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To my father, William Anthony Rafferty (1914 - 1997) 
My first knight. 
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FOLLOWING AN INTENSIVE review using prowritingaid.com, my words have been whittled down by 20,000, which is a lot of words.

However, I have trimmed the fat and the story remains intact and totally enjoyable to read. 

I wish you happy riding and reading with Garty Musdo, a knight who will give you happy days of reading. 

Marie
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GARTY MUSDO: CHIEF protagonist, knight. 

Maud Bouchée, owner of the Maud inn.

Bubba: stable hand

Ted:  stable hand

Joanne & Jazzon Weasley: patrons at Etty Inn. 

Janda & Crystalina Kiano, clairvoyants. 

Lad:  stable hand

Etty & Slack: Owners of Etty’s inn. 

Axemanix: King Swanfeather’s half brother

Barley Rock: highway robber

Black Mach: highway robber

Baddy Pin: highway robber

Lad: stable hand

Justice Swanfeather: King of Kallai Kingdom

Cob: cobbler

Trink:  barber

Ellie: servant at Maud Inn

Extras: Wallop, Mrs Nagg, the Graceful orphanage

Doctor O’Manna: Benedict hospital

Nurse Danni: Benedict hospital

Extras: gypsies, bankers, townsfolk. 

Brill: Garty’s steed

Snow: Crystalina’s stallion
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Preface
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GARTY MUSDO RIDES THROUGH the final stage of his most extraordinary mission to find a princess, missing for twenty years. Garty, the knight who is present but never perfect. 

Without his trusty armor[image: GARTY ON HORSE WITH MAP BACKGROUND ]
, and that of his horse, Brill, he traverses the final stage of his fruitless mission. 
His funds are low. 

He will share his weakness for the beautiful women he meets. Garty will stumble often and triumph. 

Set in a time and place where knights exuded valiance and kings were cruel, Garty shares his best moments with his friend, Brill, his horse. Shall the beautiful Chrystalina take his heart and keep it? Shall he remain smitten with Joanne and fail his mission? A romantic comedy ensues. 

Kick off your shoes, hop into your favorite chair or cozy spot. Enjoy a ride with Garty Musdo, the protagonist, his companions, and fly away. 

Created, edited and published by Indie author, Publisher, 

Marie Seltenrych 

June 22, 2022 
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Prolog

[image: ]


THE TOWN CALLED SCATT will give me the clues I need, Garty muses. 
He looks over the district with a new vigor and confidence. 

Knight Commander Garty Musdo stiffens his robust thighs atop his glistening copper hued horse, Brill, and surveys the surrounding scene. He savors a deep whiff of the fresh air. 

Grass is longer and greener now that wintertime wanes. Early springtime weather approaches, bringing with it refreshing light showers that soften the earth and encourage virgin growth in every corner of his universe. 

He sighs as he dares to consider his journey. 

Five years have passed since Garty began this mission. 

The quest for a crown, on behalf of the king of Kallai. 

Alas, it is still without an heir to the throne. 

The worried king issued a decree to find his daughter. 

“You must investigate the matter. She is my heir to the throne!” 

They presented a velvet purse containing rose ryals, and spur ryals, laurels, shillings, florins, groats, and five guineas, for his expenses. He bowed to the Monarch, and the sword touched his shoulders. Garty knew that his emotions sometimes ran ahead of his mind, so is determined to mind his thoughts and to keep them rational. 

Garty talks with his beloved horse, Brill, his faithful friend. They have been together since the beginning of this quest. 

“It is nearly the end of our mission, Brill. The princess is still missing.” 

This was the 19th town he had stayed in and investigated, thus resulting in only a smidgen of genuine information. 

The kingdom of Kallai would be taken over by the king’s half-brother, Axemanix, the wealth entrepreneur who had gained his wealth by trickery of vulnerable females. 

Garty shrugs his shoulders and flicks his unkempt fair hair. Sea-blue eyes stare.
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Chapter 1
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HE RECALLS A DISTINCT, joyous moment and cogitates. 

The figure of a naked young woman in the water of the Bunky river distracted me. I had thought her to be a mermaid because of her glistening skin. 

On that day, my garments went missing, so I didn’t follow her lead. I was almost certain it was an eagle that snatched my undergarment, but concurred that its shadow manifested a humanoid. A thief, no less! 

Garty had sent a written request for a new outfit but the king refused his request because, replied the royal in writing. 

“Thou has not brought me hope for repatriation of my daughter!” 

It was obvious to Garty that it did not include his ongoing personal expenses.  

In the king’s statement, on his reconnaissance, King Swanfeather had declared:

“Whatever this costs, I shall fund it!” 

Not only did the king refuse his genuine request, it was clear to Garty that the king was not happy with his progress. He was angry! 

A cool wind whirls around his trunk and enters his chest with a sharp stab. 

Garty’s strong thighs hug his beloved Brill. He pats his horse’s neck, glistening from his patient care in grooming. The horse flicks his mane. 

“We have to find the princess, Brill,” he whispers to his friendly horse; “or I shall never gain a fresh uniform and shall need to endure rags for clothing!” 

Hope rises again in his heart as he spies out the town. Good news would be his soon! He needs one vital clue to this puzzle of the lost princess and he will be at peace!

“Everything points towards this town of Scatt, Brill. The linchpin is here, otherwise we will break the sad news to the ruler. Princess Miron is dead.”

He placed a hand on a heavy heart.

“Thou shall be with me to the end!” 

They ride down steep rocky pathways at a good pace. He tugs the reins and stops again. 

“I need a strategy, Brill.” 

He waits to gain some inspiration by looking around the inroads to the town, removes his glove and extracts a map tucked in a pocket of his torn jacket. 

With a small stub of charcoal, he marks the map, mumbling, “Lane to the west, church building on side, Lake Scatt towards South... and...” 

The horse is moving. 

“Steady on..., we will go. I know, you are keen to have your feed! But I must indeed gain the legend...” 

He senses a presence. 

The peak has large boulders. It looked like a shadow had passed. Birds squawk and fly near the largest boulder. 

I shall trust my steed more readily, he muses. 

“Good boy, you saw something, didn’t you? We cannot afford to lose more clothing, or our weapons, Brill. Or our lives. I shall be more careful.” 

He grasps his pistol and waits a moment.

The birds have flown to nearby oak and ash trees. 

"We could do with a good feed."

Man and horse had ridden from the previous town, Loopa, rather early in the morning to avoid highwaymen. 

He resumed his task: to mark the map in his hand. He needed to perform this tedious work, over again. 

The horse grunts and waits. 

“We are older and wiser now. Another task completed.”

Garty folds the legend, tucks it in a pocket, with the charcoal stub. 

He had sewn pockets into his jacket, despite bleeding fingers and thumb. 

A miniature painting is removed from another pocket.

He interrogates the picture between his fingers and thumb. Charcoal over oil miniature painting of queen Bianco, mother of the vanished sovereign. The picture, now crumpled and torn on its edges. Garty had compared this picture with a hundred beautiful women. 

None matched this beauty by a good mile. 

A daughter would be as beautiful as her mother, even identical? 

Garty was convinced the princess was the image in his portrait. 

On a sunny day, he can see the original drawing. The only clue was this little portrait. Garty kept this picture close to his heart. 

“I believe it is a genuine likeness.”

Garty slumps on his steed, having begun his day just after dawn. He is relieved to see the town close by, and the prospect of rest and a hearty meal warms his heart. The sight before him gives him the gusto needed to go on. 

“A great inn was told to me. I cannot remember its name.”

A neglected sign with the words Scatt burned on it has tumbled from its post. Now pointing into the grassy earth among leaves, pebbles, grass, and wild flowers. 

Waves of disappointment rush over him. He wonders if Scatt’s are careless. Why don’t they fix their fallen sign? 

“The Maud, that’s it!” His eyes light up! He remembers the name of the inn. 

“They will revive us on our visitation, whatever else happens. Let’s head down and try our luck.”

The pair make their way down the treacherous pathway towards the small town, where hewn built houses sit in a row in the village. 

This is where all the action happens. 

There is a statue of a king. He holds a jug that spills out water. 

He spies smoke curling from ancient brick chimneys, blackened by chaff, debris and birds’ nests. 

People begin a new day. They chat at the fountain, collecting water.

Typical townsfolk, gossiping, Garty muses. 

Watching people interacting for a bit gives him peace. 

Every town kept secrets. He needed a new strategy to unlock the secrets here. 

He thinks about what he might do.

Gold is always an incentive. 

“Alas, my funds are scant.” 

He smells fires burning as the town draws close. 

“This time, we may have good news for the king. If not, we have tried our level best.” 

It’s a homey wife and a country farm after that!

He chuckles. 

“Don’t worry, Brill, I shall not leave you even for a beautiful woman. She would need to love you, too.”

More likely I would find myself locked in a damp dark basement of a tower if I fail! 

His blood runs chilled at that thought!

“Ride harder, Brill.” 

They rode harder for a few minutes, then regressed to a trot. Brill’s hoofs clinked on cobblestone. Within a few minutes, he is riding into the small town. 

“We have found our town center, Brill.” 

He waves to the people meandering. 

Folk stop to stare at the stranger in dark leather attire. His hair glistens like gold in the morning sunlight. 

Garty detects a slow pace in this town, and it pleases his tired bones. 

Curiosity is a colloquial trait of these townsfolk, Garty notes, as folk watch him from behind doors, ajar, curtained windows. Others stare at him and his horse as if assessing his business.

“Good morning folks!” 

His voice is loud. 

That settles the mood a bit. A few hands wave, then continue their relevant projects with vigor. They wish to impress me, Garty assumes! 

“Stop here Brill,” he instructs his beloved horse, pulling on the reins to achieve a fine trot. 

“The Maud Inn! Yes, it’s the one.”

Garty pulls on the reins to slow down. 

Brill takes his master to an inn painted yellow and black, with a post outside to tie up a horse and a small space for the horse to stand in the shade of a sycamore tree. Glints of sunshine and bright green leaves that dance for joy adorn its branches.  

“I shall get you a nosebag, and water,” Garty said.

Brill clicks his hooves on the cobbles as if it pleases him.  

“I know you want a big red apple and a huge orange carrot.” 

As the knight dismounts, Garty notes the town’s main street, houses and shops, taverns and stores, built in a row, with a footpath alongside for easement. Typical town, he muses. 

“Nothing changes here.” 

The Inn boasts three wide steps leading to an open door, painted yellow with black trims and a dab of gold paint. 

He senses its welcoming mood along with the clatter of crockery and glasses, tinged with a hum of voices that carries sound waves to his auditory senses. 

This humble inn has the ambience of old-fashioned grandeur. Carpets inlaid with emblems and designs in shades of blue, red and yellow embellish. 
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Chapter 2
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GARTY STANDS BY THE entrance counter. It boasts a wait sign on a message board, so he waits, drumming his fingers on its glistening mahogany. He pushes his cape behind his shoulders. He determines to be less intimidating. Garty taps on a small brass bell. Its tone is clear and summoning. He grimaces at its loud sound. At least someone should hear that! He muses. His ears ring. 

A homey-styled woman with ivory colored hair tucked inside a bonnet that flattered her moon-shaped face comes to the desk. Garty detects the air of annoyance behind her serene facade. Her gown is blue with fitted sleeves and a starched white collar. She reminds me of a nurse I knew as a child. Garty was comfortable talking to her. He leans his flat palms on the desk and sees her face. He notes her features in order to compile his growing list of facial composite sketches. 

“Good morning!”

She bustles about moving a small selection of items on the counter. 

“Good morning! I need water for my horse, a carrot. And a little grain, thanks Madam?”

“One moment, please.” 

The woman tugs at a bell cord underneath the counter. A young woman in olive green livery rushes in. The young female is lost in a baggy shirt turned up to her elbows, and trousers tucked into strong polished boots. She focused on the woman. 

“Water the horse, Bubba, a carrot and some feed as well, thanks.”

“Yes, madam, I shall.” 

Garty noticed
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