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Renaissance Faire


Synopsis: Renaissance Faire - A squire
in the Renaissance Faire circuit sees and then becomes enamored of
a lady knight and from the first time he sees her, the quest to win
her hand is on.

 


 


The squire had his armor polished that
day to a mirror finish. He had spent the entire night before
working on repairing the joints in his vambraces, making sure all
the brass work was clean and the rivets fixed. He had hammered each
one into place himself; he was not leaving the repair of his kit to
an armor master, this was something he wanted to do himself. His
helm was of fine Milanese make and he was very proud of it. This
was his best one and he wanted to look good for the tournament
today.

After walking out of his pavilion, he
went in search of his knight. It was the squire’s fondest hope that
when the day he was knighted he would have the man who had taught
him everything about the chivalric arts deliver the accolade. He
tightened his red belt as he walked among the merchants who had
set-up shop near the tournament field.

He’d made sure the belt, made of the
finest leather his knight could afford, had been cleaned the day
before. Not his belt, he corrected himself, his knight’s belt, one
which had been given to him to show he might be worthy someday of
taking the gift from the king and becoming a member of the
chivalry. But that day was in the future and right now he had to
attend to his knight. It was something that was expected of all
squires.

He greeted a few other squires on his
way to the knight’s pavilion. There were so many showing up for
today’s tournament. He felt his skill with the sword and shield
could best most of them, but there were a few who outshone his
abilities. He didn’t care, his ability had improved greatly over
the past few years and he would soon wear the white chivalric belt
if he continued to work hard and progress.

Even the king had complimented him the
last time he’d seen the squire. It was going to be a good day, he
knew it.

His armor jangled away as the he made
his way to his knight’s location. The squire had arrived too late
and was not able to pitch his pavilion next to his knight’s, but it
was not going to be a problem. He wasn’t that far away and cold
easily help him out. Right now his knight was going to need help
getting into his armor and would need the help of his squires too.
He could do it himself if he needed, but it was a poor reflection
for the squires to let a knight do it himself.

The squire strolled into his knight’s
camp and greeted his fellow squires. Then he saw his knight being
helped by one of the younger squires with his helm, so he
immediately went over to do what he could. His knight, a man in his
thirties who had fought in many campaigns over the years, looked at
his squire and smiled.

“Tom,” he cried out, “I’m
glad you’re here. Barry is going to need some help.”

Tom Mallory had been
involved in the Society for Medieval Reenactments for the past ten
years. He’s first encountered the SMR while he was in college.
While walking through the campus he’d happened upon a group of
people dressed in 15th
century English clothing. Although he’d seen many
strange things on the campus by his senior year, this was the first
time he’d seen people who looked like they’d stepped out of the
movie Ivanhoe. He soon discovered they were putting on a
demonstration of medieval arts and crafts. Several women were
showing how bowls were made and a few others were demonstrating how
to spin wool. But what really caught his attention were the guys in
full armor smashing it out.

He soon discovered an entire martial
art had evolved out of the armored combat part of the SMR. There
were rules of engagement and standards, which had to be met before
anyone was allowed to compete. The swords, for instance, weren’t
real swords, but some kind of wood. There was a point system where
a judge would sit around and determined the winner of any
tournament. There was a large group combat which could involve
hundreds of people. By the end of the day he taken some of their
literature and planned to attend his first meeting of the local
group.

Tom was finishing up at engineering
school, so having an activity, which allowed him to make body armor
out of steel, was something he could work into the occasional
school project. He began researching ancient armor patterns and
made sure they met the SMR’s standards. Soon, he was training to
fight using wooden swords and shields. He was later told the wooden
substitutes for metal might not be the most realistic ones they
could use, but they were the safest. Injuries on the tournament
field were almost non-existent due to rigidly enforced
standards.

Soon he began attending and helping out
at events. These were weekend gatherings usually at rented parks
and camps where all the local members could get together, camp and
pursue their lover of all things medieval. It was all great fun and
his one way to escape from the boring work world, which he had
entered upon graduation.

Since Tom had decided to pursue the
fighting aspect, he decided to become a knight. It was not easy to
become one; you had to be accepted as a peer by one of the many
knightly companies which existed within the SMR. Tom found a knight
to train him and who would also sponsor him as a squire. Although
the office of squire had no official existence in the SMR
Corporation, it had grown up by custom over the years.

Tom was proud that Sir William of
Norris, his knight, had agreed to sponsor him. Sir William’s real
name was Bill Smith, but people in the SMR tended to create
personas more in line with the medieval character they were
creating.

He walked with Sir William to the
tournament field. It looked like it was going to be a heavy list of
combatants. Tom, who had decided to keep his “mundane” name to use
in the society, had peeked at the entrants who had signed up and
was impressed. There were several people listed already who had
impressive fighting careers. He noted quite a few knights from the
local groups.

The king was determined in an annual
group combat and was exempt from the list since he was sponsoring
it. It would be fun to see how the tournament, which was usually
decided by double elimination, would turn out.

This event was a little unusual in that
there were many local people attending it. Normally, the events
were closed to non-members, but not today since they were
participating with a local charitable organization to raise money
for the new hospital. Thus, there were more people walking around
not wearing medieval clothing than those doing so. It took a little
adjustment, but it wasn’t too difficult.

Tom walked up the tournament field with
his knight and watched the warm-ups. Several of the entrants were
getting up to speed by sparing in their armor before the tournament
began. They stood and watched as blows were thrown and deflected.
Tom was carrying his knight’s shield and that which belonged to
him. He sat both of them on the ground with their swords and
proceeded to watch the fighting.

“Not bad,” Sir William
commented. “Notice the way the man with the black shield floats his
defense. If you pull his name in the tournament, you might be able
to take advantage of what he’s doing.” Tom nodded; the guy was good
and he was looking forward to crossing swords with him.

They stood by the rope that marked off
tournament field for some time watching other combatants warm up.
It was going to be a great tournament, Tom could feel it. Too bad
he couldn’t talk about it to his friends at work. They just didn’t
understand what he was doing. The only organizations similar they
knew about were the live action role-players or the civil war
reenactors. He didn’t care; the job was just a way to pay for these
tournaments as far as he was concerned. Very few people made their
living on the renaissance faire or reenactment circuit as far as he
knew.

Sir William had spotted a few knights
he wanted to talk to and wondered away. Tom kept him in one eye, if
his knight wanted to engage him again, he would let him know. There
was a joke about the “cone of silence” which descended around older
members who were talking to each other when in a crowd. He turned
back to see who was now in the tournament field warming
up.

A knight he had never seen before was
in the center of the field taking on all comers. He couldn’t tell
who he was under the armor, but the knight was fast and light on
his feet. He would dance around opponents, usually other squires
twice his size, and snap in a precise strike after analyzing their
defense. It was impressive to watch and he stood there as the
knight took down all challengers.

The herald had called everyone to the
sign-up sheet who hadn’t already signed in, which meant the
tournament was about to begin. The knight finished is last fight
and put down his shield. A squire ran up to take it and the helm he
was pulling off. Tom strained his eyes to see who this knight
was.

When the knight took off the helmet, a
cascade of blond hair fell out of the helm. The knight had his back
to Tom, but he appeared to be a young man. Then the knight turned
around and the he was a she, because standing in front of Tom in
the middle of the tournament field was a beautiful woman under the
armor. She handed her sword to her squire and they walked off the
field.

Tom was mesmerized. He knew there were
a few lady knights in the society, but not too many. It explained
the way the knight had moved. Lacking the shear brute force and
mass of a male combatant, she had to outwit and out-maneuver her
opponents, which she did with devastating ruthlessness. It was an
impressive and beautiful thing to watch.

Tom had a few minutes to talk to some
of the other squires and learned she fought under the name Sir
Bradamante. She had recently been knighted and was considered the
smartest and most cunning knight in the society. Her beauty was
renowned, but she was engaged to be married, although her fiancé
never came to these events.

Tom was thunderstruck. He hadn’t had a
serious girlfriend since leaving college and none of the women he
had met at work or through the society had interested him. He felt
it was still too soon to be thinking about settling down. But this
woman met all his standards for perfection. Sir Bradamante was
beautiful and knew how to swing a mean sword. It was as if someone
had created a homunculus of everything he wanted in a woman. He had
to talk to her. She wasn’t married yet, so maybe he still had an
opportunity.

He looked to make sure his knight was
still busy talking to the other members of the chivalry. The
tournament wouldn’t begin for another few minutes, which allowed
him the time to find out more about Sir Bradamante. He casually
walked over to where she was standing with her squires and listened
to her talk.

Her voice was very feminine and it was
hard to square the sound coming out of the armor with the knight
who had beaten countless men on the tournament field. She was
talking about the proper stance for fighting and was telling them
how to move out of the range of their opponent. Tom walked around
to one side of her and watched how she mimed the swing of a sword.
Her hair radiated away from her and flowed down the metal pauldrons
on her shoulders.

She was pale as you might expect for a
natural blond, but her eyes were what attracted him the most. They
were a deep ice blue, which drew you into their depths.

 


 


Soon, it was time for the tournament.
Tom walked back over the area roped off for the event and stood
with his knight, but he kept watching for Sir Bradamante. She was
one of the first knights ready, although she had spent more time
getting her squires ready than they spent on her. He noticed she
had no women squires, which surprised him.

“Do you know anything about
the lady knight?” Tom asked Sir William as they stood ready to have
their names called out. The tournament was not based on skill
level, but luck of the draw. Cards with entrants’ names on them
were shuffled until the matches were drawn. After each round, they
were shuffled again.

“Sir Bradamante,” Sir
William spoke to him. “She’s as slippery as an eel. Don’t try to
overpower her if you pull her name; try to get her to come to you.
She’s got a mean thrusting game too.” The swords had sponge tips
for thrusting shots to make them safe.

Tom was one of the first names called,
although he did not get to fight the lady knight. He had a good run
that day, making it to the eighth round of eliminations. He didn’t
get to see her fight until toward the end of the day.

It was toward the end of the tournament
that the name of Sir Bradamante and Sir William were called out by
the heralds. Both knights took to the field and faced off while the
judges watched to see how many blows each would land in a vital
area. The tournament at this level was based on how many vital
strikes were made in five minutes. It tended to speed things up and
avoid long moments of the upper level knights facing off at each
other.

Both knights began throwing calculated
shots at each other with their swords as soon as the bout started.
Sir William landed a good hit on her thigh early on, but she
learned from it and stayed out of his range afterward. She fought
like a Valkyrie from heaven, floating around his knight, thrusting
at his helmet to connect time and time again. Sir William got one
more on her shoulder, but she had nearly double the strikes when
the bout was called.

Tom didn’t know what to do, he felt bad
wanting another knight to win, but watching Sir Bradamante was the
closest thing he’d had to a religious experience. He stood in
silence and watcher her lure Sir William into range and snap in a
hit. And she did it while remaining breathless afterwards. Sir
William took his loss in stride and grumbled about his age, but he
still had another fight left in him. Tom helped him get his helmet
off, but his eyes were fixed on the lady knight across the
field.

Nether knight made it to the final
elimination. Sir William lost to a quicker knight who had come up
to compete from the South and Bradamante to a series of weapon
forms which confused her. Still Tom watched her and tried to figure
out a way to meet his lady knight. He was smitten beyond belief
with her. Surely, he wasn’t the first. Tom asked around and found
out her real name was “Brandy”, interestingly enough. He sat still
and watched her squires help her remove the armor she wore and take
it back to their pavilion. He helped his knight take the armor back
too, but always his head was turned in Sir Bradamante’s
direction.

 


 


After the fighting was finished, Tom
helped his knight pack up this gear. They talked about what he
needed to do to make it to the next level and his level of
fighting. Since he had quite a drive ahead of him, Sir William got
in his car and drove home, reminding Tom there might be another
event coming up in a few weeks.

Tom watched him go and then turned his
attention to the lady knight.

He saw a few friends and talked about
the fighting that day, but he managed to casually ask about Sir
Bradamante every chance he had. He learned she was engaged to a
computer executive and the guy was pretty far up in his company.
She had known her fiancé before she began fighting, but he never
came to these functions, preferring his miniature war gaming
pursuits.

Tom eventually saw her walking around
alone looking at some of the merchants who were still
open.

She was wearing a long dress with her
knight’s belt wrapped around it. Her hair flowed down her back and
Tom noticed her manicure had held up in the fighting. He was afraid
she would think he was stalking her, so Tom stayed back at a
respectful distance, always trying to keep Sir Bradamante in sight.
She soon grew tired of the merchants and went back to her
camp.

Tom found a reason to visit someone
near her camp and spent time talking with an old friend named
Ragnar. His friend had a Viking persona and was staying in a tent
built to resemble a Viking period tent from the tenth century. They
shared a bottle of mead, but Tom kept craning his neck to see what
the lady knight was up to. As far as he could tell, she was
supervising her squires and inspecting their armor, telling each
one what they should do to take better care of their
gear.

It was as impressive as she
was.

They finished talking and Tom
graciously accepted a cup of mead. Ragnar was an old friend, one of
the first Tom had made in the society. Ragnar didn’t like the
fighting arts, he was more of party animal who liked a good beer on
a hot afternoon and he brewed with the best of them. But Ragnar had
an authentic Viking campsite which would look fine in a Norwegian
museum. Everything in it would pass a five-foot rule, that is to
say it looked authentic from five feet away. Ragnar strived to have
the most authentic campsite anyone had ever seen. He’s ever won a
series of awards for it.

While Tom sipped away his mead out of
the horn cup Ragnar had handed him, he continued to watch the lady
knight at her camp. He couldn’t believe a stunning women like her
didn’t have the fiancé at this event. Why did he want to marry her
and not share all of her life? It seemed like a recipe for
disaster. She should have a man by her side that could support and
grow with her. Someone like himself.

“So Ragnar,” he said, trying
to change the subject from what they had been discussing, “what do
you know about the lady knight over there?” He indicated Sir
Bradamante’ s location by moving his head in her
direction.

“Sir Brad?” he asked. “She
got knighted last year out West before the job took her here. At
least that’s what I heard. She has a guy back there, doesn’t see
him much, supposed to get married to him. Why? You interested in
her?”

So they called her ‘Sir Brad’. He might
try it later. Right now he just wanted to know everything he could
know about her. Tom was feeling the tug on his heart and didn’t
know how to proceed. Everything he was told by his friends didn’t
seem to work. Tom was not a social butterfly and having a
conversation with someone he didn’t know was not easy. However, a
few more cups of the mead might change it.

Tom took another gulp of the mead and
let the cool sensation of it soak through is body. He’d taken his
armor off and was wearing a simple tunic with his own personal
device on it. He thought long and hard about how to go about
meeting her. At some point that evening she might hit a few
parties, probably with her squires in tow. His knight had driven
home to his wife and kids. Sir William usually brought them along,
but they had a family function to attend today. Tom has plenty of
time to hang out tonight and maybe he’d run into Sir
Brad.

“I might be,” he finally
spoke to Ragnar. Come to think of it, he didn’t even know Ragnar’s
real name. “But if you say she’s already engaged, I don’t know if
it’s worth trying. Could be all kinds of problems there and I don’t
need people saying I was stalking her. Would look real bad when
they discussed my name as a candidate for knighthood.”

“You are too obsessed with
that white belt,” Ragnar told him, leaning back in a wooden chair.
“It’s why I never got into fighting. Too much of the high school
football jock attitude for me.”

 


 


Later that evening, when Tom was
drinking at a party, he saw her. As he had expected, Sir Brad was
with her squires and making the rounds. Some of the merchants were
still open. He watched her, golden hair tied into two braids, walk
up to an armor booth and look at some of what was for sale. He
listened to her talk about the quality of each piece and what it
could do for the person who wore it. She seemed interested in
picking up some more pieces and talked pricing with the
armorer.

Tom put his drink down and began
following her group discreetly. Right now was not a good time. She
was having some quality time with her men and trying to get a word
in would not be a smart thing to do. He lingered back and almost
fell over laughing when he heard one of her squires refer to Sir
Brad as “mom” when she was out of hearing range.

It was at a large party where he
finally felt like he could walk up and talk to her. The alcohol had
lowered his inhibition mechanism, but, unfortunately, it was also
affecting his ability to reason. Many a young squire had found
himself taken of the short list for knighting after the wrong thing
was said to the right person after too much drink. But he felt he
could handle the buzz inside his brain.

Inhaling deeply, he strolled over to
Sir Brad and her men.

“Good evening, Sir Knight,”
he said to her, fighting the urge to go sit down, “You fought well
today, I wanted to tell you that.”

“You can dismiss the fancy
titles,” she told him. “We’re all hanging out and you can just call
me Brandy. Tom, isn’t it? Aren’t you one of William’s
guys?”

“Yes,” he affirmed. “I am.
But I wanted to tell you how much I like watching you today. I
think I could learn a lot from you.” He prayed the statement wasn’t
taken the wrong way.

“I’m flattered, Tom,” she
said, and then she turned to her men. “Hey boys, take a breather. I
want to go walk with his fine young man. Yeah that’s right, mom
needs a break. Now go scatter.”

A little confused, her squires soon
wandered off. She watched them walk off and then took Tom by the
arm, walking him out of the campsite where the party was held. Soon
they were walking in the moonlit night down a vacant field. In the
distance he could hear the sounds of parties all over the
event.

“They’re a good bunch of
boys,” she said, “but if I didn’t cut them loose they won’t be
getting laid tonight and I don’t need to deal with a bunch of
horny, frustrated squires in the morning.”

She saw Tom’s eyes go wide.

“It’s what I have to work
with,” she said. “Don’t tell me your knight has it any
different.”

As far as Tom knew, it was worse over
in his camp when they were all together. Most of Sir William’s boys
had a reputation to uphold. They were all a bunch of
post-notchers.

 


 


They talked for quite a while about the
event that day, how well some of her squires had done in the
tournament as opposed to how well his brother squires had done. She
seemed to feel her guys needed some finesse that his knight’s had
and wanted to know if there was some time in the future they could
train jointly. Tom said he would talk to Sir William and see when
they could do it. He looked the idea of spending more time around
Sir Brad.

The more they walked, the more Tom was
taken by her. He loved the sound of her voice, the way she walked
with poise and her laugh. They talked about mundane matters, about
how each of their jobs where coming along. She turned out to be an
engineer, which impressed him greatly. She was fascinated by
computers and his work. Inside, Tom felt he had found the woman he
had searched for all his life. But there was the problem of the
fiancé….

Eventually, they sat down on a log and
continued talking. She wasn’t wearing any kind of engagement ring,
but Sir Brad had been fighting that day and most fighters took off
rings before they competed. Even with hand protection, it could
cause a problem later when your hand swelled from all the physical
activity. Her eyes pulled him in and the drink was starting to have
an effect on Tom’s reasoning.

Very carefully, he touched her hand.
She didn’t pull back and this was encouraging. He leaned close to
her and looked deeply into her eyes. He was waiting for her to move
forward before kissing her. But, it didn’t happen.

Finally, he could take his desire no
longer. “Sir Brad, I mean Brandy,” he said to her. “I think you are
the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. I would die for just one
kiss from you. Give me any quest, any challenge and I will see that
it happens this very moment.”

She put one finger to his lips and
gently pushed him back. “You are a good boy,” she told him. “But
I’m sorry I have this fiancée waiting for me in Boise. I know you
mean well, but I just can’t run off on him. He doesn’t come to
these events and he wishes I would go back to softball, but I
can’t.” She put her hand on his. “Look, there are plenty of women
around here. I’m sure you’ll find a nice young wench tonight if
that’s what you want.”

“But it’s not what I want,”
he told her. “I want a woman of quality, like you.”

She sighed and put one of her hands
over his. “I’m flattered, Tom,” she informed him. “But I can’t risk
dumping what I’ve built up over the years with him for a roll in
the hay. Do you understand?”

“I understand too well,” he
told her again. “But I have no interest in something quick and
easy. If you won’t or can’t consider me, then I just won’t have
anything.”

“You’re really pushing this
thing too far,” she said to him. “I understand how hard it can be
on you. Jesus H. Christ, how many of the guys I bopped in the head
today took off their helms and swooned after me? But, really, you
need to separate reality from what we do at these
events.”

“I don’t care much for the
other reality,” he said. “It’s all about rich people piling up
money at everyone else’s expense. It’s teenage mothers and precious
snowflakes. I’ll take the reality we see here over any other day of
the week.”

“Maybe,” she told him, “but
the reality we encounter after leaving this place is the one we
have. You might not believe in gravity, but you’ll fall down the
elevator shaft just the same if the door is open and no car is
there.” She stood up and offered him an arm. Tom took it and walked
back to the camp. He was hurting on the inside, but did his best
not to show it. He did.

“You have a good evening,
Squire Tom,” she told him after bidding him farewell at the
entrance to her camp. Some of her squires were wandering back,
looking strangely at him.

Tom walked back to his own pavilion,
depressed
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