
Tuck and I were on our way to the library because the man on the radio said that a knight was there holding auditions for the part of squires in the upcoming reenactment. I was expecting a guy that looked like one big wrinkle, but when we got there he wasn’t. In fact I didn’t see anyone that even looked like he was holding auditions, so Tuck just went over to the mystery section to look for more, as he called them, “reference books.” I went over to the nonfiction section to see if they had that knight book Tuck read for school last year. As I walked into the room a book flew over the top of my head unsettling my hair. I picked up the book.

