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THREE FOR 
THE ROAD

S
ocks!” Lord Archibald muttered woefully. He 
was going on the longest summer trip in all 
his fourteen years, yet he still could not figure 

out: “Why am I always missing the other sock?”
“Archie!” came his seventeen-year-old brother  

Alexander’s voice, along with the sound of footsteps 
thumping up the stairs. “Archie, where are you?”

“I’m coming! Give me a minute!” Archie launched 
himself across his bedroom and burrowed through 
his wardrobe with the ferocity of a rock badger on a  
tunnelling mission. An open bag sat nearby, bulging 
with clothes, books and everything else that couldn’t 
fit in Archie’s other large trunk, already latched shut 
and standing by the door.

Alexander burst through the open doorway.
“Archie, did you see my pocket compass? The brass 

one that Father gave me?” Alexander demanded. “It’s 

“
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not in my luggage, so I must have put it in yours—”
Archie looked up just as Alexander reached out to 

unsnap the latches of the large trunk by the door.
“NO!” Archie squealed, frantically waving his 

hands. “No, no, no, don’t—”
POOMF!
�ere was probably a better word to describe the 

way in which the trunk exploded open, forcefully 
spewing its carefully packed contents all over the 
room—but at that moment, as far as Archie was con-
cerned, POOMF mostly covered it.

“Oops,” Alexander said. “Sorry?”
“Alex,” Archie groaned, just as footsteps in the  

hallway outside preceded a familiar voice:
“I thought you boys said you were already packed.”
Archie looked up as their friend Calico strolled 

into the bedroom, his hands tucked in the pockets 
of his travelling cloak. A year older than Alexander,  
Calico looked mostly the same as the last time  
Archie had seen him �ve months ago, except he’d  
parted his dark hair a little di¢erently and he was 
sporting a healing cut on his left cheekbone.

“I was all packed!” Archie protested, glaring at  
Alexander. “�en he came in and messed up everything!”

Calico leaned down and picked up a black leather 

ankle boot that had landed next to him.
“You know,” Calico said, examining the boot and 

then looking pointedly at Alexander, “unless Archie 
intends on growing three shoe sizes in the space of a 
summer, this is against the rules.”

Alexander squirmed a little and suddenly found the 
carpet profoundly fascinating.

Alexander had just graduated from Wyndsor, 
where Archie would start his third year in September. 
Inspired by Calico, who was a Black Knight in train-
ing, Alexander had applied for and been accepted into 
prestigious Knightwatch, where he too would train to 
become a Black Knight, the most elite order of knights 
in all of England.

�e problem was, new Black Knights in training 
were allowed to bring only one bag with them. Archie  
�gured this rule was meant to teach young future 
knights to whittle down their worldly possessions to 
the barest necessities, in preparation for…whatever it 
was that Black Knights did. So that was the rule: strictly  
one piece of luggage only.

Of course, to Alexander Charles Wellesley, the 
word ‘no’ simply meant ‘�nd another way.’ And since 
Archie was going to stay the summer at Knightwatch 
as a visitor and didn’t have such restrictions, his trunk 
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ended up being �lled with whatever couldn’t �t into 
Alexander’s luggage.

(Archie had griped, to no avail:
“Alexander, half my trunk is �lled with your stu¢ !  

I don’t have enough space for my things!”
“Archie, you’re only going to be there for the sum-

mer. I’ll be at Knightwatch until the end of the year.  
I need all this while I’m there.”

“You need six pairs of deerskin gloves from now  
until December?”

“What? Knightwatch is not like being at school or 
at home. I might not be able to get laundry done all 
the time!”

“If you can’t get laundry done, having enough deer-
skin gloves will be the least of your problems.”

“Oh, stop nagging like an old grandma, Archie—
look, I’ll carry the trunk for you when we’re on the 
road, all right?”)

“So your father just left for Edinburgh this morn-
ing?” Calico asked.

“Yes, he has some business there and he’ll be away 
for the whole summer,” Archie replied.

When their father had told them that �eodore 
had agreed to let Archie stay at Knightwatch for 
the summer, Archie had fully expected Alexander to  

protest. But Alexander had just lightly shoved Archie’s 
shoulder and said, “I went for all those interviews and 
tests just to get accepted, and you wrangled an invita-
tion to stay just like that? �at’s rubbish.”

Perhaps, Archie thought, what they’d been through 
together in the past school year had truly changed 
things between him and his brother. It was a nice  
feeling.

Calico turned to Archie.
“You’re looking well, Archie,” Calico said, reaching 

out to ru©e Archie’s already tousled hair and making 
it look like a bird’s nest. “It seems you’ve grown an 
entire half an inch—three-quarters of an inch?—since 
the last time I saw you.”

“Ha ha.” Archie gave Calico a look. “What about you?  
What have you been up to in the past �ve months?”

“Aha,” Calico tilted his head. “You know I can’t talk 
about it, Archie.”

“But I’m guessing it has something to do with that,” 
Archie nodded towards Calico and touched a �nger to 
his own cheekbone.

“What happened, Calico?” Alexander asked keenly. 
“How did you get that cut? Come on, you can tell us.”

Calico hesitated and glanced over his shoulder, as if 
to check that no one was around.
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“All right, I’ll tell you,” Calico spoke in a low,  
conspiratorial tone; Alexander and Archie leaned  
forward in anticipation. “I…fought with a dragon. 
Guess who won?”

Calico grinned and deftly dodged a half-hearted 
punch from Alexander.

“You are such an idiot,” Alexander said, glowering 
at him. “Why can’t you tell us? I’m a Black Knight in 
training too!”

“Not quite,” Calico reminded him. “You’re not even 
in Knightwatch yet. Speaking of which—” he looked 
at his watch, “Morrissey hates it when any of us are 
even a minute late, so we need to leave as soon as pos-
sible.”

“Who’s Morrissey?” Archie asked.
“Sir Morrissey is co-Headmaster of Knightwatch 

with �eodore,” Alexander told him.
“Morrissey stays in Knightwatch to oversee lessons 

and training, while �eodore goes on secret missions 
and assignments,” Calico added. “Morrissey’s also the 
disciplinarian at Knightwatch—so if you don’t want to 
get into his bad books on your very �rst day, Alexander,  
pack your things and let’s go.”

“Uh,” Alexander eyed everything that he had  
smuggled in Archie’s luggage, now plainly scattered 

everywhere. “About all this…”
Calico rolled his eyes.
“I didn’t see anything,” he said. “I’ll wait for you two 

downstairs. Fifteen minutes. Hurry up.”
Calico walked out of the bedroom. Archie and  

Alexander hastily gathered up everything and, in 
a sheer feat that must have warped several rules of  
geometry, they managed to force the trunk shut and 
snap the latches in place.

Archie looked around and caught sight of his single 
socks lying on the bed.

“I still can’t �nd their other halves,” he said for-
lornly. “Looks like I’ll have to live with wearing  
mismatched socks all summer.”

Alexander tossed a rolled-up ball of something 
at Archie, which landed at his feet. Archie picked it 
up and unrolled the ®u¯est, woolliest pair of socks 
known to mankind.

“�ere you go,” said Alexander, picking up the large 
trunk by the door. “Since you let me put all my stu¢ in 
your luggage. Come on, let’s go.”

Archie beamed as he quickly tossed his new pair 
of socks into his bag along with the mismatched ones 
and hurried after his brother.

A four-wheeled carriage was already waiting at the 
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front porch, its horses restlessly pawing the ground. 
�e boys loaded their luggage into the back compart-
ment and climbed inside the carriage. Archie and  
Alexander sat next to each other in the forward-facing 
seats while Calico sat across from them.

“What time will we be arriving?” Alexander asked 
as the carriage trundled down the paved driveway 
leading out of the mansion.

“If the journey goes smoothly?” Calico replied. 
“Late afternoon, hopefully.”

Archie checked the time; it was just past noon. 
“Knightwatch is so close by?”

Calico looked at them. “Late afternoon tomorrow.”
Oh.
“�e exact location of Knightwatch and its training 

grounds is one of the best-kept secrets in this country,”  
Calico continued. “Quite a feat, considering this 
particular secret sits on a few hundred acres of land. 
�eodore must really like you, Archie, to let you come 
with us.”

“He might’ve just been afraid of what Archie would 
do if left on his own,” Alexander suggested. “He might 
cause an international incident.”

“Or start the �rst world war,” Calico o¢ered.
“Or break the universe,” Alexander �nished.

“�at would certainly be inconvenient,” Calico agreed.
“Very funny, you two,” Archie retorted. “I’m splitting  

my side here, laughing so hard.”
Calico smiled and then sobered.
“Listen, both of you,” he said, leaning forward.  

“Because the location of Knightwatch is top secret, 
we always take di¢erent routes there. We’ll be passing 
through many towns on the way, some of which may 
not be the kind of places you’re used to—so I want you 
to be prepared.”

“All right,” they both chorused.
“Alexander, this is a good chance for you to experi-

ence �rsthand what a Black Knight escort assignment 
is like,” Calico told him. “Watch and learn.”

“Got it,” Alexander said eagerly.
�e midday sun was at its zenith in the cloudless sky 

and a crisp breeze wafted through the open carriage 
window, threading through Archie’s hair and mussing  
it thoroughly. As they meandered along, Archie 
yawned and closed his eyes—the sun’s rays were warm 
on his face, the fresh scent of grass tickled his nose, 
and he could hear Alexander’s and Calico’s voices  
chatting next to him…

�e next thing he felt was the �rm nudge of Alex-
ander’s shoulder against the side of his head.
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“Oy, sleepyhead, wake up,” Alexander said; Archie 
opened his eyes and realised that he had fallen asleep 
on his brother’s shoulder. “We’re getting o¢ here,  
unless you want to be left behind.”

2

CHIPPING FAIRFIELD

A
rchie raised his head and looked around 
blearily. �e gently rolling countryside 
outside the window had vanished, replaced 

by a haphazard throng of stalls, tents and carts in all 
shapes, sizes and colours, backlit by the brilliant glare 
of the setting sun. A cacophony of loud, half-formed 
conversations overlapped one another, all competing 
to be heard.

“Where are we?” Archie asked as he climbed out of 
the carriage.

“Welcome to Chipping Fair�eld,” Calico said, 
getting their luggage. Archie thought he saw Calico  
glance in a sidelong direction, but all Archie could  
see when he looked that way was a green strip of cloth 
tied to a low-hanging tree branch. Calico continued, 
“Chipping is actually from the Saxon word for ‘buy-
ing’—Chipping Fair�eld is one of the most popular 
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market towns around. We’ll break our journey here 
and stay the night.”

�eir carriage moved o¢, leaving them on the edge 
of a market town that looked, to Archie, like his Aunt 
Marsha trying on last year’s wardrobe: literally burst-
ing at the seams.

�e lively, jangling music from street minstrels 
ebbed and ®owed, intermittently rising above the 
incessant clamour. �e air was �lled with the lin-
gering heat of the day, combined with the smell of  
wood smoke, cooked garlic and a slew of other spices, 
which were so overwhelming that they made Archie 
cough.

“�e inn where we’re staying is in the middle of the 
town square,” Calico said. “Stay close. Follow me.”

“Why do we always have to follow you?” Alexander 
remarked, his tone only half-serious.

Calico gave him a look. “Do you know the way to 
the inn?”

“No.”
“Well, then that’s why.”
“Archie, you walk in the middle,” Alexander said, 

pushing Archie in front of him. “Don’t fancy having 
to hunt for you if you get lost in this bunch of people.”

“Just try not to tread on anyone’s toes,” Calico told 

Archie. “Especially not the ones holding choppers.”
Alexander let out a mirthful snort. Archie war-

ily eyed a butcher, who was hacking a slab of meat 
with gusto. People jostled and pressed all around 
them, in constant movement, but Archie soon found 
the trick to making his way through the crowd: 
watch for pockets of space that would randomly  
appear and then quickly move into them. It was like a 
frog crossing a pond by hopping from one ®oating lily 
pad to another.

Every so often Archie would glance over his 
shoulder—he couldn’t quite shake the feeling that 
they were being watched. Before he could �gure out 
why, a startled exclamation rose from the crowd as 
a goat with massive horns came charging through.  
Archie jumped aside just as the goat rushed past  
and collided into Alexander, who was right behind 
Archie.

Alexander ®ailed and stumbled backwards, straight 
into the iron grill of a vendor selling sausages. �e 
grill toppled over with a resounding clash, belching  
glowing coals and scattering sausages everywhere. 
�ose standing nearby jumped back with a collective 
“ho!” One half-cooked sausage rolled up to Archie and 
bumped against his shoe.
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�e vendor, a thick-necked man wearing an apron 
and an ugly scowl, stepped menacingly towards Alex-
ander, who had just managed to keep his balance.

“Look at what you’ve done, you little scoundrel!”  
the vendor roared, brandishing an oily spatula in  
Alexander’s face. “You ruined my sausages!”

“It wasn’t my fault!” Alexander protested. “You saw 
what happened! �at goat charged right at me!”

“But the goat didn’t knock over my grill, now did 
he?” thundered the vendor.

“Look, it was clearly an accident,” Calico quickly 
stepped between Alexander and the angry vendor. 
“We’ll pay you for those sausages.”

“Darn right you’re going to pay for my sausages—” 
the vendor pointed a stubby, dirty-nailed �nger at  
Alexander, “and then he’s going to clean up the mess 
he made!”

�e vendor ®ung a small shovel at Alexander’s 
feet. Alexander stared at the shovel—there was a terse  
moment of silence before Alexander looked at the 
vendor.

“No,” said Alexander ®atly, his eyes blazing. “I’ll 
pay for the sausages, but I’m not getting down on my 
hands and knees in front of you.”

With a sharp kick Alexander sent the shovel  

clattering back to the vendor’s feet. �e metallic sound 
echoed in the stillness.

“Oh-ho!” �e vendor turned and raised his hands, 
nodding at the crowd. “Look at this! Pretty little rich 
boy here thinks he’s better than all of us! �inks he can 
just buy his way out of anything!”

�e crowd stirred; Archie couldn’t tell if they  
agreed with the vendor, but it certainly didn’t feel 
friendly. A prickle rose on Archie’s skin, and suddenly 
it seemed as if the crowd was pressing closer and the 
space around them was rapidly shrinking—

“We’re not looking for any trouble here,” Calico 
spoke to the vendor in a quelling but �rm tone. “He’s 
sorry about what happened.”

“Don’t apologise for me, Calico,” Alexander 
snapped, glaring �rst at Calico and then at the vendor.  
“You know, I can see why he’s so crabby—those  
overcooked sausages look a lot better than what he 
sees in the mirror every morning!”

�e vendor growled; he stepped forward, and  
then his thick �st shot out and punched Alexander’s 
face.

Alexander staggered backwards, reeling from the 
blow. His hand ®ew up to cover his cheek, and Archie 
saw the split second of shock in his brother’s eyes.
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“How about that, rich boy?” �e vendor let out a 
cruel laugh as he advanced, raising the spatula in his 
other hand. “Why don’t you take that silver spoon out 
of your mouth and shove it up—”

Alexander lunged at the vendor—he would’ve 
landed a good punch if not for Calico’s strong arms 
holding him back.

“Let go of me!” Alexander snarled, struggling 
against Calico’s grip.

Archie was so �xated on his brother that it took 
him a whole moment to realise that the vendor hadn’t 
moved forward for a second strike, and everything else 
had gone still around them.

Archie looked up and saw the amber glint of 
sunlight sparking on the tip of a long sword, which 
was evenly held two inches from the vendor’s chin. 
�e vendor had a frozen look that was somewhere  
between fear and fury; he stayed rooted to the spot, 
the spatula held aloft in his hand in a rather absurd 
pose.

Archie’s wide eyes followed the blade to the hand 
wrapped around its hilt, up the steadily straight arm  
to the person holding the sword. �e stranger was 
dressed in a fashionable charcoal grey trench coat with 
broad lapels; he was also, bizarrely, wearing a huge 

burgundy hat with a bright purple plume stuck into 
its band. �e hat’s broad brim was pulled so low over 
his eyes that it obscured his face in shadow.

“All right, then,” said the sword-wielding stranger 
to the vendor. “If you’ll just put down that spatula and 
step away from those two young gentlemen, we can 
all be on our way and forget how ridiculous you look, 
trying to appear menacing while holding a kitchen  
implement.”

His words drew a few gu¢aws from the gathered 
crowd, easing the tension. �e vendor turned beet red 
and lowered his left arm, although he still looked as 
if he wanted to mince Alexander with his bare hands 
and stu¢ him into a sausage skin.

�e stranger turned to Alexander; his tone didn’t 
alter.

“Now, pay the man for his damaged wares,” he said. 
“Civilly, both of you.”

Alexander glared at the vendor, still seething with 
anger. Finally he held out the money; the vendor 
grabbed it with a scornful grunt.

“Very good,” the stranger sounded almost bored as 
he lowered the sword. “Excuse the interruption, every-
one—now, back to buying and bargaining and what-
not.”
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With that, it was like a spell had been broken— 
everybody started moving and talking and jostling 
again, as if Alexander and the vendor were just jesters 
in a street performance.

When Archie turned back, the sword-wielding 
stranger was gone.

Calico looked exasperated as he dragged Alexander  

a safe distance away from the vendor. �ere was a 
smudge of blood near the side of Alexander’s mouth. 
Archie hurried towards him.

“Are you all right?” Archie said anxiously.
“Let’s just get out of here,” Alexander said savagely. 

He grabbed his luggage and stalked o¢.
Archie couldn’t help but remember the time when 

Alexander was ten and he fell o¢ his horse during a 
polo game, in front of their father and other noble 
families. People had rushed forward to help him but 
Alexander, silent tears streaming down his face, had 
pushed them away and limped o¢ the playing �eld 
on his own with—as they’d later discovered—a broken 
arm, two injured ribs and a badly bruised foot.

�ey walked the rest of the way to the inn in silence. 
�ey entered a nondescript doorway and Calico spoke 
to a burly man called Marcus, who handed him a key. 
�ey climbed a rickety spiral staircase that brought 
them to a narrow, unlit corridor with bare ®oorboards 
that creaked underfoot.

“Over here,” Calico said. He unlocked a door to 
their left and then disappeared down the darkened 
corridor.

Archie pushed open the door to reveal a large  
room that was basic but clean, with four beds arranged 

A sword-wielding stranger mysteriously appears
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in the centre space. �rough a window cut into the  
far wall, Archie could see the sky outside: a palette 
of pinks and purples, dappled with tufts of cloud. 
�e sun was a brilliant, crimson orb sinking just  
below the jagged tops of houses at the other end of  
the town square.

Calico reappeared with a bowl of water and a  
terrycloth. He dipped the cloth into the water and 
then reached out to dab the blood on the side of  
Alexander’s mouth, but Alexander ®inched and jerked 
back.

“I’m �ne,” he snapped.
“Your lip is bleeding.” Calico moved forward but 

Alexander turned away again.
“I said I’m �ne.”
“Alex, don’t be an idiot—”
“Bit late for that, I’m afraid,” came a voice from  

behind them.
�ey swivelled around just as a ®ash of grey trench 

coat topped with a burgundy hat swept inside the 
room. �en the hat came o¢ in a single ®ourish,  
and Archie was startled to see the youthful face  
revealed under it.

�e boy looked about the same age as Calico;  
he had short, dark blond hair and sharp features,  

the most captivating of which were his sea grey  
eyes, the colour of a gathering storm roaring closer  
to shore.

“You forgot to lock the door, Click.” �e boy  
looked at Calico before he regarded the rest of them 
with a careless glance. “And so much for not drawing 
attention.”

“Drawing attention?” Calico arched an eye-
brow. “And what would you call holding a sword to 
a vendor’s throat in the middle of a crowded market,  
Damien?”

“Damage control.” �e boy whom Calico had 
called Damien gave an o¢handed shrug. “Don’t get 
me wrong, I would’ve loved to sit back and see how 
sausage boy here—” he shot Alexander a distasteful 
glance—“might have handled himself. But as you 
know, Morrissey sent me to prevent such disasters.”

“You’re a Black Knight in training too?” Archie  
blurted out. He suddenly remembered the odd feeling 
of being watched as they’d made their way through 
the crowd. “You’re the one who’s been watching us  
since we got here!”

“I’ve been watching you since you left your man-
sion,” Damien replied. “My job is to make sure you 
weren’t followed along the way.” He paused, and Archie  
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recalled how Calico had glanced at the green cloth 
tied to the tree branch; it was probably a signal from 
Damien. “And everything was �ne—that is, until your 
clumsy oaf of a brother decided to play bowling with 
some vendor’s sausages.”

Alexander stepped forward, looking outraged.
“Not sure what you could see under than great  

poncy hat of yours,” he snapped at Damien, “but none 
of that would’ve happened if a goat hadn’t run straight 
at me!”

Damien met his gaze. “And what normal people do 
when goats run at them is get out of the way. Not sure 
why you feel you should be any di¢erent.”

Alexander’s eyes narrowed. “Do you have a problem 
with me?”

“Yes, actually, I do,” Damien shot back. “We’re trying  
to get you to Knightwatch as discreetly as possible. 
Calico here has been telling me good things about 
you—but so far all I’ve seen is a big dopey idiot who 
thinks it’s a good idea insulting a fellow to his face 
right after ruining what he’s selling.”

“Oh, and what would you have done?” Alexander 
challenged. “Would you have got down on your hands 
and knees like a good servant and cleaned up after 
that thick bully? Not sure about you, but there’s this 

little thing called dignity that I like to keep.”
Damien let out a mirthless laugh.
“If I recall, you would have a spatula-shaped print 

on your face right now if I hadn’t stepped in, and Calico  
had to drag you away so you wouldn’t embarrass  
yourself any further.” Damien �xed him with a calm, 
hard stare. “So, you want to talk about dignity? As far 
as I’m concerned, Alexander, you didn’t walk away 
with much of that.”

Alexander opened his mouth; Archie thought his 
brother was going to say something that couldn’t be 
put down in writing, but a moment passed and no 
words emerged.

“Get yourself cleaned up.” Calico turned to  
Alexander and pushed the damp cloth into his hand. 
“�ere’s a bathroom outside, at the end of the corridor. 
Go.”

Alexander, his eyes �lled with simmering rage, 
grabbed the cloth and stalked out of the room, slam-
ming the door behind him.

Damien rolled his eyes. “I’m starting to seriously 
doubt your judgement of character, Click.”

“Damien, just let it go, all right?” Calico looked a 
little worried. “You think it’s still safe for us to stay 
here tonight?”
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“Don’t think we have a choice, mate,” Damien  
replied, nodding towards the twilight sky outside the 
window. “Night is falling, and it’s too risky to travel 
in the dark. �is is the safest place in this town, you 
know that.”

“You and I can take turns keeping watch,” Calico 
suggested. “And there’s Marcus downstairs, he can 
help us.”

Archie wandered over to the window and looked 
out. A huge clock in the middle of the town square 
showed that it was already half past nine in the  
evening. Archie’s stomach rumbled. �e air inside the 
room started to feel warm and muggy, and he tried to 
open the window. It didn’t budge.

“Don’t bother, you can’t open that,” Calico called 
out. “It’s not even a real window—it’s meant to be a 
lookout for us to see what’s going on outside. �e glass 
is reinforced and arrow-proof, and it’s directly facing 
the open square so there aren’t any buildings close 
enough to be able to see inside this room.”

So this was what Damien meant when he said this 
was the safest place in town, Archie realised. �is was 
probably a safe house that the Black Knights used 
whenever they had to stay the night in Chipping  
Fair�eld.

“Come on then, time for food,” Damien said,  
grabbing a bag that he had brought with him. Archie 
perked up in anticipation. “I’ve got Cornish pasties 
from one of the market stalls—eat up while they’re 
still warm.” Damien handed a large pasty each to  
Calico and Archie. “Got one for Marcus, too, I’ll bring 
it downstairs to him.”

Damien left the room. Archie took a huge bite 
of his pasty—the chunks of beef were tender and  
fragrant, mixed with salted potatoes and crunchy  
onions. Archie glanced at Calico, whose pasty was  
disappearing even faster than Archie’s.

“You and Damien are good friends?” Archie asked, 
chewing his food. His father would’ve given him a 
stern glare for talking with his mouth full.

Calico nodded. “We’ve known each other since we 
were kids. We were accepted into Knightwatch together,  
two years ago.” He swallowed and then continued,  
“I’m afraid Damien hasn’t taken much of a shine to 
your brother—but as you saw just now, Damien is 
someone you’d de�nitely want looking out for you 
when you’re in a tight spot.”

“He called you something…” Archie paused, trying 
to remember. “Click? Is that your nickname?”

Calico smiled. “Only three people in this world  
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have ever called me that: my father, my mother and 
Damien.”

Damien came back into the room, already �nish-
ing the last of his pasty. Alexander sullenly returned 
about ten minutes later, by which time the square  
of sky outside the window was bluish-purple, much 
like the bruise blooming on the side of Alexander’s 
face.

Damien took out Alexander’s dinner; oil circles 
were already showing through the brown paper it was 
wrapped in. He tossed it to Alexander, who caught 
it without a word of thanks. When Alexander un-
wrapped his food, Archie saw that it wasn’t a pasty but 
a meat pie.

Alexander sat on the edge of one mattress, and 
then he opened his mouth and took a bite. He sud-
denly frowned, pulling the pie back for a better look at 
the exposed �lling.

“What the heck is this?” Alexander demanded, 
looking at Damien.

Damien met his gaze levelly. “Eel pie.”
Alexander’s face twitched and his eyes went  

wide before he bent his head and promptly spat the 
mouthful of pie into his palm. “What?”

“�ey were all out of steak pies,” said Damien 

blithely. “So it was either eel pie or jellied eel. Would 
you have preferred the jellied eel?”

Alexander could not contain his disgust as he  
stared at his pie. “I’m not eating this. I’ve lost my  
appetite.”

“Not sure if you’re expecting braised goose for  
dinner every night while you’re training to become 
a Black Knight,” said Damien, watching Alexander  
un®inchingly. “Sometimes when you’re on a mission,  
especially out in the woods…you just can’t be too 
picky. Calico and I have eaten beaver tail—and  
�eodore says he’s had raccoon meat. Uncooked.”

Archie felt his stomach churn. (Uncooked raccoon 
meat? Although, knowing �eodore, he probably  
half-enjoyed it.) 

“Eel isn’t all that bad, it’s commonly eaten by poor 
folk in London—they catch eels from the �ames  
and eat them chopped and boiled.” Damien tilted  
his head, a challenge in his eyes. “So what do you think, 
Alexander? Are you still a little too blue-blooded  
for eel?”

Archie saw Alexander glance at Calico for help, but 
Calico said nothing. Archie realised what was at stake: 
not just an unsavoury dinner, but his brother’s ability 
to live the rough life of a Black Knight. If Alexander  
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