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            "And gladly would he learn, and gladly teach."     Geoffrey Chaucer, The Canterbury Tales
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Chapter 1: The Child in the Wine Street
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I was born where the streets never truly sleep. London spoke before I learned to speak, and it spoke loudly: The shout of merchants, the rumble of carts over stone, the call of sailors returning from distant waters with salt still in their coats. I learned early that a city is never silent; it only changes its language from hour to hour.

My father’s trade brought us close to wine and commerce, and so I grew up among barrels, scents of oak and grape, and the constant movement of men who always seemed to be going somewhere else. Even then, I remember watching them more than I spoke to them.

People interested me more than goods. A man counting coins would reveal more in his hesitation than in his wealth. A woman bargaining at the stall would show more truth in her tone than in her words. I did not yet have the name for it, but I was already learning what later I would call observation.

“Why do you stare so much, Geoffrey?” my mother once asked me.

I did not answer well. I only said, “They change while I watch them.”

She laughed, thinking it a child’s odd thought. But I did not mean it as a joke. In those early years, I believed that every person carried a hidden tale, not unlike a traveller carrying a pouch they would never open in public. I did not know yet that one day I would try to open those pouches with words.

I attended school, as children of my station do, where Latin ruled the page and discipline ruled the day. Yet even there, my mind often drifted out of the window. I would watch a beggar argue with a baker, or a knight pass through the street with a face too proud for the mud beneath his horse.

I began to notice something curious: no two people saw the same world, even when standing in the same place.

At night, when the city softened into dim lamps and quieter footsteps, I would replay what I had seen. I did not yet write stories, but I was already collecting them.

One evening, I remember a traveller arriving late, his cloak torn, speaking of distant roads and strange customs. The adults listened politely, but I listened differently. I wanted not just his story, but the way he became his story while speaking it. 

That night, I thought:

If people are stories, then perhaps the world is only a gathering of voices.

I did not yet know where that thought would lead me. But I had already begun the journey. Not with feet. With attention.
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Chapter 2: Pages of a Noble House
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In time, the city I knew so well no longer contained all my days. I entered a different world, one that spoke more softly, but with sharper meaning. I became a page in a noble household, serving among those whose lives were arranged like carefully polished stones: smooth on the surface, but fixed in place by invisible rules.

It was here that I learned how appearance can be a language of its own.

At court, a bow was never just a bow. A smile could mean welcome, warning, or calculation. Even silence carried intention. I began to understand that people in power often speak least when they mean most.

I remember my first morning in service. The corridors were long and clean, and the air smelled of wax and cold stone. I walked behind my master, careful not to step too loudly, careful not to exist too strongly.

“Walk as if you belong, but do not forget that you serve,” an older page whispered to me.

I did not fully understand him then. I would understand later. 

My duties were simple at first: carrying messages, preparing garments, observing etiquette. Yet even these small tasks revealed a complex world beneath them. Nothing was casual. Even the way a glove was placed on a table had meaning.

One evening, I was sent to deliver a sealed letter. I remember holding it tightly, as if it contained not only words, but consequences. The man who received it did not open it immediately. He studied me instead.

“Do you know what you carry?” he asked.

“No, my lord,” I replied.

He smiled faintly. “That is often safest.”

I left with more questions than I had brought.

There were moments of splendour and feasts where light danced on silver, music that seemed to soften even the most rigid faces. Yet I also saw something else: the quiet distance between people who stood close together but lived in separate thoughts.

In those halls, I began to collect impressions the way others collect coins. A noblewoman who laughed too quickly. A knight who never laughed at all. A steward whose eyes never stopped measuring the room.

I did not yet write poetry, but I was already arranging the world in lines and patterns, as if meaning could be shaped through attention alone.

One afternoon, I overheard a conversation between two courtiers. They spoke of honour, but their words shifted like water around stones. When they noticed me, they fell silent.

Later, I wrote nothing, but I remembered everything.

At night, lying in my narrow chamber, I often thought of the city I had left behind. There, people were direct, even when harsh. Here, everything was softened into formality, and yet more difficult to read.

I began to suspect that truth does not change from place to place, but only the disguise it wears.

And I, still young, was learning how to look beyond the disguise. Not yet a poet. But no longer only a child.
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Chapter 3: The Soldier’s Brief Journey
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The world changes its shape most clearly when it is seen through uncertainty. I had begun to believe that life at court would be my only path, a slow movement through rooms of silk and silence. Yet such expectations are fragile things, easily broken by the turning of politics and the will of kings.

One day, I was called to serve in a manner far less gentle than before. There was war in France. And I, still young and untested, was sent across the sea.

The journey itself felt like a passage out of certainty. The water between England and the continent was not only a distance of geography, but a boundary between what I had known and what I was about to learn. The ship creaked with every movement, as if it too doubted its purpose.

A soldier beside me laughed at my silence.

“You look as though you are already lost,” he said.

“Perhaps I am only learning the route,” I replied.

He laughed louder, but said no more.

When we reached foreign soil, the air itself felt altered; it was heavier, sharper, as if it carried the memory of conflict. Marching came quickly after landing, and with it, the slow erosion of comfort.

I remember the sound of armour more than the sight of battle: metal against metal, boots against stone, breath against fear. The world becomes simpler in such moments. There are commands, movements, survival.

And beneath it all, silence. It was during one of these
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