficult to prove. And it could well be metaphorical in its meaning there too – which wouldn’t help a severe case of me not being alive if I was to test it now either. So experimenting in that area seems just a gnat on the risky side to my poor mud gatherer soul. 

	
	So what else? It doesn’t have a hidden inscription that only fire will reveal – well at least I think it doesn’t. I mean that wouldn’t make sense anyway as it’s a completely different artefact altogether. And I’ll just end up with a slightly charcoaled grail that would need a good scrub, which in itself might be heretical and damn my soul to hades several times over – so I refrain from putting that to the test thank you very much. It also has no hallmark denoting its authenticity or origin – no tag attached which reads “Yes this is it!” - and no half mooned bespectacled expert on hand to announce that indeed this is the real thing.

	
	Then a thought crossed my mind – Yes! That’s it! I know now! It’s obvious! The bespectacled expert! I will show it to the Knights! Their knowledge and wisdom will quickly confirm it either way, and if I’m wrong, then at least I will know the truth, and perhaps continue my quest elsewhere, after all the best part of the quest is the actual questing bit, rather than the triumphant rescuing of the beautiful princess, who of course just usually turns out to be an entitled, self absorbed nightmare to deal with afterwards. I say usually, of course this is wild speculation my part here – yes just wild, wild speculation. Wild, wild, wild, but bloody accurate, speculation.

	
	
	
	2 Chapter 2: The Knights who say “N..othing..”!



	
	I glanced over at my trusty stick and bucket, which sat together in such a way that perfectly described years of neglect. “Alas my friends, I shall not be needing you two for this adventure” I confidently scoffed at them before I leaving my home in search for the local knight. 

	
	Now the not so obvious thing with knights is that they’re not as common as you’d think they are. Indeed they are usually of noble stock, which immediately rules out 99% of the population. Then of course there’s the problem with the genetic inbreeding of that stock which narrows it down even further. And lastly there’s the honourable and selfless requirements which again instantly rule out a vast proportion of the remainder also. And thus so it transpired that encountering a knight was not quite as local as I’d first envisaged. I asked around the village and was promptly informed that the only way I would meet a knight was to head to the great city of Exonbury where they would regularly meet for tourneys and such.

	
	So I swiftly made haste to Exonbury and just as I arrived, my optimism was quickly renewed as I heard the town crier yell “Hear Ye! Hear Ye! Knightly games! Twice a week!”. Yes – this was the place alright, Knights by the dozen and no doubt eager to hear of the completion of the quest for the Holy Grail. Now I just needed to find an occasion where I can meet one of them, I mused when the bellowing voice of a town crier announced: 

	
	“Hear Ye, Hear Ye! Ser Knowalot addresses the great unwashed, with his tales of questing and daring do! Tonight in the Town Hall!”. Oh happy days! This is better! I was giddy with excitement, oh how pleased everyone will be!  

	
	That evening, Grail in hand I went to the town hall. Excitement springing in my every step and head held high I joined the gathering crowd whose hubbub seem to echo my own optimism. And patiently as we all entered, the image of my own physicality bobbing with buoyancy of beach ball being bounced between children stood as stark contrast to the dejected slumped resignation that dragged at my shoulders as I left just an hour later.

	
	Why did he turn away? Why didn’t he want to look? This doesn’t make sense. I even told him I’ve solved the goblin/orc duality – surely that by itself is a noteworthy accomplishment. I just don’t understand how a knight who’s single greatest mission is to find the Holy Grail would turn from it so. I suddenly became aware that I was actually vocalising this reflective musing and also this musing didn’t go unnoticed. A harsh and ragged laugh assaulted me from behind, delighting in my misfortune.

	“Can’t you see this isn’t the best of times to mock me? No one is even…” I spat as I turned to face the source of this cackling ridicule.  

	“No I cannot.” the reply came from the concealed face of a presumably old man, dressed in a rather dirty and very brown looking brown cloak. So brown in fact that his shape and form seemed to be secondary to the shear blandness of the brown that was doing its best to scrub him from existence. He was presently sat against the outer wall of the town hall.

	“… is even listening.. wh.. what?” I continued, only registering his response half way through my own.

	“No I cannot see – I am blind!”

	“Oh my, I’m terribly sorry – I didn’t mean to..”

	“No offence taken my dear boy – in your moment of anger, you became as I am – quite, quite unable to see your surroundings.”

	“I wasn’t angry – it’s just that I wanted…”

	“Someone else to behave in a certain way?”

	“No. I just wanted him to have a look at my Grail!”

	“So you did expect him to behave in a certain way.”

	“No… I mean, well I only expected him to behave in the way Knights should behave – it’s their duty of course.”

	“Are you sure about that?”

	“Yes – it’s in the Knightly Code.” 

	“And you’ve seen this Code with your own eyes?”

	“Well no, not as such – I’m just a mud gatherer – but it’s what they all say.”

	“In my experience what people say and what actually is –are not necessarily the same thing.”

	I paused. I looked at him more closely. The brown cloaked him even more mysteriously than before so much so that only the cracked outline of his lips could be seen nestled in the midst of a thicket of white filaments which might have been better suited for scrubbing rust off. The rest of his face was hidden by the amorphous brown that emanated from the cloak.

	“Who are you anyway?”

	“My name is as unimportant as it is lost in the winds – but I am a Seer” 

	“A blind Seer?”

	“Best kind. For a blind Seer sees all – well all the things that the people who do see miss anyway. Which gives us the free and accurate usage of the blind sees all oxymoron, which I do rather enjoy.”

	“So what do you see now?”

	“I see someone who has simply suffered what all of us must in life – rejection. Tell me – does this Knight’s response echo all others?”

	“No of course not.”

	“Well then. You already know what to do next.”

	I paused. “Yes, yes, you’re right! I’ve just got to keep trying.”

	
	And lo! With vigour renewed I set off again and through out the next week I sought the attention of the other Knight’s opinion and expertise. And steadily the vigour renewed turned into a kind of vigour second hand, then a vigour slightly limping before finally settling into

	
	
	
	
	3 Chapter 3: The Seer



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	4 Chapter 4: Ee equals Em See Squired



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	5 Chapter 5: The Tale of Ser Alice



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	6 Chapter 6: The Monastery of Truth 



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	7 Chapter 7: The Siege Perilous!



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	8 Chapter 8: The Ivory Tower



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	9 Chapter 9: The Quest



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	10 Chapter 10: That Bloody Princess



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

