
The Moonlight Cavalier

Rachel Lawson

Copyright

Copyright © 2026 by Rachel Lawson

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Cast Of Characters

The Moonlight Cavalier

The Nights Of The Fox, A Chanson De Geste Cycle

The Geiko

The Shinobi's Wife

Hoshi No Michi, The Shinobi of Starlight

Meet The Characters

Pictures

Picture 1

Picture 2

Picture 3

Picture 4

Picture 5

Picture 6

Appendix A — Songs of the Moonlight Cavalier

Robin Hood, A Poem

The Moonlight Cavalier's song

Appendix B — Chansons de Geste

The Song Of The Fox: Moonlight Masquerade (From The Nights Of the Fox)

Jeo sui Rollo, Duc de Normandie (I am Rollo , Duke of NormandyTranslated to Anglo-Noman for Story, The Magicians:The Nights Of The Fox )

Rollo, Duke of Normandy (Song In English)

Appendix C — Poems of the Court

Behind the Mask(From The Nights Of the Fox)

Out Of My Mind And Into Your Dreams. A Song (From The Geiko)

Celestial Serenity, The Geiko's Song (In English)

Celestial Serenity, The Geiko's song in Classical Japanese

The Shinobi of Starlight, Japanese version of song

The Shinobi of Starlight, English Lyrics

Who Will I Be When The Empire Falls, A Song (From The Geiko)

Appendix D — Historical Notes

Appendix: The de Clare Lineage

Appendix: Longsword's Lineage

Appendix: House of Normandy

Appendix: The Ogre of Abergavenny's Line

Appendix: Some Places Where The Trees Intersect

Historical Notes Behind This Book

Appendix: Where Are They Now?

Appendix: Timeline of Real Events

Further Reading

About the author

Sign up for Rachel Lawson's Mailing List

Further Reading: Danse Macabre And Other Stories

Also By Rachel Lawson

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Cast Of Characters


[image: ]


The principal figures appearing in The Moonlight Cavalier and the Nights of the Fox cycle.

THE HOUSE OF MAKEPEACE

Sir Blake Makepeace of Wigmore

A foppish poet at court by day; a masked rider by night.

Known in whispers as the Moonlight Cavalier and the Night Fox.

A time-lost immortal who hides his agelessness behind wigs, wit, and foolishness.

Lady Angela Makepeace

Blake’s wife and partner.

Long-lived, wise, and quietly powerful.

Accused of witchcraft by Thorn, her peril forces Blake to cast aside his masks.

THE COURT OF KING JAMES I

James VI & I, King of England and Scotland

A monarch fascinated by poetry and terrified of witchcraft.

Amused by Blake’s antics until fear drives him to tragedy.

Sir Ezekiel Thorn

A Puritan witch-hunter and zealot.

Humourless, relentless, and obsessed with destroying the Moonlight Cavalier.

Mockingly called “Sir Easy” by Blake.

Phillip Marc

Sheriff of Nottingham and King John’s former henchman.

Suspicious, watchful, and eager to expose Blake’s secrets.

THE CRUSADER CIRCLE

Richard I “the Lionheart”

King of England; Blake’s liege and friend.

Saved once by Blake’s miraculous return from death.

His later death leaves Blake heartbroken.

Saracen Riders

Enemies encountered on the desert road to Jerusalem.

Their ambush reveals Blake’s uncanny resilience.

THE REIGN OF KING JOHN

John, King of England

Suspicious, paranoid, and threatened by Blake’s “de Clare blood.”

Attempts to destroy Blake only deepen the legend of the Night Fox.

The Paid Peasant

A desperate man forced to murder Blake in Sherwood — and terrified when Blake returns alive.

THE SHERWOOD ENCOUNTER

William Longespée, Earl of Salisbury

Illegitimate son of Henry II; nobleman of high standing.

Rescued by Blake during a highwayman attack, unknowingly helping birth the legend of the Night Fox.

Countess Ela of Salisbury

Longespée’s wife.

Shaken by the attack and awed by the mysterious masked rider.

The Highwayman

A nameless outlaw whose ambush inadvertently creates a new legend.

THE PEOPLE OF THE CITY

The Seamstress

An innocent woman saved from Thorn’s scaffold.

Her rescue ignites the city’s whispers about the Moonlight Cavalier.

The Executioner

A silent witness to Blake’s unmasking and the chaos that follows.

Courtiers, Soldiers, and Onlookers

The murmuring crowd whose awe, fear, and gossip shape the legend.

MASKS AND PERSONAS

The Moonlight Cavalier

A masked champion who rides under the silver glow of night to defend the innocent.

The Night Fox

A shadow-knight of Sherwood Forest — swift, silent, and uncatchable.

The Fop

Blake’s daytime disguise: harmless, vain, wig-obsessed, and underestimated by all.
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I ride the road for my king and country by night; I moonlight as a cavalier. I know without me, we’ll all fall into blood and misery. I know this is a fool’s errand, so a fool I be to the world.

The court of King James I bustled with people seeking his favour and attention. At that moment, the one who had the king’s attention was a minor poet and knight from the country who had earned his title for donating some rare old works of poetry to the king’s own library.

“I ride the road, robbing the rich to feed the poor, I ride for the King and the people. To help my fellow man to live, I was a knight of God in the Holy Land. When I returned, I was betrayed and lost my home and good name. They call me Robin; I am Robin Hood. I lead the Merry Men, and we fight for our land in the forest, against the hated Sheriff of Nottingham and Prince John, who tries to usurp the crown,” the man said, reciting a new poem he wrote.

The king and court admitted it was the best poem he’d written yet, and that it was about Robin Hood didn’t hurt it either.

“Sir Blake, it was a masterpiece, but you are hardly a convincing Robin Hood,” said the King.

Blake nearly dropped the poem he was reading off.

“Well, we all can’t be Robin Hood. I couldn’t live without a good wig,” said Sir Blake of Wigmore dismissively.

“A wig? Are you a politician?” asked a lady courtier.

“Lordy no,” chuckled Sir Blake.

“Sir Blake is a man of words, not a man of ideology,” said the King.

Sir Blake smiled feebly, fussing with his lace cuffs.

“I wouldn’t know what to do if I were asked for an opinion other than which fashionably good wig or pair of boots to wear,” said Sir Blake, puzzled.

“Wigs and boots aren’t everything,” said the lady.

“No, the wig makes the man,” Sir Blake said animatedly.

“By your wig, you must be a great man,” joked the King.

Blake, whose wig was immaculate, smiled and laughed.

“I must be, Your Majesty,” Sir Blake added, adjusting his wig.

“If only all my knights were so harmless,” laughed the King.

Later, when he was alone, Sir Blake removed his wig.

“The wig makes the man,” he muttered and chuckled, roughly putting the wig away in his coat and pulling out a mask, tying it over his face. Looking to see if he was observed — he wasn’t. He looked younger without the wig, a mere youth, almost unrecognisable.

He was on horseback; he rode out of the blind alley at full pace. He rode to a place where people had gathered.

“The Moonlight Cavalier,” people muttered in fear and awe as he rode by.

“I cannot let you harm this innocent woman, Thorn!” cried Sir Blake in a strong, firm, heroic light tenor voice at the king’s head witch hunter, Sir Ezekiel Thorn, who was a Puritan evangelist and the enemy of the Moonlight Cavalier.

“This is a witch! She consorts with the Evil One!” shouted the self assured zealot.

“She is no more a witch than you are,” Blake retorted.

He rode straight onto the scaffold, dismounted in one fluid motion, and placed himself between Thorn and the terrified woman. Steel clashed in the moonlight as Blake forced Thorn back, disarming him and scattering the executioners. He untied the intended victim, a seamstress accused of witchcraft for “bewitching” a man by a jealous rival.

The Cavalier quickly led her to his horse.

“Jump,” he said.

They jumped on and rode away at a gallop, making their escape.

Thorn, humiliated and furious, vowed to catch the Cavalier before nightfall.

By dawn, the whole city was whispering about the Cavalier’s midnight rescue.

Later that day, in the court of King James, there was an unwanted visitor: a very angry Thorn.

“That Cavalier is so cavalier now he’s stolen a witch we were about to hang!” shouted Thorn at the King. “You should have him hung as a collaborator!”

“I don’t know the man. How am I supposed to do anything? I am just a king,” said the King shortly.

“Oh, he’s already got his head in the noose, I hear, for his cavalier ways,” remarked Sir Blake, who was playing the fop again. “Who is this insolent man, Your Majesty?”

“Sir Ezekiel Thorn,” the King said.

Thorn looked at Sir Blake curiously, wondering who this man was. He didn’t recognise Blake as the fop.

“Sir Easy, eh?” said Sir Blake, more than a little amused.

“No! Do not call me that. I’m Sir Ezekiel Thorn. I am no ‘Easy’ anything,” grumbled Thorn.

“You said it, not me,” Sir Blake yawned. “Oh, but Sir Easy — it suits you so well.”

“My name is Ezekiel Thorn,” moaned Thorn, offended.

“Yes, yes — but that’s so many syllables,” replied Sir Blake lethargically.

Everyone watching the little scene laughed. Thorn seethed. Sir Blake chuckled.

“Who is this fool?” asked Thorn.

“Sir Blake Makepeace of Wigmore,” said the King, amused.

“His name suits him,” said Thorn, noticing his perfect wig and foppish clothing.

“He’s a poet. Tell him your ‘I’m Robin Hood’ poem — it is a great poem. He will love it. He likes the Cavalier, Robin Hood,” said the King.

“I’m not in the mood for poetry,” Thorn snapped, in no mood to humour fools.

“Shame — it is really good,” said Sir Blake, sighing. Then he apologised to the King because he and his wife, Angela, had to leave to go home.

That night, the Cavalier was sighted by a soldier who sent a message to Thorn, who had a bounty on the Cavalier. They set up an ambush and caught him by surprise. He fought them, and in the battle, the soldier died — leaving Thorn and the Cavalier fighting alone.

Thorn stepped forward, sword raised, eyes burning with righteous fury.

“Devil,” he hissed. “Your time is done.”

Blake steadied himself, breath sharp in the cold air.

“You always were dramatic, Sir Easy.”

Thorn roared and charged.

Steel rang through the forest. They circled, blades sparking, each strike heavier than the last. Thorn fought with brute zeal; Blake with precision and grace. For a moment, Blake gained the upper hand — then his wound betrayed him. He faltered.

Thorn drove his sword home.

The Cavalier fell to his knees, then to the earth, moonlight pooling around him like silver blood.

Thorn stood over the body, chest heaving.

“Divine justice,” he whispered.

“I wonder who he was,” Thorn muttered, looking at his fallen foe. He bent down and unmasked the body.

It surprised him; he recognised him.

“You — the insolent fool!” said Thorn.

His fallen foe did something impossible.

He winked.

Thorn recoiled in horror.

“Witch!” he hissed.

The body moaned and got up.

Thorn splashed holy water over Blake’s face. Blake sputtered.

“Thanks for that — I needed a wash. Evening, Sir Easy.”

Thorn pulled out a cross and poked it in Blake’s face. Blake screamed as though his skin were on fire.

Nothing happened.

Thorn stumbled back, clutching his cross as if it were a shield.

“Crosses don’t hurt Anglicans either,” laughed Sir Blake.

“Why did you act as if it hurt you then?” asked Thorn.

“I didn’t want to disappoint you, Easy,” chuckled Sir Blake. “Sleep well, Sir Easy. I’ll see you at dawn.”

Blake walked off unmolested, as Thorn was too scared and confused to fight this “witch.”

Thorn’s dreams were haunted by the man who kept returning to life in them. When he awoke, he was positively terrified of Sir Blake. He knew he had to stop this unholy beast who wouldn’t stay dead. He thought about how he could control him by killing or threatening Lady Angela, Blake’s wife, who was either a witch herself or a collaborator. All he needed was evidence — true or false; it didn’t matter to him.

Death would not take Blake — so Thorn would find another way.

That day, Thorn stormed into the court, flanked by soldiers, their boots echoing like thunder, to the King’s displeasure and shock.

“Thorn, what is the meaning of this invasion?” demanded the King.

Blake tried to walk out of the room, leading his wife by the hand.

“Stop, Sir Blake,” said Thorn.

“What do you want?” Sir Blake said feebly as he stopped walking, Thorn chasing him.

“I came to trap a witch,” said Thorn.

Blake looked feeble.

“A witch? Where? Who?” said Sir Blake, sure Thorn was after him.

“A witch called Makepeace of Wigmore,” Thorn said shrewdly.

“I am too inept to be a witch. I’d turn myself into a frog if I were one — by accident,” Blake said defensively, trying to
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