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“Do I really have to wear this?” 

“Yes, you do,” Baldric replied. “Do you want to be taken seriously or not?” 

Leo looked around at the other Pages, at their brightly colored tights and short tunics, long flowing 

sleeves and weird puffy hats with feathers bobbing behind.  

“What a nuthouse,” he muttered to himself. “Fine. I’ll wear it.” He snatched the clothes out of Baldric’s 

hand. 

Baldric smiled. “You will make a fine Page, and with your advanced…experience…I think you will make 

up in wisdom what you no longer have physically.” 

Leo gave him a tight smile and walked into his dressing room and closed the door.  He stood in front of 

the mirror and stared at his reflection.  He was still wearing his leather jacket and the dirty white t-shirt 

he was wearing when Baldric found him.  He sighed.  He looked and felt every one of his 49 years.  He 

had dark circles under his eyes and his black hair was growing out wildly, sticking out at crazy angles.  His 

beard had grown coarse and was speckled with gray.  He pictured those young fancy boys waiting out in 

the arena, with their jewel-encrusted broadswords, flowing locks of yellow hair and their fawning 

sycophantic seconds.   

He looked at the green and orange tunic and yellow tights he was supposed to squeeze his ample belly 

into. “What would Billy say if he could see me now.” He smiled, remembering what they would say to 

each other when they were getting ready to go out on the street at night, looking to get even when 

someone from the neighborhood had hurt someone close to them. “C’mon, Leo, let’s go get medieval 

on their asses.” He winked at his reflection. “Those dandies have no idea what’s about to happen.”  

He walked up to the door, took a deep breath and kicked it open.  The door flew off its hinges and 

slammed into the pillar that stood right outside his door.  Baldric had leaped out of the way just in time 

and had fallen backwards. He was looking up in shock, and was about to speak when Leo met his eyes. 

Baldric closed his mouth as Leo looked away and stalked towards the middle of the arena. 

Baldric scrambled to his feet. “Wait...”, he began, holding out a sword with the handle towards Leo, but 

Leo was already passed him. “You forgot your...” Baldric fell silent and watched in dismay as Leo moved 

out onto the floor of the arena. 

Two of the other pages had been scared out of their wits when Leo kicked the door open and were 

cowering behind pillars, ignoring their seconds pleas to come out and fight.  The third was not so easily 

daunted. He stood at the far edge of the black and white floor of the arena, perfectly framed in an 

arched window that let in the golden glow of the sunset.  His hat was purple with red feathers hanging 

from the back.  He wore a purple and yellow tunic and tights with red and purple stripes.  His sword 

point rested on the floor, his hand rested lightly on the hilt, which was set with two large green stones. 

His head was turned slightly to the left, but his eyes were fixed on Leo and his expression was grim.   



“Thinks he’s a badass,” Leo muttered under his breath.  “Looks ridiculous.”  F--ing pretty boy.  Leo stood 

still for a moment, then let out a yell and charged across the floor towards his opponent. 

The Page stood still and watched as Leo came towards him. Leo’s mind was blank, he was in his element, 

ready for a street fight and all he could think about was his fist meeting the boy’s jaw.  But this wasn’t a 

street fight, the rules were different here, he was facing a foe who was in control of his emotions, who 

had been trained to be patient and read his opponent.  Leo had made it most of the way across the floor 

and the Page still hadn’t moved. Leo was about to smash into him, had opened his arms to grab him, but 

the Page spun, moving impossibly fast, and snatched up his sword.  Leo’s armed closed on emptiness. 

He felt the flat of the sword smack him on the ass, propelling him forward toward the open window too 

fast for him to stop himself. He slammed into the window sill and flipped over it and out of the window.  

Just as he was about to fall, he reached out with his left hand and grabbed onto the flag pole, which 

jutted out just below the window.  It bent under his weight but held and he hung there trying to make 

sense out of what had just happened. 

“You should be more careful,” the Page was leaning out of the window, his high pitched voice tinged 

with amusement. “Do you need help?” 

Leo glared at him and swung back and forth from the flag pole until he caught the windowsill with his 

right hand and tried to pull himself up.  He struggled for a few seconds, then felt himself being pulled up 

and over the windowsill.  He fell into a heap onto the floor.  He heard a high pitched giggle and looked 

up to see the Page standing over him with his hand held primly over his mouth. 

“Would you like a moment to rest?  Maybe you would like your sword now.” He giggled again. 

Leo looked up at him in silence.  The Page shook his head and began to turn away.  Leo kicked out his leg 

and swept the Page’s legs out from under him. As he fell, Leo rolled and lashed out with his right fist, 

connecting with the Pages jaw as he fell. Leo felt the crack of the jaw breaking. When the Page had 

fallen, Leo jumped on him and gave him three quick punches in the nose, again feeling that satisfying 

crack as the Page’s nose broke.  Leo stood up straddling him.  “No, I don’t really think I need my sword, 

jackass.”  The Page was lying still under him, unconscious.  Leo turned and strode away as the rest of the 

group stared at him in shock.  He walked up to Baldric, who was pale and shaken by the sudden show of 

violence.  “Take me home. Now.”  Baldric nodded and led him out of the arena. 


