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Dear Reader,
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If you are preparing to make your First Confession and your First Holy Communion, the Armor of God series is just for you. The six books in this series will support some of the truths you are learning as you prepare for these sacraments. 
If you have already received these sacraments, I hope these stories will draw the teachings of our Holy Faith deeper into your heart. I pray that you grow in your love for Our Lord Jesus Christ and that He fills you with His grace and blessing. 
Happy reading,
Theresa Linden
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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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Tryouts
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A crowd gathered in St. Andrew’s courtyard for the annual tryouts. A few gray clouds floated overhead, but nothing could dampen George’s spirit. Today was the day!

“George, if you don’t pass tryouts again, you must trust that Our Lord has other plans for you.” Concern showed in Father’s eyes. “Perhaps, you are not meant to be a knight.”

Nine-year-old George Pennington bit his tongue to keep from replying. He knew Father wanted to make him an apprentice. Father wanted to teach him the work of a scribe. Grandfather had been a scribe, Great-grandfather too. Father would have him hunched over a desk for years . . . sitting, writing, yawning . . . 

No. He did not want to be a scribe. He wanted to become a knight. If he passed tryouts, he would get to attend the best school ever: Knight School for Boys and Girls. 

There, boys and girls learned the Code of Chivalry. Boys might eventually become knights, and girls, dames.

“We shall await you boys out here.” A rosary dangled from Mother’s hand, swinging as she pointed. “St. Andrew’s courtyard is crowded.” She gave him and his little brother, Erik, a peck on the cheek and waved them on their way. 

Erik swiped the curls off his forehead and darted off like a kid at the fair.

George grabbed hold of his tunic to stop him. They bumped and weaved their way through the crowd.

Children wore their best tunics. No one had a single strand of straw in their hair. A woman stooped by a boy and scrubbed his forehead with her apron. A man lifted a little boy and mumbled in his ear. “Don’t go mixing up your p’s and q’s now. And remember what I told you . . .” 

Most parents stood in the shadows of the courtyard and watched. 

One of the Franciscan friars from St. Andrew’s scurried about the kids, waving his arms and gesturing. He reminded George of a chicken trying to avoid capture. Every time he formed a row of kids, one or two moved out of place. He grasped the strip of hair around his otherwise bald head, looked at the sky, and muttered to himself. 

Erik walked on tiptoes, waving his index finger around. “. . . thirty-five, thirty-six, thirty-seven . . .”

George yanked Erik’s tunic to keep him from plowing over a boy who sat cross-legged on the ground. 

“I count about four dozen kids here,” George said, “a good baker’s dozen more than last year.” 

Across the courtyard stood a tall scarecrow of a boy with brown straw-like hair. The boy mouthed something to George and waved his arms overhead. 

“Look, there’s Henry.” George took two steps toward his friend. “This must be his third tryout. I hope he makes it.”

“This way, children, this way.” Someone tugged George’s sleeve.

George turned to find himself face to face with a round-eyed, smiling friar. It was George’s catechism teacher, Brother Coll. 

“Please, come and sit down.” The friar waved them forward and pointed to a row of kids sitting on the ground. He gave George a little shove toward them.

George tumbled into place and bumped a girl. “Pray pardon,” he said. 

The girl nodded but then faced forward. She sat cross-legged, her back straight as an arrow. She wore her hair in a braid wrapped around her head. And George didn’t think he’d seen a cleaner tunic in all his life. 

“Good morrow, good people,” a voice bellowed. 

The crowd hushed, and all heads turned toward the knight in the front of the courtyard. 
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“I am Sir Crewe, the head knight of Knight School.” He wore a dark purple surcoat, high black boots, and a hat with a long feather. One hand rested on the hilt of the sword that dangled at his side. With his other hand, he stroked his long gray mustache. 

George grinned, watching him. 

The knight looked old, at least forty. He’d probably even battled dragons in his youth. With head held high, Sir Crewe rambled on about something. 

Snapping out of his daze, George forced himself to pay attention.

“. . . and thus, only twenty-four of you shall be selected from Dovenshire.”

Brother Coll shuffled to the center of the courtyard. He held a long scroll and began to call names. Pointing his pudgy finger, he directed children to one of four tables arranged in the corners of the courtyard. The testing began.

George waited an unbearable amount of time before hearing his name. 

“George Pennington!” 

He sat down at the first table. His fingers tingled with anxiety. When he saw the letters on the hornbook in the friar’s hand, he grinned. He could read his letters. 

The redheaded squire behind the second table handed him a quill pen. 

George rubbed his hands together. He could write his name. He could write all the letters. 

At the third table, he had to count pebbles and coins and eggs.

Finally, George moved on to the fourth table, the one with Sir Crewe and the logic questions. He tried to settle his thumping heart, but he had faced his doom at this table last year. 

The first few questions were easy enough, but the next one stumped him. So he sat still as a stone and thought hard. 

“Well, what say you?” Sir Crewe’s voice boomed. He spun to face George. His purple surcoat billowed out around him. His eyes flashed with dragon-like fury. 

“Another moment, pray thee.” George rattled his brain. No brothers or sisters . . . the man’s father is my father’s son . . . let me see . . . 

He needed to get the answer right. He couldn’t possibly wait another whole year. He wanted to go to Knight School now. “Would you be so kind as to repeat the question?” 

Sir Crewe’s eyes narrowed. He inhaled deeply and loudly. At last, he spoke. “A man says, ‘Brothers and sisters, have I none, but that man’s father is my father’s son.’ To whom does he point?” He propped his hands on his hips. “Your answer, George.”

George smiled and sat up straight. “The man is pointing to himself.” 

The knight gave a nod. “Very good. And for the last question: How much dirt is in a hole that is six feet deep, five feet long, and four feet wide?”

George tapped his fingers on the table and mumbled, “Let me think now . . . five times four . . . five, ten, fifteen, twenty . . . times six . . . hmmm. Dirt  . . . in a hole?” 

The answer came to George. He spoke up. “None. There is no dirt in a hole, sir. A hole is empty.”

“Very good, George.” Sir Crewe snatched his quill pen, scratched something on a parchment, and motioned for George to stand. “You may return to the middle of the courtyard. Pray, do not disturb Brother Coll’s seating arrangement.” 

Sir Crew pulled out a scroll and called the next child. “Gwayne Archer!” 

George stumbled through the rows of kids. He plopped down between Erik and the straight-backed girl. The only thing left to do was to wait.
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Cesson

God loves you!
Every day He gives you many
chances to love Him in return.

You can show your love
by talking to Him,
keeping the Commandments,
and by doing kind things for others
Sometimes we choose
ourselves over loving God

We break the Commandments; we sin.
But Our Lord wants us

to turn back to Him,

so He gives us the
Sacrament of Penance!
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