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ABOUT THE GRAIL AND GLORY

As betrayal and war close in, can two hearts learn to trust again?

Deryn of Calleva flees her ruined home, betrayed by her own kin and pursued by Saxons. With nothing left but her wits and her will to survive, she seeks shelter in Arthur’s court—a place where loyalties shift like the wind and every ally may yet prove false.

Cadfael of Dunoding, eldest son of his house and sworn to Arthur’s service, is being shaped into the next war duke. Fiercely loyal to his king, he struggles to hold fast to honor while Britain fractures around him. Yet the wary, sharp-eyed woman from his past awakens a bond he cannot deny.

Together, Deryn and Cadfael must navigate treachery within Camelot and the relentless threat beyond its walls. When Arthur’s fighting men are called to their greatest trial, their choices will decide not only their hearts, but the fate of a kingdom.

This story is part of the historical fantasy romance series, Once and Future Hearts, set in Britain during the time of King Arthur.

1.0 Born of No Man
2.0 Dragon Kin
3.0 Pendragon Rises
3.5 Once and Future Hearts Box One
4.0 War Duke of Britain
5.0 High King of Britain
6.0 Battle of Mount Badon
6.5 Once and Future Hearts Box Two
7.0 Abduction of Guenivere
8.0 Downfall of Cornwall
8.1 Touch by Maen Llia
9.0 Vengeance of Arthur
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”.  

A Historical Fantasy Romance/Ancient Historical Romance series

ABOUT TRACY COOPER-POSEY

Tracy Cooper-Posey is a 2024 Aurealis Award finalist for best SF Novella and the author of over 200 published titles that blend romance, suspense, science fiction, fantasy, and historical intrigue. She writes across multiple pen names—including Cameron Cooper (space opera) and Taylen Carver (fantasy, also an Aurealis finalist)—and has collected a long list of accolades, including the Emma Darcy Award, the SFR Galaxy Award, and fourth place in Hugh Howey’s SPSFC#2.

An indie juggernaut and genre chameleon, Tracy has been publishing since 1999 and running her own one-woman fiction empire since 2011. Her stories range from sweeping sagas to bite-sized thrillers, and she’s as comfortable writing tangled political intrigue as she is crafting a killer space opera saga. She’s a strategist at heart—an INTJ with a sword-sharp mind and a whiteboard full of fictional worlds. A former magazine editor and romance writing instructor, she now writes full-time in Edmonton, Canada, where she lives with her husband and creative partner, Mark Posey. 

She runs on Irish Breakfast tea, dark chocolate, and a fierce love of genre fiction—from Frank Herbert and Mary Stewart to Murderbot, MacLean, and McCaffery. 

The treadmill continues to go unnoticed.
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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 Strathcylde 

 

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 )
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)

 

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 (seeMorbihan )

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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AUTHOR NOTE
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EARLY IN THE MIDDLE OF the sixth century C.E., the world suffered through a series of very cold summers that scientists have described as similar to a nuclear winter—no sun, failing crops, and all the misery that lack of food and warmth brings, including the secondary effects: disease, pestilence and high mortality rates.

It would have been very easy in those days to believe the blight upon the world was the result of a curse or angry gods.

In February 2004, experts at Cardiff University in the United Kingdom announced they had figured out what had caused the lack of summers; a comet had reached Earth and exploded in the upper atmosphere. The debris from the huge explosion enveloped the earth in soot and ash, blocking out the sunlight for years.

Because a great deal of archeology is educated guesswork and estimation, and for the sake of telling a good story, I moved those grim summer days backward in time by twenty-five years to where my story is set. Why? Because years of no summer arriving without warning might explain why a nation of people suddenly lose faith in their leader, despite him having provided peace and plenty for a generation. Hunger drives desperation. Desperate people forget everything but the need to survive.

And perhaps my guess is right. Or perhaps Arthur lived a quarter century later than my estimation. Our current ability to research the past means that no one knows for sure.


 

PART I: THE GRAIL


[image: ]



 


 

The man who fights for his country is glorious.

—Homer. Iliad, 8th c. BCE

 


 

CHAPTER ONE
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Late Summer, 514 CE. Avalon.

“TAKE THE LAMP AWAY, YOU fool! This cauldron is full of hot oil!” Morgan hissed, as Math bent over her shoulder to peer at the rainbow shades swirling over the top of the oil.

He jerked back, and lifted the lamp away. He was a short but solid man, with a thatch of red hair and somewhat intelligent eyes. He narrowed his eyes now. “You can really see things in it?” His tone was touched with cynicism.

Perhaps that was why she had contrived to keep him nearby. Constant adoration grew tiresome. His questioning attitude was worthy of an answer. “I can see whatever I want to see. You don’t have the power to see more than your filthy face.”

He wiped at his chin, the red whiskers rasping. “I washed yesterday, woman.”

“And this noon’s meal adorns your chin. Silence. I’m watching.”

“You need silence to watch?”

“I need silence to concentrate.” She didn’t bother trying to explain any further about the limits of power. He clearly didn’t have the mind for even simple explanations. Besides, it was better that he think of her as omnipotent. That belief generated the appropriate enthusiasm, when she sent for him at night.

She peered into the cauldron, directing the far-seeing visions to bring to her what she wanted to see. “There,” she said with satisfaction. “There is the whore.”

“Vivian? You can see her?”

“Her and her feeble old lover, right there in the main hall, cozy and warm. Not for long, though.” She bent. “Who is that?”

“Who is what?” Math never seemed to run out of curiosity.

“I cannot remember the names of all the new men Arthur surrounds himself with these days. Who is the white-haired one?”

“Cadfael?”

“Cadfael? Really?”

“Cadfael of Dunoding,” Math added.

“Ah! He is the seed of that old man in the north, then.”

“His father is Eogan, and his mother Lynette the Younger, Queen of Dunoding.”

“Thank you. I did not know that.” Morgan let ice slide into her voice.

Math registered her displeasure and moved farther away. That let the visions on the oil pull into focus. Morgan concentrated. Hearing what they were saying took even more power. Only, she wanted to know what the whore said to the decrepit old man beside her. Whatever they spoke of, it was holding Vivian’s attention. The whore had not yet noticed the fresh flask of wine that Morgan had contrived to have placed directly in front of her, even though the flask was a replica of her favourite wine….
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“Your father and mother were a pair for certain,” Merlin said. “Their arguments were legendary. Kept up most of the camp. Of course, we were all living hip-to-hip in those days. That was just after the battle by the Forest of Celidon, before the summer without Saxons. Most people wagered the pair wouldn’t last for more than a handful of years of peace, especially after Lynette became Queen of Dunoding.”

“Some pairings only thrive in times of trouble,” Vivian added softly.

Cadfael nodded. “I’ve heard some of the stories…watered down, I’m sure.”

“Merlin could give you raw truth if you’ve the stomach for it,” Vivian said, with a smile. She laid her hand on Merlin’s wrist and he covered her fine flesh with the other gnarled hand and stroked it.

“I’ve the stomach,” Cadfael said firmly. This was exactly why he had sought out Merlin. The man was inextricably bound to his family in some way he’d never properly understood. “My father and the Queen…they grow vague when I ask them how the family came to rule Dunoding.”

“Old history,” Vivian said.

“Not that old,” Merlin said sharply, which made Vivian smile. “Although, most certainly before I was born. You might say your family are the reason I was born at all. Eoghan was a stalwart warrior, and unquestioning about his loyalty. That’s probably why your parents mumble when you ask questions. Your grandfather, whose name you bear…he did question his loyalty.”

“To Ambrosius?” Cadfael was shocked.

“No, no, once he chose who he would serve, he was unswerving. Only, before he met Ambrosius, he found himself war duke for Vortigern…” Merlin frowned. “They told you none of this, boy?”

Cadfael smiled. “That the family was aligned to Vortigern? No.”

Vivian nodded. “Those were dark days. Vortigern was a strong king, only the Saxons had him by the throat.”

“That was entirely his fault,” Merlin said, with a wave of his hand.

“So how did my grandfather come to choose Ambrosius over Vortigern?” Cadfael asked.

Merlin was old, yet right then, his black eyes were those of a much younger man. They twinkled. “Most say he chose Ambrosius so he could win your grandmother’s heart. Lynette, a princess of the north, who was companion to Vivian, my mother.”

Vivian smiled. “We share no common blood,” she said.

“All evidence to the contrary,” Merlin added. “My mother had power, too, and knew how to use it.”

Vivian laughed. So did Cadfael.

“My mother had the Sight,” Merlin continued. “Which let her navigate the shifting alliances and lines of power…it was treacherous just to breathe in those days, if you were a member of a strong family.” He cleared his throat with a harsh sound.

Vivian took the stopper out of the wine in front of her and refilled Merlin’s cup. “You look grim, Cadfael. Is this personal history not to your liking?”
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“No! No, you fool of a woman!” Morgan cried.

“What happened?” Math said.

“She gave the wine to Merlin!”

“What of it? Merlin is an old man. You said the drug takes away beauty. Merlin is already ugly.” He shrugged.

“It takes power, too,” Morgan muttered, her teeth held together. “It was supposed to reduce her to an old wretch with no teeth and no power, digging through entrails to determine the sex of children. Not this!” She felt ill. The pressure in her chest was increasing with each frantic beat of her heart.

“From what I hear, Merlin ain’t got no power, anyway. Not since the she-witch took it from him.”

Morgan rounded on the man. “The drug is for women! No man has the fortitude to withstand it!”

Math rubbed his chin, the gingery whiskers rasping. “What happens if he drinks it, then?”

“What do you think?” Morgan whirled and bent over the cauldron once more. Could she deflect Merlin from here? Camelot was not that far away—just on the other side of what had once been bog-filled, sodden country and the Camel river. Only it was a distance, even for her and all her power, to reach that far and cause a cup to topple…
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“Oh, I appreciate learning the truth,” Cadfael said. “Only…it’s just…”

Merlin drank from the cup and wiped his mouth. “It’s just that these times are no less perilous, to your way of thinking, perhaps?”

Cadfael grimaced. “It seems disloyal to even think such a thing, yet…”

Merlin waved that away with a hand. “You are of this generation. And I’ve spent too long telling you about a past that no one remembers, including me, as I wasn’t there. Yet the tale lives on anyway. Never underestimate love, Cadfael. The power of it can shift lines on a map more than wars will.”

Cadfael smiled. “Yes, my lord.”

Vivian gave a soft laugh. “You’re young. You’ll learn this for yourself one day, Cadfael.”

Cadfael cleared his throat. “If you say so, my lady.”

Her smile was merry.

Merlin yawned, and Vivian immediately rested her hand on his shoulder. “You should retire. It’s late.”

“Not so late,” Merlin said firmly, in a voice that had greater strength than his frail body appeared to have. “It’s too long since I caught up with the affairs of the north. We shouldn’t overlook the north.” He reached for the cup and drank deeply.
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“The fool! The imbecile!” Morgan whispered. She could not speak louder, for an invisible force gripped her throat. Her eyes burned, probably from the fumes of the oil. And her stomach churned sickly.

“He drank it then,” Math said, his tone dry. “You didn’t try to stop him with your power?”

Morgan wanted to throw her hand back, send the agony roiling through her against Math and let him taste a little of what she was feeling. Why should she explain to him the limits of power? Why should she reveal that the shield against magic that Merlin had once raised around Camelot, and that Vivian now maintained, reduced her, Morgan le Fey, to piddling charms and smuggling poisons into Camelot like a woman with no power beyond that every woman bore?

Instead, she turned back to the cauldron. She couldn’t take her gaze away from the swirling colors of the oil and the vision that it gave her.

She could not look away from the tragedy unfolding as she watched.
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“Now I’ve indulged you, Cadfael,” Merlin said, “It is my turn. They say you’re being trained to become war duke when Bedivere eventually hangs up his sword.”

Cadfael could feel his face burning. “I don’t know about that. I train with Bedivere and Lancelot every day, and they seem to approve of my skills. Although they don’t exactly say so….”

“Niggardly with the praise. That sounds about right,” Merlin muttered.

“They do that with the fighters who show the most promise,” Vivian added. “They don’t want too much praise to go to a man’s head, least he fall in battle because he thinks too highly of his own skills.”

“I hadn’t considered that,” Cadfael admitted.

“Bedivere gave up Corneus to be war duke,” Merlin added. “Gave it to his little sister to run—and she’s probably doing a better job of it than he ever would, if he’d tried. Are you as loyal, Cadfael of Dunoding?”

Cadfael shifted uneasily on his chair.

“Of course he is,” Vivian declared. “From what I hear, your younger brother, Bleddyn, is considered the head of the house here in Camelot, yes?”

Cadfael nodded. “Bleddyn looks after the younger ones—”

“Except Lynette the Golden,” Merlin rasped.

“Queen Lynette of Kernow,” Vivian corrected.

Merlin rolled his eyes and said to Cadfael, “Go on.” And he gave a massive yawn.

“Merlin,” Vivian said softly. Her voice held a barely-there chiding note.

“Tell me what you think about Constantine,” Merlin told Cadfael.

Cadfael was happy to speak about the man who was considered to be Arthur’s heir. “He has recovered most of his strength, now, and practices daily, too.”

“I mean, as a man,” Merlin said. He reached for the cup again.

“I consider him to be a friend, and a stout companion,” Cadfael said truthfully. “I believe he feels the same way.”

“Good, good,” Merlin said. He widened his eyes for a moment. “Damn it…” he muttered and yawned again. “This old body is failing me.”

Vivian put her hand on Merlin’s shoulder. “Then you must rest.” She stood.

Cadfael also stood. “I’ve taken up your evening.”

“Only because I let you,” Merlin shot back, as Vivian helped him stand. “I never got to know your grandfather, which is a lack I feel even now. You’ve no idea how much his choices changed our lives, you and I, Cadfael the Younger.”

“I’m starting to understand,” Cadfael admitted. If someone as great as Merlin admired the decisions of his grandfather, then they were no small acts. “Perhaps…we could speak again tomorrow? About my family? You have a rare viewpoint, my lord.”

Merlin looked up from pushing himself to his feet. “Eh? Yes, yes. Tomorrow. Old men like lingering in the past. You’re a fine excuse to revisit memories. Tomorrow night, eat at this table, so we can talk.”

“Eat here? But…” Cadfael hesitated. This was Arthur’s table. No one sat here without his direct invitation.

Vivian was watching Cadfael struggle with the dilemma. “Prince Merlin would like you to sit with him.”

Prince Merlin. The title steadied Cadfael. Only now did he remember that Merlin was the son of Ambrosius and, by rights, should have been the next High King after Ambrosius, not Uther, Ambrosius’ brother.

One could argue that Merlin had more right than did Arthur to invite whoever he wanted sit at the High King’s table.

“I will be honored to sit with you tomorrow night at this table, my lord,” Cadfael told Merlin, with a genuine pleasure warming his chest. He bowed low and headed back for the Dunoding table which might be anywhere in the big hall, now that the center of the hall had been cleared for dancing.

He would check on Bleddyn and the others, then find Constantine and share a flask.

The evening had turned into a pleasant one indeed.
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Long after dousing the flames beneath the cauldron, Morgan sat upon the high stool beside the tall writing table, her chin down, and her gaze far away from Avalon.

Old men like lingering in the past.

“My lady Morgan?” Math said, his tone hesitant.

“Go away,” she whispered.

“But…”

“I said go away! Can you not see that I am mourning an old friend?”

“Merlin? Isn’t he your enemy?” Math wrinkled his forehead.

“You are a stupid man, and a disappointment. Leave me.” She waved him away.

She wanted to be alone with her thoughts. She wanted no one to see her face as she sat through the dark night, watching over the departure of a man whose name would echo across thousands of years, whose story would be retold by every generation. The man who would be revered and loved by all.

While she would be reviled and hated for her role in his fall.

 


 

CHAPTER TWO
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Calleva Atrebatum. Eight days later. Sunrise.

THE SMOKE FROM THE SAXONS’ campfires belched over the stout town walls, brought by the hot east wind, that also brought with it the sound of their drums and horns, and the chanting that made Deryn’s belly cramp with sickening fear.

She tried to ignore both the smoke and the illness as she gave the catapult rope one more twist. “It isn’t broken, do you see?” she told the men standing around her. “You need to put as much tension on the rope as possible. The more you tighten it, the farther the catapult can throw. Use a longer handle and two men to twist it if you like. That will land a pitch ball right in the Saxons’ laps, I judge.”

“They’re that close?” one of the men asked, sounding nervous. He was a farmer, judging by his dirty tunic. One of the folk in the outlying farms and hamlets who had crept into the town in the dead of the night, brought here by the same horns and chanting that Deryn was listening to now.

The rumor of the Saxons had run well ahead of their arrival. They had caught the smell of their campfires at sunset the previous evening, while Britons had run ahead of them, pouring into the town all day and all night.

“There is a wall between us and them, and the top of the wall is well guarded,” Deryn said. “I built that wall. There are blue stones in that wall. The same ones that made the Giants Dance where Ambrosius sleeps. Trust me, nothing will breach that wall.”

Her firm voice seemed to reassure the men standing around her. She held out the short handle she had used to twist the rope and waited for one of them to bend and take it, so it wouldn’t unravel.

When they had a grip on the rope, she straightened. Her hair was in her face, so she twisted it and knotted it at the back of her neck. She would find a thong later. She felt grimy. She had sweated and worked all night. Likely her face was as dirty as her sister’s.

She turned to Eira, who stood waiting to one side. “You were saying?’ Deryn asked her.

Eira lifted the hem of her pale green gown and indicated that Deryn should move away from the men standing around the catapult.

It was probably wise to discuss strategy elsewhere. Deryn followed her elder sister over to the buildings closest to the town walls.  There, barrels holding pitch had been stacked, putting them within easy reach of the catapults.  Deryn had spent all day filling and stacking the barrels. 

Deryn had changed into trews long ago, and didn’t have to pick her way around puddles, so she caught up with Eira as the Queen turned to face her.

“What else can we do?” Eira asked, as though Deryn was the wise Queen, not Eira.

Deryn used the back of her wrist to wipe at her damp forehead. “It is dawn. Look.” She nodded at the paling sky to the east. “We are out of time.”

Eira swallowed and gripped her hands together. “Then we just…let them come?”

“We trust in our defenses,” Deryn said. “Trevor and Martyn watch the walls. They have trained men to help them. Everyone with spare hands will man catapults, or throw rocks from the walls.”

“Rocks…” Eira said, and sighed, her fine green eyes sad. “This is what it comes to? We let the Saxons raze the lands while we cower behind walls and throw rocks?”

“These walls are well built. The Saxons will not overcome them easily,” Deryn replied. Bryn, her uncle, had taught her how to build walls, although she had instinctively understood how to ensure those walls were without weaknesses.

“What do they want?” Eira cried.

Deryn stared at her sister. “They want us,” she said flatly. “They want us dead, so they can take our land. They are Saxons, sister. They have wanted our land since before our parents were children.”

As usual, the frank speech seemed to steady Eira, who was no fool, for all she could not wield a sword. She was a fine Queen, in times of peace. Fair-minded and generous. Peace, though, had ended between one sunrise and the next.

“I will walk the walls,” Eira said. “I am sure I am not the only one who is…”

“Afraid?” Deryn asked.

The drums and horns sounded even louder, as if the Saxons were greeting the dawn with eagerness. And perhaps they were.

Eira’s mouth pulled into a taut smile. “You are not afraid?”

“I’m too busy to be afraid,” Deryn lied. “Go and speak to your people. They will be strengthened by your presence.”

Eira nodded and moved away.

Deryn began a round of the walls herself, down here where the preparations had been the fiercest. Little room was left between the walls and the nearest buildings, for there had been over twenty years of peace and people had forgotten what her grandparents had known: that room was needed to draw up the tools of war behind any walls that must be defended.

Deryn was feeling that lesson keenly now. There were few places where the catapults could be set that were not too close or too far away from the walls. She had instead urged the men she had taught how to use the catapults that the greater tension on the ropes would ensure that the burning pitch would clear the walls and everyone standing on them, and land on the Saxons outside the walls.

The horns and the drums were closer now. The Saxons were approaching.

She shivered in the dawn air and walked on. Smiled and explained to the farmers and woodcutters and other simple folk how to fight the Saxons.

The Saxons were focused upon the eastern walls, yet Deryn had positioned a few catapults around the west side of the town, for she didn’t doubt that the Saxons would try to encircle the town.

She didn’t know how many of them were out there. The people who had squeezed into the town this day had spoken of thousands. The noise the Saxons were making certainly made it sound as though they had that many men. Yet the few reliable men Eira had sent out to scout had spoken only of a hundred men at most.

It was more than a band of Saxons bent on filling their bellies and finding women and drink. Yet it wasn’t an army, either. It was possible that these one hundred Saxons could break upon the town walls, while Calleva rained rocks and burning pitch upon them to further reduce their numbers. If they were only interested in finding food and comfort, the walls may prove stronger than their determination and they would slink back into the countryside the same way they had arrived here.

Deryn wrapped her arms around her, to keep warm despite the chill of the morning, as she rounded the corner of a house built far too close to the walls, and came to slithering stop upon dew-covered cobbles.

She had just passed the southern gates, which were barred and guarded against the silence beyond. On this little square, three houses faced each other, including the one whose corner Deryn had just stepped around. The fourth side of the little square faced the town wall, for a postern gate was here. The gate was always well-guarded.

The guard laid upon the cobbles, blood pooling around him, his sword flung to one side. The postern gate stood open, and a dozen Saxons, all tall, with wild blond hair and full beards, were gathering inside the gate.

Deryn’s sister, Betrys, stood behind the gate, holding it open.

“Betrys!” Deryn cried, as pain seemed to tear through her middle. Her heart ached.

Betrys raised her narrow chin. “Eanbald will spare us, sister,” she called. “He promised.”

One of the Saxons turned to locate Deryn, as Betrys spoke. “Your…sister?” he said.

Deryn shivered at the sound of his voice and the way he butchered their language.

“She is my younger sister,” Betrys said. “You agreed. We, my sisters and brothers and my children, we would be set free.”

The Saxon, Eanbald, waved to the others and said something in the guttural language they used. The others all drew their swords and ran down the narrow street toward the southern gates. 

“Oh, Betrys,” Deryn whispered. “What have you done?” She pressed her fist to her chest, for the pain there felt as though her body had been sliced open.

Eanbald had his own sword drawn, now.

Betrys stepped out from behind the open gate, her hands out. “I did this for Ban.” Ban was her youngest child, a mere babe. He had died, two days ago. “I will not see my children go hungry any longer, Deryn,” Betrys added.

Eanbald gripped Betrys’ jaw with one big hand. “You will not see that, no,” he growled. The sword slashed.

Betrys stumbled away, a hand to her throat, making wet, burbling sounds that Deryn would remember for the rest of her life. Behind her, Deryn heard shouts and the clash of metal. The other Saxons had reached the gates.

Eanbald spun to face Deryn. He raised his sword, a smile on his face.

Saxons were behind her. Eanbald was before her. A wall and a house hemmed in her flanks. She had nowhere to go.

Deryn summoned up every bit of courage she could muster, and ran toward Eanbald.

His eyes widened in surprise. She ran as fast as she could, and he smiled once more, the sword lifting.

The cobbles were just damp enough. When she was within reach of Eanbald’s sword, Deryn pushed her feet out in front of her and slid across the cobbles on one hip, measuring the length of two men.

She snatched up the sword the guard had dropped, and raised it with one hand on the hilt and the other beneath the end of the blade.

Eanbald’s sword smacked across the raised blade, the tip coming to a stop only a handspan above her head.

Before Eanbald could recover, Deryn used the sword to swipe his blade to one side, then rammed the tip of her sword up under his lowered arms, aiming for between
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