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The Milestone

Winter 2007

This is the Fall Issue of the Quintavian Milestone. The Newsletter for the Shire of Quintavia of the East Kingdom.  

There is no Subscription Cost, 
Donations are accepted to defray costs.
 
For a paper Copy, 
Please Contact our Chronicler:
Lady Dhanwanti
(MKA:Maya Johnson) 
27 Crestwood Drive
Nortborough, MA 01532
Phone: 774-258-0318 
Email: chronicler@quintavia.eastkingdom.org

If there is a discrepancy between the Web version and the printed copy, please defer to the Printed copy. 

Officers Information:
Seneschal:
Lady Allura McKeoch
Alice Werner
Phone Number: 508-459-8744
Email address: Lura_McKeoch@yahoo.com
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Baroness Eleanor LeBrun
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Herald: (Milestone Pursuivant)
Lady Brigit of Longwood
Jessica Howe
Phone Number: 508-852-7550
Email: Herald@quintavia.eastkingdom.org 
Mistress of Arts and Sciences:
Christi The Dancer
Lianna C Wyeth-Charles
Phone Number: 530-304-4465
Email: Christi@pryanksters.org

Knight Marshal:
Arik Coer D'Luttere
Wes Dotts
Phone Number: 508-864-8654 CELL Anytime
Email address: wdotts@netway.com
Marshal of Fence:
Lord Alan of Rosley
Marshal of Siege Weapons:
Open position
Chatelaine:
Toi Poisson de Mortagne
Toi Fiore
Phone Number: 508 970-1726 Don't call before 8:00 AM or After 9:00 PM
Email address: Toi_Fiore@charter.net
Chronicler, Webmistress & Thrown Weapons Marshal :
Lady Dhanwanti
Maya Johnson 
Phone: 508-393-9693 (No calls after 8pm)
Email: Chronicler@quintavia.eastkingdom.org 
Historian:
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Email:historian@quintavia.eastkingdom.org
Acting Minister of Youth:
Lord Alan of Rosley
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Chronicler's Note

Welcome to the Winter issue of The Quintavia Milestone.  As I write this, the air is still balmy, but I know the snow will so fly and the cold will soon be here.  Hopefully as the air turns colder, the thoughts of writing and doing artwork in your nice cozy homes will come and you can submit poems, stories or articles for the Milestone.  This is your milestone so if you want to see your name in print, submit submit submit! We are now doing a quarterly Milestone so the next one will be for December, January and February.... Thanks again and Support your local Milestone!

Lady Dhani
Shire Chronicler




Fall Recipe

(This is pulled Directly from Traveling Dysshes Vol.2) 
Viaunde Cypres Ryalle (Chicken in Sweet Sauce)

Caellyn Fitzhugh, Two Fifteenth-Century Cookery Books, 1430-1450, England and France
This is an excellent Cold Chicken Dish, suitable for lunches or any situation where you can prepare beforehand but have no reheating capability on the site. [image: image3.png]



We hear from many new medieval cooks that this is one that they get rave reviews on first time out. Caellyns's recipe is simplified from the one found in Cariadoc's Miscelleny; 
It is apparently for use with leftovers.

Serves 8-10 at a potluck or feast, 5-6 as a main dish.

Original
Tak the braun of capounes or of hennes ysothe or rosted & bray it in a morter small as myed bred, & take good almound melk lyed with amoudyn  or with floure of rys & colour it with safroun and boyle it wel,  & charge it with rosted brawn and sesn with honey and salt. and florsche with maces and quibybes.

Ingredients:
4 Cups Chopped Chicken
1 Cup White Wine
1/4 Cup Sugar
1/2 Cup Honey 
1/2 tsp each ground cloves, mace and ginger.
1/4 cup ground almonds
1/2 cup currants (raisins will do in a pinch)

Directions:

Boil the wine and sugar together for 10 minutes or until it thickens and clings to the spoon. Add Honey, spices, almonds and currents (or raisins) , and boil for another 5 minutes.
Arrange the cold cooked chicken in your serving dishes. Pour the hot syrup over the chicken, Chill Well; Serve Cold. 



To Know That You Cannot Know: A Brief Reminiscence on Pennsic XXXV
 
By Shichiro Subaru
 

“Subaru, you ready to go Bog-hopping?”
Valerin asked.  “Come on, put that journal down.  Hey, what’re you writing in there anyway?”
I looked up, distracted.  “What?  Nothin’,” I lied.  “I’m just waitin’ on you fellas.”
Valerin stood up and said, beginning to walk down the hill, “Now you’re not gonna write down anything incriminating, are you?”
“Subaru!” called Sir Ariel, as he kissed his wife on the cheek and then strode past us down the path.  “Get those pretty legs of yours moving or we’ll miss all the action.”
I smiled and looked back up at Valerin.  “Nope.  Y’all would never do anything embarrassing anyhow,” I said.  Then I closed my journal and ran to catch up with the rest of the household. 
I genuinely didn’t think that we’d encounter anything so shocking it would be worth reporting.  It was my last night at Pennsic – a Thursday, I would come to find out upon returning to mundane life – and I thought I’d seen everything by then.      I had arrived a Pennsic Virgin, but was mentally getting ready to leave, now thinking of myself as something of a veteran.  After all, I’d survived seven days of War with no permanent injuries – physical or psychological.  That had to count for something.  The air was brisk as I jogged to catch up with the others who already strode steadily towards the glow of the marketplace.
        It had been hot – the air alive with a bright, American warmth – as I passed the site from the highway and caught glimpses through the trees of hundreds of white tents, tea-green fields littered with hay-bales, and the glinting of dozens of helmets and chains and circlets.  I was giddy with anticipation.  When I saw Kelvin, I leaped into his arms, despite the fact that a young woman was already there.  Kelv gave me a tour – EK Royal, the Bog, the Serengeti, the battlefield, and then to our encampment near where the woods battle would take place.  I was stunned to find that Pennsic was bigger even than it had appeared from the highway, and seemingly more densely populated than Worcester.  Everywhere, people were strolling about – in shifts and togas and hakama and hose and mail – performing the business of life, oblivious to my blue Honda in their midst.
            Yet I didn’t really feel the enormity of the place until the morning of my third day there.  The day before had been a rousing one, full of tournament fighting in the morning and a tour of the Bog that night, during which both my Pennsic Virgin status and my “pretty legs” were exploited numerous times for the general humor of the rest of the group.  That morning of the third day I awoke in a tent in the Bog, half-frozen, half-starved, and half-naked, and it was the half hour-long walk back to N28, up on the hill, which showed me the scale of the event, both in geography and now in emotional content. [image: image4.png]



            An hour after arriving in camp, I was back on the field for my first official War Point fight – the town battle.  I had fought pretty well at Vinland Raids and GNE; I thought I knew how to handle myself in a melee.  Then the household was assigned to guard a “gate,” which was under attack from siege weapons, the Kingdom of Drachenwald, and Tuchux.  I quickly learned, around my seventh or eighth resurrection, that Pennsic melees were different.  The noise in the crush was unbearable, and only barely exceeded the din of the battle at large, some eight hundred or more sticks hitting some eight hundred bits of armour.  When a hold was necessary and the cry picked up by helpful fighters, the echoes lasted seconds.
All of this contributed to a general adrenaline rush that caused two apparently common side effects.  The one was not being able to feel blows; on a mad dash into the opposing line I had a spearman make a sound of frustration, drop his weapon, and square up to punch me.  When I stopped and looked at him in shock, he said, “M’lord, either I punch you or you take the three solid hits you just got on the back of your head.”  The other effect was felt when I went to go get water immediately after that confrontation.  I suddenly became aware, mid-slurp, that for the previous ten seconds I had been considering asking the beautiful girl bearing water for her hand in marriage.  Coming to my senses, I thanked her and went back to the fight, but not before marveling at the incredible mating instinct the battle was bringing out in me.  It became immediately apparent why I had yet to see a tense marriage between a fighter and his or her consort.
After the battle, I returned to camp, where I socialized, rested, ate, and then got ready for another night out.  This was my schedule, and I stuck to it surprisingly well: get up, fight, eat, spend time with friends, rest, eat, party, sleep, then get up the next day to do it all again.  The time spent in the company of comrades – new and old – was my cement.  It held me together mentally (sometimes physically) and gave me the stability I needed to make sense of what was going on around me.  If I needed social advice, I could ask Suzanne, Katina, or Lady Allura.  Fighting advice?  Kelvin, Sir Ariel, Valerin, Harald, or Izumi would all chip in.  General wisdom?  Margraed would immediately be consulted.  Medical attention?  Hildemar was on the job.  A good laugh?  Well, that was what the little kids were for.  The generosity was overwhelming, enabling, and ennobling.  I could only repay it in tales of my mad nights at Hell Party, or Vlad’s, or the [image: image5.png]


very thoroughly-inspected Men Without Pants party, but my gratitude never waned.
Perhaps the best advice I received all War was from Sir Ariel.  (To be fair, it was seconded by everyone – everyone – in camp.)  On the night of my arrival, sitting around the campfire, he turned to me during a lull in the conversation.  “Subaru,” he said seriously, “you know what you need to do this week?”  The firelight curled along the edge of his round cheek and bloomed in his blue eyes.  I looked at him with eyebrows raised, wondering what job I would be given, what quest it was on which I would be sent.  “Before the first field battle, wherever you are, you need to get out to the front of the line.  Even if you eventually drop back, stand out far enough so you can no longer see the other Eastern fighters in your peripheral vision.  Then, when the cannon goes off, watch the other side explode.  It will seem, just for a moment, like a thousand fighters are all out to get just you.  There’s no feeling like it in the world.”
So the day and hour of the first field battle came, and I did as I was told.  Truly, there was nothing in the world like it.  There was so much movement across the field it registered only as motion, just manifold colors shaking and jostling, the patches of light and dark and red scattering like ants from an overturned log, accompanied also by a clanking rumble like a monster truck rally.  It mattered to me not in the least that thirty seconds later I was dead.  I was so high on adrenal fluids, I couldn’t see straight anyhow.
That night, down in the Bog, I replayed bits of the battle in my head, as I stood on the balcony of Casa Bardici and watched a woman dance with two swords: one on her head and one in her hand.  I had given up on trying to reconcile the multiplicities of Pennsic into one common experience or feeling, and had given over to the truth that it was a not an event but a place, as real and as foreign as Tibet or Easter Island.  My knowledge would always be insufficient because, like the “real world,” Pennsic was both so vast and so ever-changing that I could never know all of it.  Having come to this point, I could relax.  I could breathe.  I could accept it in its ineffability, and therefore could accept my limited part in it.  The scrawny, sixty year-old man in the jester suit standing nearby thrust his glass of red wine at me and said, “And you, traveler, what for have you come to this place and what do you seek?” [image: image6.png]



“I just got here,” I replied, “so I could be mistaken.  But I think I’m not seeking anything.  I’ve just come to be.”

