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Dear Reader,
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This third book in the Armor of God series focuses on the important virtue of peacemaking. It’s so important that Saint Paul considered it a part of our spiritual armor. And Jesus said, “Blessed are the peacemakers.” 
As you follow George, Robyn, and Erik in this story, you will discover where peace must begin. And you will discover how the sacraments of Confession and Holy Communion can help you obtain this gift. 
I pray that this story will inspire you to bring peace to everyone you know—especially to the members of your family. 
Happy reading,
Theresa Linden
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Copyright © 2019 by Theresa A. Linden
Boots of Peace has received the Catholic Writers Guild Seal of Approval.
All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events or places is purely coincidental.
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Ephesians 6:13-17
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“Therefore, put on the armor of God,
that you may be able to resist on the evil day and, 
having done everything, to hold your ground.
So stand fast with your loins girded in truth, 
clothed with righteousness as a breastplate, and 
your feet shod in readiness for the gospel of peace. 
In all circumstances, hold faith as a shield,
to quench all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 
And take the helmet of salvation and the
sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.”
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Strange Rock
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George Pennington gazed down at the strange rock. In all his nine years of life, he’d never seen such a thing. Curiosity grew inside him like a weed. 

From a distance, it had looked like an ordinary rock jutting from the top of a grassy slope. Up close, the craftsmanship showed. Several stones had been mortared together to form a cylinder. It reminded him of a low stone table with a circle-shaped piece of wood sunk in the top. The more he thought about it, the more he had to know . . . 

“What reason could the knights possibly have for keeping this a secret?” George said to his younger brother, Erik.

Erik squatted next to the rock, watching a big black beetle crawl across the smooth wooden top. He picked up a stick and set it in the beetle’s path. “Perchance the squires know about it,” he said. “And we’ll know when we’re squires.”

“Then I would have to wait five years to find out.” George sighed. He and Erik were only pages now. They wouldn’t become squires until they turned fourteen.

Erik shrugged. “I’ll have a longer wait than you will.” He was one of the youngest students in Knight School for Boys and Girls. 

George’s friend Robyn strolled around the strange rock. Her dark green skirt swished with every step. She’d entered Knight School at the same time as George and Erik. 

While the boys hoped to become knights one day, the girls hoped to become dames. They all learned the same skills and virtues and had the same chance to earn their armor. 

Robyn stood with her hands on her hips. “I think this is a secret meeting place.”

“A meeting place?” George considered the idea.

Bending closer to the strange rock, Robyn ran her hand along the wood. “What do you make of these markings? I’ve never seen any like them before.”

Symbols had been carved into the wood. They didn’t resemble numbers or letters, but maybe they were of a different language.

“They don’t make sense to us.” Erik watched the beetle crawl along his stick. “But they must mean something to the knights. Or to whoever made this thing.” 

“Yeah, that’s true,” George said.

Tearing his eyes from the beetle, Erik looked up at George. “Did Sir Lucian say the knights made this?”

George shook his head. “He didn’t say. He didn’t tell me anything about it.”

Not so long ago, George had mustered the courage to ask his teacher, Sir Lucian, about the strange rock. “You will know someday,” the one-armed knight had said. “You will know when you need to. You can’t learn everything at once.” 

Someday was not soon enough for George. He wanted to know now. 

George rubbed his chin as he thought about it. Perhaps Robyn was right, and it was a secret meeting place. 

In the next moment, George’s imagination took off. He pictured a dozen knights standing around the circular, table-like rock. They each wore a flowing cape and a hat with a long white feather. . . 

“I called this meeting to discuss the secret affairs of Dovenshire,” Sir Crewe said in George’s imagination. He spoke in a voice as steely and gray as his mustache. “There has been growing unrest in the villages.”

Sir Michael tossed his cape over his shoulder and jumped onto the stone. He shook his golden hair from his youthful face. “First order of business: the games!”

“Games?” Sir Crewe’s eyes opened wide, and his brows lowered over them.

Suddenly, George’s daydream broke away from his control. His heart pounded. New images entered his mind. 

Sir Michael jumped off the circular stone. Light burst forth from the top. It streamed up from the markings. The wooden circle turned on its side. Then it swung forward like an opening door. 

The vision stopped. Unsettled, George gasped and staggered back.

“Are you okay?” Robyn grabbed George’s arm. “You’re shaking.”
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The Few
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The next day at Knight School for Boys and Girls, George met up with Erik outside. Pages from every classroom gathered in the big lawn. Excitement filled the air, as it always did before Sir Michael’s outdoor lessons. A line formed near a single gnarled tree that stood by a long, roped-off area.

Sir Michael and another knight rolled a life-sized wooden horse to the middle of the lawn. It had a barrel body and boards for legs. It didn’t much resemble a horse, but Sir Michael had called it that. Well, it did have a saddle. 

They positioned the “horse” at one end of the roped-off area. A shield hung from a pole at the opposite end. Sir Michael stooped by the wooden horse and unwound a coil of rope. He motioned to two boys, probably squires, who then ran to him.

“George!” Robyn jogged up behind George and Erik, her long hair loose and falling in her face.

George and Erik slowed as they reached the line of pages, securing a spot close to the beginning.

“I just overheard something troubling,” Robyn whispered, out of breath.

“Troubling? Pray tell.” George gave her his full attention since not much bothered her ordinarily.

“On my way out of the classroom, I overheard a girl talking to Sir Lucian about armor day, how it’s coming soon, and how we’ve all worked so hard. And I-I think she asked if we’d all be getting the Boots of Peace.” 

She paused to take a breath. The look in her eyes warned that George wouldn’t like the knight’s answer.

“Well, what did he say?” Erik asked.

She glanced from George to Erik and back to George. “He said no. Few have earned the Boots of Peace thus far.”

“What?” The disappointment made George’s voice squeak out in a high pitch. “But we have worked hard.” He’d written an essay about being a peacemaker, and he’d passed every quiz. Granted, to earn the first two pieces of armor, they’d also had to prove they could live the virtue connected to the armor. George had really struggled with that, especially when trying to earn the Belt of Truth. Had he proven himself a peacemaker? 

“Sir Lucian then told the girl something about the lists he’d shared with us,” Robyn said.

“Lists? What lists?” George asked.

“The ones on peacemaking. He gave them to us when he first told us about the virtue,” Robyn explained. “He also said many of us didn’t seem to understand where peacemaking needed to begin. And that’s all I heard before I left the classroom.”

“The lists?” George tried to remember. Let’s see . . . Sir Lucian had hastily scrawled two lists on the board while talking about the virtue of peace. One list included things like war, fighting, arguing, anxiety, and fear. And the other had something about peoples, groups, family members, others, and . . . What was the last
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(Catechism

“Peace be with you,”
Jesus said to the disciples before
He ascended into heaven.
“As the Father has sent me,
even so I send you.”
—John 20:21

Jesus called His disciples
to bring peace and reconciliation

to the world.
But you and [ are also called to be
peacemakers!
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