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ABOUT DOWNFALL OF CORNWALL

Can Anwen help Sagramore find a way out of the darkness?


Sagramore and Tristan are closer than brothers, sharing wine, women and an affinity for feral, furious fighting.  As heir to both the King of the Magyars and the Eastern Roman throne, Sagramore is an outsider who has never been fully accepted by King Arthur’s court, or King Mark’s either.

Calm, composed Anwen Idria, oldest daughter of the King of Strathclyde, is adored by all of Camelot the moment she arrives. She refuses the attention of the passionate, fiery Sagramore, for his wildness and blistering emotions remind her too much of her father, a former slave called Idris the Slayer, who terrifies her.

When Tristan becomes obsessed with his uncle’s new Queen, Iseult, and sinks into a black maw of hate and bitterness, Sagramore must avoid being pulled in with him, for Tristan’s attachment to Iseult, a Princess of Ireland, threatens the peace of Arthur’s Britain.  Can Anwen help Sagramore find a way out of the darkness?  Or will the shadows which loom over Britain consume them all?

This story is part of the historical fantasy romance series, Once and Future Hearts, set in Britain during the time of King Arthur.
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9.5 Once and Future Hearts Box Three
10.0 Grace of Lancelot
11.0 The Grail and Glory
12.0 Camlann

Also (only from Stories Rule Press):
The series Special Bundle
Tracy Cooper-Posey’s Super-Bundle

Readers have described Tracy Cooper-Posey as “a superb story teller” and her historical fantasy romances as “written art”.  Get your copy of Downfall of Cornwall today!
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PRAISE FOR DOWNFALL OF CORNWALL

Her characters come to life with vibrancy, you can hear the noises of swords clashing and, the swell of various conversations in the great hall

This book is fast paced and I had trouble putting it down! 

Tracy again gets the reader into the times of King Arthur. It feels like you are there.

definitely recommend it to anyone who loves the King Arthur legend, a wonderfully intricate story or just a great romance!

If I could give Downfall of Cornwall TEN stars, I would do so.

I hope this series never ends.
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WHO’S WHO AND WHAT’S WHAT

On-line version, for easier reference.  Tip:  Bookmark the site page and this page in your book for future reference.

 

Aeron:  Guenivere’s horse.

 

Accolon:  Accolon of Gaul.  Minor son of Gaulish king.  Companion to Uther.

 

Aglovale:  Son Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise

 

Agravaine:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian

 

Alis:  Wife to Pelinore (dec.)  see Dunoding.  

 

Alun:  King of Brocéliande.  See Brocéliande

 

Amaria: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Ambrosius Aurelianus: (Welsh: Emrys Wledig).  High King of Britain (dec.)  See Pendragon.

 

Anwen Idria: Daughter of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Anwen of Galleva:  Heroine, Pendragon Rises. See Galleva.

 

Arawn Uther:  Son of Arawn and Ilsa.  See Brocéliande.  Husband of The Lady of Corneus.  See Corneus

 

Arawn:  Hero of Dragon Kin.  King of Brocéliande. See Brocéliande.  

 

Arthur:  Son and heir of Uther Pendragon and Igraine. See Pendragon.

 

Ban of Benoic:  Brother to Bors, and exiled from his own kingdom by Saxon incursions.  See Benoic.

 

Bedivere:  Welsh: Bedwyr.  "Bedwyr of the Perfect Sinews".  Oldest son of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.  See Corneus.

 

Belenus: Lancelot’s horse

 

Bevan:  King of Calleva.  See Calleva.

 

Blavet:  Large tidal river, location of Lorient, capital of Brocéliande, Lesser Britain. 

 

Bors the Elder:  King of Guanne.  See Guanne.

 

Bors the Younger:  King of Guanne.  See Guanne.

 

Brandegoris:  Brandegoris of Estangore.  See Kernow.

 

Brandérion:  Village in Lesser Britain, the birth place of Ilsa.

 

Brennus:  Idris’ horse.

 

Brigid: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter. See Brynaich

 

Budic:  King of Morbihan.  See Morbihan.

 

Cadfael:  Hero of Born of No Man.  See Dunoding.

 

Cador:  Duke of Cornwall.  See Cornwall.

 

Cai:  Son of Ector.  Companion to Emrys. See Galleva. 

 

Cailleach: Cara’s horse

 

Calleva:  Kingdom in the south of Britain, neighbouring Cornwall. .  See Calleva.

 

Campbon:  By the great Briére swamps of Lesser Britain.  Capital of Guanne.

 

Cara: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter. See Brynaich.  Heroine of Battle of Mount Badon.

 

Caradoc: King of Brynaich.  See Brynaich

 

Carnac:  King Budic’s summer residence in Lesser Britain, where Ambrosius and Uther prepared to take back Britain from Vortigern.  See Morbihan.

 

Claire of Brandegoris:  Mother of Elyan the White by Bors the Younger.  See Kernow

 

Claudas:  Frankish King and conquerer.  See Berry. 

 

Coria:  Corbridge, in modern parlance.

 

Cynbel:  Athur’s horse  

 

Devian: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Dinadan:  Son of Brunor.  Siblings:  Breunor, Daniel.  See Kernow.

 

Dindrane:  Daughter Pellinore and Alis. See Listenoise

 

Dornar:  Bastard son of Pellinore.  See Listenoise

 

Doward:  Hill fort where Vortigern perished.

 

Ector:  Count of Galleva. See Galleva.

 

Elaine of Listenoise:  Daughter of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Elaine:  Ban of Benoic’s wife.  See Benoic.

 

Elen:  Daughter of Arawn and Ilsa.  See Brocéliande.  Wife of Cador of Cornwall.  

 

Ellar:  Lot’s seneschal

 

Elyan the White:  Son of Bors the Younger and Claire of Brandegoris.  See Guanne.

 

Emrys Myrddin: Son of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Evaine:  Bors the Elder’s Queen. See Guanne.

 

Forest Sauvage:  Where Galleva is located, close by Hadrian’s Wall. See Galleva.

 

Gaheris:  Oldest son and heir of Lot. See Lothian.

 

Gareth:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian.

 

Gawain:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian.

 

Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall.  See Cornwall.

 

Guanne:  Kingdom in Lesser Britain.  See Guanne.

 

Guenivere:  Welsh:  Gwenhwyfar.  See Camelard.

 

Hector de Maris:  Half brother to Lancelot du Lac.  See Benoic.

 

Héric:  Ban of Benoic’s lands, within Guanne, Lesser Britain.

 

Hoel:  Hoel the Great, Hoel of Brittany.  King of Morbihan.    

 

Horsa:  A Saxon leader

 

Idris the Slayer:  Northern warrior.  See Lothian

 

Igraine:  Daughter of Emlawdd Wledig.  Wife to Gorlois of Cornwall.  See Cornwall and Pendragon.  

 

Ilsa:  Heroine of Dragon Kin.  See Brocéliande.

 

Iseult of Ireland:  Daughter of Anguish of Ireland and Iseult the Elder.

 

Kahedin:  Son of Hoel.  See Morbihan.

 

Kay the Stalwart: Son of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Keincaled: Gawain’s horse.

 

King of the Magyars:  Husband to Julia.  Father of Sagramore.  See Kernow

 

Lady of the Lake:  A title bestowed upon powerful women who control the Perilous Forrest and the Lake at the heart of Brocéliande.    The title is not hereditary.  See The Perilous Forest.

 

Lamorak:  Son of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Lancelot of the Lake:  aka Lancelot du Lac.  See Benoic.

 

Leodegrance:  King of Camelarde.

 

Leolin:  Mair’s horse

 

Lot:  King of Lothian.  

 

Lowri:  Daughter of Cadfael and Lynette.  See Dunoding.

 

Luca: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Lucan:  Son of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.

 

Lynette the Elder:  Heroine of Born of No Man. See Dunoding. 

 

Mabon:  King of Calleva.

 

Maela:  Daughter of Vortigern.  Wife to Mabon.  See Calleva.

 

Mair:  Daughter of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.  Heroine of High King of Britain.

 

Mared:  Daughter of Bors the Elder.  See Morbihan.  

 

Mark:  Brother to Tristan the Elder.  See Kernow

 

Merlin:  Myrddin Emrys.  See Pendragon.  

 

Morbihan:  Kingdom in Lesser Britain.  See Morbihan.

 

Morgan le Fey:  Daughter of Gorlois and Igraine.  See Rheged.

 

Morguase:  Daughter of Gorlois and Igraine.  Wife of Lot.  

 

Morlaix: Kingdom north of Brocéliande, in Lesser Britain.

 

Nareen & Isolde: Caradoc & Ula’s twin daughters. See Brynaich

 

Newlyn: Caradoc & Ula’s son. See Brynaich

 

Nimue:  Lady of the Lake. See The Perilous Forest.  

 

Pellinore:  King of Listenoise.

 

Percival:  Son of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Perilous Forest:  The heart of the Brocéliande forest, where The Lady of the Lake lives.

 

Rhiannon:  Daughter of Anwen and Steffan.  Companion to Cai and Emrys.  See Galleva

 

Sagramore:  Son of the King of the Magyars and Julia, Princess of Rome.  See Kernow.

 

Scorff:  Smaller river that runs into the Blavet by Lorient.  Fresh water river.

 

Steffan of Durnovaria:  Hero, Pendragon Rises.  See Galleva

 

Tewdwr:  Son of Hoel.  See Morbihan.


Tielo:  Rhiannon's horse

 

Tintagel:  Fortified rocky island connected to mainland Cornwall by narrow natural bridge of rock.  

 

Tor:  Bastard son of Pellinore.  See Listenoise.

 

Tristan the Elder:  King of Kernow.

 

Tristan the Younger:  Bastard son of Tristan the Elder. See Kernow.

 

Ula: Caradoc’s queen. See Brynaich

 

Urien:  King of Rheged.

 

Uther:  Uther Pendragon.  High King of Britain.

 

Uther Rawn:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Vannes:  Principal town of the kingdom of Morbihan.

 

Vedra River:  The Tyne, in modern parlance.

 

Veris:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Via Statra: Roman road between Vannes and Corseul, Lesser Britain

 

Vivian of Maridunum:  Mother of Merlin.

 

Vivian:  Accolyte of the Perilous Forrest.  Lover of Nimue.

 

Vortigern:  High King of Britain.  Died at Doward.  Succeeded by Ambrosius.  Wife:  Olwen.  Sons: Vortimer, Catigern.    Daughters:  Maela.

 

Ynnis Witrin:  Avalon.

 

Yr Wyddfa:  Snowden

 

HOUSES, CLANS AND TRIBES

BENOIC

Ban & Elaine
Ban:  King of Benoic
Elaine: (see Brocéliande)
Hector:  Ban’s son (by Suzanne de Maris)
Lancelot du Lac: Their son

BERRY

Claudas:  King
Claudin: His son
Dorin: His son

BROCÉLIANDE

Arawn & Ilsa
Arawn: King of Brocéliande
Ilsa of Brocéliande: Arawn’s queen.  (See Morbihan)
Elaine: Arawn’s sister (see Benoic)
Evaine:  Arawn’s sister (see Guanne)
Alun: eldest son of Arawn & Ilsa, King of Brocéliande
Arawn Uther: second son of Aran & Ilsa
Elen: Daughter of Arawn & Ilsa (see Cornwall)

BRYNAICH

Caradoc & Ula
Caradoc: King of Brynaich
Ula: Caradoc’s queen.
Brigid: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter
Cara: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter
Nareen & Isolde: Caradoc & Ula’s twin daughters
Newlyn: Caradoc & Ula’s son

CALLEVA

Mabon & Maela
Mabon: King of Calleva
Maela: Mabon’s queen.  Daughter of High King Vortigern & Olwen.
Bevan: Mabon & Maela’s son.  King of Calleva (see below)
Bryn: Mabon & Maela’s son. Partner of Druston (see Dunoding)
Lynette The Younger:  Mabon & Maela’s daughter.  (See Dunoding)

 

Bevan & Lowri
Bevan: Mabon & Maela’s son.  King of Calleva
Lowri:  Bevan’s queen. (see Dunoding)
Branwen: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Eira: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Martyn & Trevor: Bevan & Lowri’s twins ons
Betrys: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Deryn: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter

CAMELARD

Leodegrance & Gwenhwyfach
Leodegrance: King of Camelard
Guenivere:  Leodegrance’s daughter

CORBENIC

Pedr: King of Corbenic.  aka The Fisher King
Elaine: Pedr’s daughter

CORNEUS

Bedrawd: Duke of Corneus (serves Kernow)
Bedivere: Bedrawd’s son, companion to Arthur
Lucan: Bedrawd’s son, companion to Arthur
Mair: Bedrawd’s daughter. The Lady of Corneus, after Bedrawd.  Wife of Prince Arawn Uther (see Brocéliande)

Mair & Arawn Uther
Veris:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther
Devian: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther
Amaria: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther
Uther Rawn:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther
Luca: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther

CORNWALL

 

Gorlois & Mari
Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall
Mari:  Gorlois’ Duchess.
Cador: Gorlois & Mari’s son (see below)

 

Gorlois & Igraine
Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall
Igraine:  Duchess of Cornwall (see Pendragon)
Morguase:  Daughter of Gorlois & Igraine (see Lothian)
Morgan:  Daughter of Gorlois & Igraine.  aka Morgan le Fey (See Rheged)

 

Cador & Elen
Cador: Gorlois & Mari’s son.  Duke of Cornwall.
Elen:  Cador’s Duchess.  (See Brocéliande)
Constantine:  Cador & Elen’s son

DUNODING

 

Cadfael & Lynette
Cadfael:  Hero of Born of No Man.  Vortigern’s War Duke.
Lynette:  Cadfael’s wife
Bricius: Cadfael & Lynette’s son (see below)
Alis:  Cadfael & Lynette’s daughter (see Listenoise)
Lowri:  Cadfael & Lynette’s daughter (see Calleva)
Drusan:  Cadfael & Lynette’s son, partner of Bryn (see Calleva)
Eogan:  Cadfael & Lynette’s son (see below)

 

Bricius & Maeve
Bricius: Cadfael & Lynette’s son
Maeve of Ireland:  Bricius’ wife
Cadoc: Bricius & Maeve’s son
Tegan:  Bricius & Maeve’s daughter

GALLEVA

 

Ector & Druscilla
Ector:  Count of Galleva
Druscilla:  Ector’s wife
Cai:  Ector & Druscilla’s son. Companion to Arthur.

 

Steffan & Anwen of Galleva
Steffan: Hero of Pendragon Rises
Anwen:  Heroine of Pendragon Rises
Rhiannon:  Their Daughter (see Lothian)

GUANNE

 

Bors & Evaine
Bors The Elder: King of Guanne
Evaine:  Bors’ queen (see Brocéliande)
Bors The Younger:  Bors & Evaine’s son (see below)
Lionel:  Bors & Evaine’s son
Mared:  Bors & Evaine’s daughter (see Morbihan)

Bors The Younger
Bors The Younger:  Bors & Evaine’s son.  King of Guanne

KERNOW

 

Tristan the Elder
Tristan The Elder: King of Kernow
Brandegoris:  Cousin to Tristan (see below)
Mark: brother to Tristan (see below)
Tristan:  Son of Tristan the Elder
Dinadan:  Friend of Tristan’s.

 

Brandegoris of Estangore & Julia
Brandegoris:  Cousin to Tristan
Julia:  Princess of Rome, wife to Brandegoris
Sagramore:  Son of Julia and the King of the Magyars
Claire:  Daughter of Brandegoris & Julia

 

Mark of Kernow
Mark: brother to Tristan. King of Kernow

LISTENOISE

 

Pellinore
Pellinore:  King of Listenoise, descendant of Joseph of Arimathea (see below)
Tor: Pellinore’s bastard son and heir
Dornar:  Pellinore’s bastard son

 

Pellinore & Alis
Pellinore:  King of Listenoise, descendant of Joseph of Arimathea
Alis:  Pellinore’s queen (see Dunoding)
Percival:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Aglovale:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Dindrane:  Pellinore & Alis’ daughter
Lamorak:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Elaine:  Pellinore & Alis’ daughter

LOTHIAN

 

Lot & Morguase
Lot:  King of Lothian & Duke of Orkney
Morguase:  Lot’s queen.  (See Cornwall, and also Pendragon)
Gaheris:  Lot & Morguase’s son & heir
Gawain:  Lot & Morguase’s son
Agravain:  Lot & Morguase’s son
Gareth:  Lot & Morguase’s son

 

Idris & Rhiannon
Idris of Lothian:  Hero, War Duke of Britain
Rhiannon (see Galleva):  Heroine, War Duke of Britain
Anwen Idria:  Their daughter
Emrys Myrddin:  Their son
Kay The Stalwart:  Their son  

MORBIHAN

 

Budic of Britanny
Budic:  King of Morbihan
Isla:  Budic’s bastard daughter
Hoel:  Budic’s son & heir (see below)

 

Hoel & Mared
Hoel:  Budic’s son & heir.  King of Morbihan.
Mared:  Hoel’s queen.  (see Guanne)
Tewdwr: Hoel & Mared’s son
Kahedin: Hoel & Mared’s son
Isuelt of the White Hands: Hoel & Mared’s daughter

 

PENDRAGON

Ambrosius:  High King of Britain (see below).
Uther:  Ambrosius’ brother & heir (see below)

 

Ambrosius & Vivian
Ambrosius: High King of Britain (see below).
Vivian:  Princess of Dyfed
Merlin:  Ambrosius’ bastard son by Vivian

 

Uther & Igraine
Uther:  High King of Britain
Igraine:  Uther’s queen. (see Cornwall)
Arthur:  Uther & Igraine’s son.  War Duke of Britain.  (see below)

 

Arthur & Morguase
Arthur:  War Duke of Britain
Morguase:  Wife of King Lot (see Lothian)
Mordred:  Arthur’s bastard son by Morguase

 

PERILOUS FORREST, The

Nimue: Lady of the Lake
Vivian:  Nimue’s second in command and partner

 

RHEGED

 

Urien & Morgan
Urien:  King of Rheged.  Cousin to Lot of Lothian.
Morgan:  Urien’s queen.  (See Cornwall)
Owain & Morfydd:  Urien & Morgan’s twin son & daughter.

 

STRATHCLYDE

 

Idris & Rhiannon
Idris:  King of Strathclyde.  
Rhiannon:  Idris’ Queen.  Foster sister to Arthur.  
Anwen Idria: Idris & Rhiannon’s daughter
Emrys Myrddin: Idris & Rhiannon’s son
Kay the Stalwart:  Idris & Rhiannon’s son
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Cair Brithon, Kingdom of Strathclyde. 505 C.E.

ANWEN DIDN’T KNOW ABOUT THE messenger until she was nearly home.

Dumbarton Rock, upon which Cair Brithon had stood for hundreds of years and would likely stand for a great many more, thrust high enough into the sky that a rider could see it nearly a day’s ride away. The rock covered three-quarters of the short, squat promontory it sat upon. The promontory thrust its rounded front into the River Clyde, preventing unnoticed approach from that side. The Rock barred access from the landward side except for a narrow chunk of flat land to the south, which was guarded day and night.

When she rounded the rock and the enduring, irregular walls of Cair Brithon came into view, she saw immediately that there were no ranks of fighters drilling on the flat field in front of the buildings. Only something extraordinary would suspend daily drills.

She hurried forward, tugging on Drest’s reins. Drest carried the deer she had caught. Cadi would be pleased to have fresh meat for the cooking pot and everyone who sat at the family table would also be pleased to eat something other than salted pork or herring. It had been a long winter.

Anwen took Drest around to the kitchen yard and directed three of the boys to take the deer inside for Cadi to deal with later. As they struggled and huffed, one of the more courageous of the boys looked up at Anwen through eyes slitted against the noon sun, which was weak still, but dazzling in the cloudless sky.

“Messenger from the south came.” The boy puffed up with importance because he knew this, and she did not. “From Camelot.”

That was why there were no drills, she realized. A normal messenger carried dozens of letters and small parcels and Cair Brithon might be only one of several destinations he would visit. A messenger direct from Camelot would have naught but a single message to deliver directly to her father, news which would interrupt the steady flow of days and nights and seasons.

If Anwen wanted to hear the news before it had passed through a dozen mouths, who would embroider and warp the message, then she must brave the main hall.

With a sigh, she handed the cheeky boy Drest’s reins. “See he’s brushed, watered and fed, and there’s a coin in it for you.” She took her bow and quiver off Drest and gave him a pat on the rump.

Drest followed the boy to the stable and Anwen hurried to her chamber to wash and swap her trews for her gown and brush her hair.

When she reached the large hall, she saw she was the last of the family to hear the news. Her little brothers, Emrys and Kay, sat on stools at the far end of the firepit. Her mother, Rhiannon, sat in her father’s big chair, pulled up to the center of the fire, with the letter from Camelot in her hands, turned so she could read the script in the light from the flames. The last of the old cedar logs were in the pit, sending up a pleasant aroma.

Her father stood at the other end of the rectangular pit, one foot on the hearth stones, his arms crossed and his back to the door in flagrant disregard of his own rule about always keeping an eye on the entrance.

Anwen’s gut tightened as it always did when she saw him. Idris was a big man, the tallest in the kingdom, and despite his age, still a powerful fighter. His captains and their men called him Idris the Slayer when his back was turned. She had learned of their name for him only because she could creep up to almost anyone if there was cover to hide her.

The hair at her father’s temples was almost white, a deep contrast to the remaining black mass. He tied the top of his hair out of the way with a thong of leather, while the rest hung loose down his back. Black wolf pelt hung over his shoulders, his tunic was black and so were the leather wristbands. The pouch he always wore around his neck peeped from below the pelt. Dark trews and boots. He wore the colors which matched his temperament, Anwen often thought. It was the reason she refused such colors in her own clothes.

He was scowling at the fire. Of course he scowled. He rarely wore any other expression, especially when he looked at Anwen.

Idris turned enough to check who entered the hall—but really, who else would be permitted to enter here? There were two guards outside the door and a hundred fighters in the other buildings, all within earshot.

Then there was her mother, who had been an acclaimed warrior in her day, even though she now wore graceful gowns and left her hair loose. Her mother’s hair had glints of grey in it, too. But she still kept a long knife in her boot, as well as her eating knife upon her belt.

Idris was also a fighter. His great sword, Cingeto, hung on the wall opposite the long table, five paces away. That was why he felt comfortable with his back to the door.

His frown deepened when he saw Anwen. “I sent for you an hour ago.”

“Mother.” Anwen smiled in greeting at Rhiannon. Her mother barely looked up from the letter.

Anwen turned to her father. “I was hunting.”

“Alone?”

“The guards never move quietly. They scare away prey.”

Idris took his boot off the hearth stones and planted his feet. “How many times must I tell you that you cannot wander the land alone?”

“Everyone else does so.”

“You are not everyone else!”

“Are you not the King of Strathclyde?” Anwen shot back. “Are you not charged with keeping your people safe? Does that not include me? If I cannot ride out alone, what does that imply about you?”

Her father gave a great hissing bellow, his chest rising as he prepared to shout.

“Anwen, Idris, stop it,” her mother said, lowering the letter. “There is news you must hear, Anwen.”

Anwen shot a glance at Emrys, hoping he would give her some sort of warning. Was this good news? Bad news? Would she like the news?

Emrys, at fifteen, was several years younger than her, but old enough to understand the language behind written words. Yet this time he merely stared back at her, a lock of pitch-black hair falling over one eye.

He was angry about something and hiding it because their father rarely tolerated tantrums in anyone but himself.

Anwen braced herself and turned to her mother, across the fire. “Yes?” She kept her tone polite.

Rhiannon raised the letter a little, then let it roll up into a loose scroll. “King Mark of Kernow and the daughter of King Anguish of Ireland and Queen Iseult the Elder are to be wed at Camelot this summer.”

Her mother had spoken before about the alliance with Ireland that Arthur, the High King of Britain, had been working to arrange. “Arthur got his alliance, then,” Anwen murmured.

She saw Emrys’ steely expression, the tightening of his jaw, and frowned. What was she missing? She looked back at her mother and raised her brow.

The corner of her mother’s mouth turned up. She was laughing and hiding it because Idris was back to scowling again. “All of Britain is required to attend the wedding and the celebrations surrounding it. Every petty king, every duke, every clan and tribal leader is to attend the High King.”

“And we can’t go,” Emrys muttered, his tone sulky.

Anwen glanced at him, alarmed, and caught the look he and Kay exchanged. Emrys was talking about him and Kay, not the whole family.

Then she understood. Anwen shook her head. “No.”

“One doesn’t refuse the High King,” Idris growled.

“Then you go,” Anwen shot back. “There is no need to take me with you.”

Idris dropped his arms. “You will go to Camelot, daughter.”

“No.”

“It is time you were presented to the High King, Anwen,” her mother said, her tone calm.

“I would rather be boiled in oil.”

“Do not speak to your mother with that tone!” Idris bellowed. “You will come with us to Camelot and present yourself as the daughter of a great kingdom.”

“You are well beyond marriable age—” her mother added.

“I’m eighteen!” Anwen cried.

“I was married at nineteen,” her mother said softly. “It is time, Anwen. The most powerful and strongest leaders, all of them, will be there in the summer. It will give you a chance to assess their strength and their charms. Otherwise, we must rely upon second and third hand reports and letters to deal with such matters. Wouldn’t you rather see the man for yourself?”

“And inspect his teeth?” Anwen asked, her tone tart.

“Anwen…” Idris growled.

“Arthur will ensure that whatever match you desire will be made,” her mother continued inexorably. “As long as the man has suitable antecedents, you can choose who you like. That is a rare privilege for a daughter of a king.”

Anwen stared at her mother, horror building in her. “I don’t want to marry anyone.”

Rhiannon rested the letter on her lap. “You must, eventually.” Her voice was soft. Her tone unmoved.

Anwen swallowed. Even her mother would force her to this most unpalatable future.

Yet her father had not spoken of marriage, merely of presenting herself to the High King. Anwen turned to him. “Must I do this, Father? Can I not stay here? Just one more year, to…to become accustomed to the idea.”

Idris drew in a breath that made his big chest and shoulders rise. “Your mother is wise. This is an opportunity to bind another kingdom with ours. The chance will never come again. Every lord and worthy man in all the Britains will be there.”

“You will use me as binding to build your kingdom!”

Her father’s gaze dropped to the flames. Anwen understood then that even though he might not agree with her mother, he would make her do this, anyway.

Anwen stared at him, bitterness in her mouth and her heart, as her mother spoke of making gowns suitable for the High King’s court, of preparations and fuss that made the back of her neck prickle and her heart to thud unhappily.

Her mother even tried bribery. “The messenger brought books with him,” she added, when she had finished the list of horrifying activities that would fill the spring and take away any chance of roaming the glens.

Anwen tried to be pleased at the prospect of reading new books but couldn’t. “As if I will have time to read them,” she muttered.

Idris kicked at the logs, sending sparks up into the air. “We leave for Camelot the first full moon after the equinox.”

Her life had been shortened to a few weeks, then it would be over.

She crossed her arms and scowled at the flames, her heart aching.
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The crows of his dreams were pecking at his nose, which woke Sagramore with a start. Relief weakened his limbs as he opened his eyes and realized the crows were not real. Bright sunlight seared the back of his eyes. He winced and closed them swiftly.

The hand on his face was not gentle. “Wake up, I tell you.” Dinadan’s voice. Slurred.

“Wasn’t sleeping,” Sagramore muttered. His own voice was strained, but even.

“You were snoring.” The slapping stopped. It was little wonder he’d dreamed about his face being attacked.

Sagramore opened his eyes more cautiously, this time. He shaded them against the direct rays of dawn sunlight and eased himself up off the flattened grass he had been sleeping upon. He settled himself so the sun was not directly before him.

Dinadan broke a branch over his knee and dropped it on the nearly cold ashes of last night’s fire. A whisper of smoke rose lazily from the rank, dew-damp wood and coals. Dinadan would have a devil of a time stirring it back to life.

Sagramore could feel the same dampness on the front of his tunic, which had been exposed to the night air. His cloak was heavy with it.

Tristan sat on the other side of the fire from Sagramore, which made him the fortunate one, for his back was to the sun. Tristan raised one of the wine skins and shook it, then tossed it aside reached for another to test. There were many skins lying about the fire, most of them flat.

“I’m hungry,” Dinadan declared and stirred the ashes beneath the fresh wood. “One of you needs to find meat.”

“We could go back to Camelot. Break our fast in the king’s hall.” Sagramore thought of warmed wine and honey cakes with sudden longing. Yet his gut gave a sour protest at the idea.

They had escaped the main hall last night and come out here to drink around the fire because…because…he couldn’t remember exactly why, except that it had not been the main hall, with its formalities and sensibilities.

At least, that was what Tristan had said. It had made sense at the time. “Arthur’s new-fangled rules are a pain in the neck,” Tristan had said more than once in the weeks they had been waiting for the arrival of the court and the wedding. As they had been the ones to escort Iseult, the Irish princess, to Camelot, they had been cooling their heels in Arthur’s hall the longest, and time had drawn out, empty and useless.

“Why can’t I just gut a man who insults me?” Tristan would always add when he returned to the ills of Arthur’s reign—strictly between the three of them, of course, for Tristan wasn’t a fool. “If I’m stupid enough to take on a man who can best me, that’s my concern, and no business of some old, doddering idiot who thinks he knows better than me. I’m the one who was insulted!”

Sagramore was still trying to sort out the odd ideas that Arthur and Merlin were insisting upon these days. He was good at fighting, only there were no wars, anymore. Instead, there was peace and new ideas.

For that reason, he’d agreed that a night by the river around a campfire might be a nice reminder of times long gone. They’d once drunk themselves to sleep around an open fire every single night.

And it had been a good night, only he had forgotten about the aftermath, which seemed particularly brutal this morning. Any meal he didn’t have to arrange for himself would help address the effects, although he wasn’t close to being as hungry as Dinadan was.

“I don’t want food.” Tristan shook another skin and gave a grunt and unstopped it, lifted it and drained the last trickle of wine from it. His hair, which always looked somewhat wild, was in complete disarray after a night of drinking, the white and brown shaggy locks tangled together. His chin was thick with several days of growth, also brown and white. His normally clear green eyes were red and cloudy.

“You’re the best shot,” Dinadan told Tristan.

“Not in his condition,” Sagramore observed. “Me, either.” His head was starting to thud with thick, heavy beats. The river running almost soundlessly alongside their camp pulled his gaze, despite the sun dancing on the surface and making his eyes water.

Tristan snorted. “Can, too.” He unstopped a half-full skin, looking pleased.

Dinadan laughed, showing white, even teeth. “Can not.” He bent and blew on the ashes, making the coals glow, proving there was still some life in the fire.

Tristan lowered the skin, glaring at Dinadan.

Sagramore laughed softly. He knew that expression in his friend’s eyes. He smiled as Tristan put the skin aside and rose carefully to his feet.

“Oh, ho!” Dinadan crowed, rubbing his hands together.

Tristan bent to his saddle bags, then paused, his throat working. He straightened and carefully squatted, keeping his head upright, and fished through one of the sacks and withdrew a length of string. He plucked an arrow from the quiver lying next to the sacks and tied the string to the very end of the fletches, right below the notch.

Then he laboriously rose to his feet and picked up the bow. “Watch and…” He swayed, then straightened. “Learn,” he finished. He moved past Dinadan, who turned to watch him walk over to the very edge of the low banks of the river.

Tristan stepped on the loose end of the string, notched the arrow and raised the bow, while peering into the glittering water.

“No, he cannot…!” Dinadan breathed, sounding delighted.

“Wait,” Sagramore said softly. He’d not seen Tristan do this trick before, but he knew his friend too well to doubt he would manage it.

Tristan did not appear to have heard them. He stood utterly still, the bow pulled at full draw, his shoulders flexed to hold the draw steady.

Then he let the arrow fly. It broke the surface of the water with a little plinking sound. Instantly, the water thrashed and roiled.

Tristan dropped the bow and crouched—no bending this time—and hauled swiftly on the string. He lifted a fat carp out of the water and held it by the arrow through its middle as it wriggled.

Dinadan laughed.

Tristan stalked over to Dinadan and slapped the fish against his chest. “Eat that.”

Dinadan plucked the fish from his chest and held it away from him. His smile didn’t slip. “Food,” he said, sounding pleased with himself.

“That was pure luck,” Sagramore said. “I wager you couldn’t hit a target five times in a row, right now.”

Tristan glared at him.

“A wager?” Dinadan’s voice rose in eager anticipation. He took the knife out of his belt and laid the carp on the flat rock beside the fire to fillet it.

Sagramore kept his gaze on Tristan. “Drink wine for breakfast. Then shoot another five arrows into a target…let’s say the width of my hand. Five times.”

“What will you give me if I do?” Tristan said, rubbing his chin and making the whiskers rasp.

“It isn’t possible,” Dinadan interjected. “Five times, with five arrows?”

Tristan’s gaze was steady, waiting for Sagramore to answer.

Sagramore considered. “My iron shield.”

“I don’t need another shield.”

“My dagger.” Sagramore pulled out the knife and let it drop so the blade stuck in the earth. The blue-jeweled hilt glinted in the sunrise. The knife, he’d been told, had come from Constantinople itself and had been used by the Emperor.

Tristan knew the value of the knife as well as Sagramore did. He examined the knife, then said, “Your dagger, and your fur-lined cloak.”

Sagramore shook his head. The cloak was unique, the fur so warm that even in the depths of a British winter, he was comfortable. He didn’t know what type of fur it was. The outer layer of the cloak shed water, too. It was a marvelous garment he was loath to give up. It, too, had come from somewhere in the east. Perhaps from Constantinople, too, or perhaps from the lands of the father he didn’t remember.

Tristan held up his fist, with his thumb stuck out sideways. “A target the length of my thumb. Five times, five arrows. I’ll have your cloak and your dagger before noon.”

“Done,” Sagramore said.

“Can we eat first?” Dinadan complained, although Sagramore could hear the tinge of excitement in his voice.

A contest of skill. It was something to do, at least.

Sagramore moved carefully over to the fire pit, to charge the flames while Dinadan dealt with the carp. Tristan sat on the other side of the fire, brooding and drinking. He did both frequently, of late.

It was just one of the many unsettling changes that had taken place since Tristan’s uncle, King Mark, had announced that he was to marry the Irish princess and forge an alliance for Arthur.

Sagramore firmly pulled his thoughts away from the shadows. Food and a wager, and perhaps more wine, then he would be fortified enough to face yet one more day in Camelot, where he was even more a stranger than he was in Kernow.

 


 

CHAPTER TWO
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Avalon, the Druid’s Isle. At the same time.

MORGAN HISSED AND BLINKED TO disperse the vision her Sight had provided. She waved away the powerfully aromatic fumes rising from the heated oil in the cauldron. She needed the oil more often than not these days to pierce the veil and See what she required.

“What is it?” Mostyn asked from his patient perch upon the rock near the desk holding her commonplace book.

Morgan glanced at him. “I have no need to See three fools drinking themselves into a stupor to know what fate lies in store for them.”

Mostyn didn’t pull back at her stinging tone, as many men would. Perhaps that was why she had kept him nearby for more than a year now. “You told me that your Sight often shows you what you need to see, not what you want to see,” he said.

Morgan scowled. That was actually true, but she didn’t appreciate Mostyn telling her so. “That,” she said, pointing at the nearly simmering oil in the cauldron, with its rare herbs and other additions, “is supposed to let me see beyond what my Sight thinks I should see.”

“Maybe that thinks you should see three drunk fools, too,” Mostyn replied calmly.

Morgan hissed again. Why bother trying to explain the limits of power? No one understood. Not really. She peered at the swirling colors on the surface of the oil, colors as bright and varied as a rainbow. The power of the spell was still virile. She could reach farther, she was sure of it…

Mostyn got to his feet. “Besides,” he said, his tone one of calm indifference, “I could learn as much from the mouths of men as you do from your oils and spells.” He drew closer to the cauldron. He was indifferent about magic. He felt none of the power that shimmered in this valley and in other deep pockets of the island. He could walk across the island and never once shiver at the undercurrents.

“By talking to men, you would not learn their secrets as I do with my oils and spells,” Morgan replied and was vexed with herself. Why was she bothering to explain? He would not understand. They never did.

“Yes, yes. You gouge from them their yearnings and their private desires.” Mostyn came right up to the other side of the cauldron, which showed a remarkable lack of caution. Even if he couldn’t sense the power, the cauldron was filled with oil very close to boiling. A nudge at the lip of the huge iron pot at the right moment would ensure his day was as unhappy as hers.

“To know what a man really wants is to know how to direct him,” she replied. “The right knowledge will let me have what I want.” The thing which kept her awake through long nights, staring at the stars and planning her vengeance. They dared expel her from Camelot? She was the daughter of the High Queen of Britain. She was the High King’s sister. She was more powerful than Merlin, with his petty political concerns, had ever bothered to understand. She was more beautiful than the simpering, barren bitch who had snared Lancelot and Arthur. She would remind them of these facts, by and by. Oh yes, she would.

Mostyn crossed his arms. His dark eyes considered her through the fumes. “I’ve always found that what really counts is what a man does, regardless of what he thinks.”

Morgan gave a snort of disbelief. “Men act exactly as they feel. They’re unthinking, reactionary fools.” Belatedly, she added, “Except you, of course.”

His smile was sour. “Of course.” Then he shook his head, a small movement. “You should consider your choices, Lady Morgan, for what you do, not what you think, says much about you, too.”

Morgan eyed the rim of the cauldron. What would it feel like to watch the steaming oil cascade from the mouth? “Choices are illusionary. Fate sets the path long before you step upon it.”

“Then why bother trying to see where the path leads?” he demanded, with infuriating reason. “It will arrive all by itself.”

“I will hasten that end!” she cried. “I will have them writhe in the agony of knowing they did it to themselves, and I will enjoy watching it happen!”

Mostyn didn’t flinch. His gaze was steady. “I am just a man,” he said softly. “I do not pretend to know how your powers work, or why you feel this burning need. So I caution you purely as a man, Morgan le Fey. I have seen a single man change the outcome of a battle, simply through the choices he has made—to fight, to not give in, to win through no matter what. I have seen one man change the fortunes of Britain.”

“You dare praise Arthur to me?” she raged.

He lifted a hand to forestall her fury. “I have seen far simpler men change the course of history by choosing to act one way, when everything about their circumstances says they would choose differently. Even fools by a river have choices to make.”

Morgan stared at him, fury making her middle roil and her heart to beat in her chest like a wild thing trapped and impotent. She dropped her gaze to the simmering cauldron. The need to act ached in her chest and throat.

“I do not believe my choices are already made,” Mostyn said flatly.

“Then you are a fool,” Morgan rasped, her breath ragged.

“Maybe.” He smiled, bringing his eyes to life. “But sleep comes easily to me, while you stare at the stars.” He turned and moved away, a tall figure with black curls and dark eyes, and a hidden strength.

Perhaps that was why she allowed him to linger here.
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There were few trees with decent trunks to be found in the boggy ground around Camelot, but there were some—most of them by the higher and drier land which provided the single causeway to reach the fort.

Dinadan used charcoal from the fire to draw a thick, black ring on the trunk of the old oak, while Tristan and Sagramore supervised to ensure the ring was not in the slightest larger than the length of Tristan’s thumb.

Then they had to decide on the distance from the tree, which had not been previously agreed upon. Sagramore drank from the last full wine skin while arguing with Tristan, who wanted to stand only twenty paces from the tree. “You wouldn’t let a Saxon get that close to you before shooting an arrow at him,” Sagramore pointed out. “Thirty paces, at least.”

“Make it twenty five paces and be done with it,” Dinadan interjected.

“Twenty-five then. I’ll still have your dagger and cloak from you,” Tristan said.

They paced out the distance, which Sagramore marked by dragging his heel through the earth. “Now, a good long drink,” he told Tristan.

“The wine has to pass through his belly to be felt,” Dinadan said, as Tristan upended the wine skin. “Anything he drinks now won’t touch him until after he shoots.”

“He agreed,” Sagramore insisted and took the nearly empty skin from Tristan. He, himself, was already feeling the effects of the wine he had drunk after scorching his fingertips eating hot, charred fish, and that hadn’t been very long ago. Tristan had eaten nothing. He
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