The Sword and the Scone...

This just shouldn't happen in a tiny peaceful Norfolk church.


I went there to do a brass rubbing. That's how I make a living. 


There were six tombs but only two were decorated. One with the full stone effigy of a Lady so the only brass was the top half of a Knight next to her. I was running late and decided even half a male would do. A quick easy job and back the A12 and home in time for tea. 


How wrong can a girl be?


The Knight done, I allowed myself a breather. It was harvest time, but more Turner than Constable, with giant robot machines chugging and wheezing through the fields. 


When I went back inside the Knight was sitting up on his tomb glaring at me.  


I always get blamed for stuff. 


When I was little People would tell me I had a Gift. This caused a lot of trouble until Mum explained that these people weren't saying they had a present for me, just that there was something special about me. But they never told me it was. Or if they did I didn't hear because by then I was too busy crying and screaming for my present.


And perhaps that's why I drifted through life. Never settling at anything, or anyone. I finally fetched up at Art College, which might have been designed for people like me.


“You have a Gift for Drift,” said my wanna-be boyfriend Lalage, who was studying Advanced Smug. I drifted away from him as fast as I could. I can drift at speed when I have to. 


But not today... I just stood and stared at the Knight.


 Joke? 

Possibly. Lalage had a sick sense of humour and he knew where I was. He got me into Brass Rubbing for a laugh, but it became my life, I could drift round the country in my little car. Manage my own time, or waste it. Copy as many brasses as I liked. Lalage's Mother sold them all through her US Heritage Boutique Chain and paid me well. Clients loved my stuff. For special ones we might even alter the name of a knight or a lady to impress. No harm done. Or was there..?


The Knight gripped the sides of his tomb and swung his abbreviated trunk to vault onto the next one. Crunch. Pretty impressive, I thought. And I ran. 


The Knight was very agile and chased me around the crypt, bouncing and jangling to keep me away from the door. Still I finally managed to dodge him and get back to it. I was twisting the heavy handle when two brass arms thrust under mine and held me tight. Nesting doves shrieked in the beams. They fluttered and squawked, hurling themselves against windows and walls, desperate to get out. But they couldn't.


And neither could I.


The Knight was shouting in my ear. Grunting and hissing and roaring with gobbets of speech that might have been French or German. I could no more make sense of it than I could figure out what a dog had eaten from what it threw up. But one thing was clear: He was furious. With me. Why? What had I done? What...


Gervause, Let her go. I insist.


A Woman stood there before me. She smiled. Seemed nice. But next to him you might appreciate the finer points of a wild bull.

Be calm, Maiden. I will help you understand. And you, Sir Gervause de Bellesnaves. Release her. Now. You know what I can do. Relax your grip. 


And he did. When he slackened I backed like a car toward his tomb and set him down. He fell back and released me, clattering like a bag of marbles. 


The Lady smiled at me and said, You are very brave. Then she told me what Sir Gervause had been screaming at me:


“Where are my legs? Where is my sword? I demand to know of what estate thou art before I slay thee. Art thou man or maid? The figure is too tall for villein. No beard. Thine eyes shine bright... But strangest of all is thy sweet smell of flowers. Which tells me thou art witch or demon. Which?Either way I willslay thee. Give me back my legs and sword so I may slay thee. Do it not and I will slay everyone in this shire. Crawling every inch if I must. Let the bodies pile high.” 


I liked that I smelt sweet – kudos to that new herbal shampoo - but the rest of it didn't sound so good. Still, her smile was reassuring.


“How come you understand him? And why is he so cross with me?”


“I picked up Old English along the way,” she said. “Gervause and I aren't from round here but he went native big time and he is very cranky. He can't have spoken for a thousand years. Think of him as a very very grumpy old man. My name is Della. And yours is?”


It was hard to tell her my name was Della too. But it is what it is. She nodded like she knew.

“But why is the old beggar suddenly moving and talking now?” 


She shrugged her shoulders as if to say, No idea. But I knew that wasn't true.


“I've seen you before,” I said. 


Of course I had. She was the figure from the tomb next to his. Which, now I looked, had disappeared. 

“Let's talk some more,” she said. “It's been a long time for me too.”

I asked if he were her husband? I can still hear her laughter. She patted the tomb next to her for me to sit down. 


“I'll explain to you. He and I are old enemies. We have fought in many places and in many times. He always seeks to destroy. I always seek to prevent him. Don't look at me like that. You'll have to take my word for it. What year is this?”


I told her.


“Really? Who won the Hundred Years War?”


“If you know it was a Hundred Years then you must know the answer already.”


“You are a clever one. I knew it was you. It must be you. Who else could have broken the spell? It is so good to see you. I have been trapped here too long. But it is my Fate. I must go back to him now. We balance out each others' powers you see, he and I. So I must stay until...”


“Until what?”


“Until you find a way to defeat him once and for all, Della. You don't know who you are, who we are, do you? We were one and separated aeons ago. This happens to us. You will find out. This will help you.”


She took a ring from her middle finger and placed it on mine. It fitted perfectly.


“I see that it really is you, Della,” she said. “Go now, sister, before I weep. Quickly.”


She picked up Gervause and laid him down on his tomb. Then stretched out on on her own. The Knight's empty hands clutched space where his sword hilt would have been. The Lady crossed her hands over her breast. I saw the brass creep over him and the cold plaster over her of them like a solid shadow until they were still. I knew there was nothing I could do for her. Not then. 


So I gathered up my papers and drove away.


A policewoman was tapping my car window.


“Are you all right, love?” she said. “You've been parked here three hours.” 


I was in a motorway service station. I persuaded her I wasn't drunk, just very drained after a long drive. And I was drained. Lady Della's ring was tingling on my finger. 


I told myself it must have been a silly dream. 


But when I found her ring on my finger I knew it wasn't. So I did what anyone would do: I went for a cup of tea and a scone.


~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
