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The Sword of Power is given to heal and unify – 

not to hack and divide.

“Have you heard?” a soft, melodic male voice asked, startling Viviane out of her meditations.

The High Priestess of Avalon composed herself then stood and faced the speaker. “I have,” she said, studying her visitor. He was an older man dressed in a tattered brown traveling cloak. In the shadows of his hood, his sharp blue eyes sparkled with the strength of his soul. His name was Talisen, but he was more properly called by his title: Merlin. As the Chief Druid of Breton, his position was almost equal to her own.

Viviane gestured to the stone benches that ringed the meditation grove. The Merlin nodded, took a seat on the nearest bench and pushed his hood back revealing his lined face, graying hair and beard. She sat next to him.

“We both knew Uther was not the one. Yet you gave him the sword anyway,” Viviane said.

“The land needed a king and the sword accepted Uther. Healing has begun.”

“Only to be stopped now; at the time of his death. He has no acknowledged heir—only a bastard son whom the dukes will probably not accept. If he is able to claim his father’s throne, he may be the one. Until that time though, the land is again without a king.”

“There is another problem. The sword is missing.” The Merlin looked in the direction of the Goddess’ Well.

“What?” Viviane’s cry echoed across the grove and several of the novice priestesses turned to look at her and the Merlin before returning to their meditations.

Viviane stood and turned away from the Merlin to glance at the novices finishing their morning meditations. Each year the number of girls chosen by the Goddess grew smaller and smaller. Avalon was being supplanted as those who followed the Christ continued to force their faith on others. Avalon had already slipped into another realm and only through the power of the Goddess could it be reached at all. Eventually that power would fade and Avalon would be cut off from the mortal world. If that happened, the power of the Goddess would also fade from the world. 

The sword had been created with the power of the Goddess. For centuries, the High King had carried it as a symbol of the Goddess’ protection of both the king and the land of which he was a part. If the sword is gone does that mean the Goddess’ protection is gone as well?

“Lady Viviane,” one of the younger priestess called, running into the grove. “The well…the well…the waters of the well.”

“I am called.” Viviane left the Merlin standing alone in the grove as she hurried to Goddess’ Well.

Viviane knelt next to the Well and passed her hand over the sparkling, diamond surface of the well. A slight tingle passed through her as the power of the Goddess touched her. The dancing, shimmering surface smoothed to a glowing mirror, clouded for a moment, then cleared as the picture of a darkened room formed on the surface. 

She felt a moment’s disorientation then found herself standing in a corner of the dark room. A large stone table with a body laid on it stood before her. Candles placed at the head and foot of the table. The flickering light cast distorted shadows on the walls of the small room. Incense burned in braziers at the corners of the table, and Viviane wrinkled her nose at the cloying, sweet smell that filled the area.

Viviane shook her head; this was not a normal well vision. Those came as pictures in the water. This was the first time she had been pulled into a vision in this manner. Viviane relaxed and placed her trust in the Goddess she followed.

She stepped over to look at the body. Dressed in his full battle armor, lay Uther, the Pendragon and High King of Breton. She stared at the body for a minute then turned her attention to the sword scabbard at his side. The red velvet, with the runes of power stitched in silver, looked faded and worn, but the feel of the Goddess’ power was unmistakable. Her hand trembled as Viviane reached out and touched the empty scabbard. She fought the reaction to jerk her hand away from the surge of power she felt in that touch. Where is the sword?

Another flash of light and Viviane found herself back in the dark corner. She watched as Uther’s body was brought into the room. Along with Igraine and the servants were several of the Christ’s priests. They carefully arranged the body on the table, lit the candles and incense, and then recited several prayers. After the servants left and most of the priests escorted Igraine from the room; one remained behind. “Uther Pendragon, you failed to stop the worship of false gods and this is your punishment,” he said.

Viviane felt her anger building as she watched him remove the sword, place it under his robes and leave the room. Do the followers of the Christ honestly expect to place one of their choosing on the throne? The Goddess will not allow the sword to be used in such a manner!

Despite having been Ambrosias’ choice as successor, it had still taken the sword for Uther to be accepted as High King. The Merlin had given it to him in order to heal the land after decades of fighting among the various clans. The ploy had worked for a short time. Unfortunately, Uther was not the one destined to heal and unify, and the sword had refused to protect him when his own dukes set upon him from an ambush.

She slowly traced the silver runes with her fingers and felt the power drain from the scabbard. This was why the Goddess had brought her here: to show her the treachery of the followers of the Christ and to remove the Goddess’ power from the scabbard. She, Viviane, Lady of the Lake and High Priestess of Avalon would have to recover the sword.

~ * ~

Viviane walked along the old paths. Here the veil separating Avalon from Glastonbury was thinnest. She listened carefully, and could hear the ringing of church bells as well as the singing of the priestesses of Avalon. Viviane found the blended harmony of the music to be a bit unsettling as she listened. The church bells and the song of the priestesses were very different melodies from two different worlds, separated by magic and their beliefs. To listen to the music separately, one would never think they could meld together as if parts of a whole. Yet here, at the veil, the two seemed to complement and speak to each other.

She stopped as a shimmering glow appeared before her. Through the veil, two images wavered then formed. First, she saw the Druid Circle, and then the church. Before the scene could change again, she stepped through and stood only a few yards from the church. The chill of the mists surrounded her like a shroud, the air cooler and heavier.

Viviane took a deep breath and called on the Goddess. She felt a renewed strength as the Goddess’ power touched her. 

~ * ~

Viviane looked around as she entered the church. She did not understand how the followers of the Christ could feel closer to their God inside closed walls. The dark room held rows of wooden benches in front of a dais. Hung on the wall behind the dais was a large wooden cross with the figure of a man on it and beneath it stood a table with several candles. One of the priests was there lighting the candles. Viviane sneezed as the heavy, sweet incense in the air burned her nostrils.

The tall, gray haired priest turned from the candles and nodded politely. “Lady Viviane,” he said. “Why do you come here?”

“Father Gregory, I am here to reclaim the property of Avalon. The sword must be returned to the Goddess’ keeping,” Viviane said.

“If it were in my power, I would return the sword to you. The Abbot, however, has claimed the sword in the name of the Church.”

“And, there it will remain,” a portly man said, as he entered the sanctuary. He grasped the gold crucifix on the chain around his neck with his left hand then crossed himself with his right as he glared at Viviane.

“By what right do you claim that which belongs to Avalon?” Viviane demanded. 

The Abbot frowned and crossed his arms over his chest. “If the sword is the property of Avalon, as you say, then why is the symbol of the Grail upon it?”

Viviane sneered at the Abbot. “It is the symbol of the Goddess’ Well, not the Cup!” 

“Excuse me, Lady Viviane,” Father Gregory said, stepping forward. “It is the Grail symbol. I have seen Avalon’s symbol for the Goddess’ Well and this is different.”

“That proves the sword now belongs to the one true God; not your false Goddess,” the Abbot said, smiling.

“I wish to see this change for myself!” Viviane took a deep breath and forced herself to meet the Abbot’s challenging look with one of calm reserve.

The Abbot glanced at Father Gregory and shook his head. Father Gregory ignored the implied command. “If you’ll follow me,” he said, gesturing to a small doorway to the side.

Viviane stopped when she stepped through the door and saw the sword gleaming in the candlelight next to a simple clay cup. With a nod of obeisance to the power she felt resonating between the two relics, Viviane stepped forward and picked up the sword. There on the metal, next to the hilt, she found the Grail symbol, just as the Abbot had claimed. 

She glanced up and saw the smug expression on the Abbot’s face and a curious one on Father Gregory’s. Viviane turned the blade in her hands and smiled when she saw the Goddess’ emblem on the other side. The two symbols were very similar. Both were cups, however, where the Cup of the Well held the crescent moon of the Goddess, the Grail had a cross.

She gripped the hilt of the sword in her right hand then raised both arms as she called the mists. Now, that she held the sword it would be a simple matter of passing through the veil and returning to Avalon.

As the mists filled the room, Viviane again heard the blended harmony of the church bells and the priestess’s song. She glanced at the Abbot and Father Gregory. Neither had moved since she called the mists. Both stood watching her, their eyes and faces blank. As they grew, the mists did not have their familiar feel as they surrounded her.  Though she felt the usual tingle of power, she also felt an unusual warmth in the contact.

When the mists cleared, she found herself next to the Goddess’ Well and the water appeared to boil in anger. She knelt and passed her hand over the surface. The waters stilled and she studied the image that formed.

A group of druids stood in a circle around a mound of dirt. A grave? Viviane wondered.  One of the druids stepped out of the circle, placed a plain clay cup on the mound, and raised his arms to the sky. “The many are one,” he said.

The many are one. Viviane heard the Goddess’ voice repeating the words of the druid in her mind. Again, the blended harmony of the bells and song echoed in her soul.

“The many are one,” Viviane whispered softly, as the church reappeared around her.

The Abbot blinked several times then shook his head and asked. “What was that?” 

“Something the Goddess just reminded me of. The many are one.” Viviane turned away from the Abbot to face
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