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ABOUT GRACE OF LANCELOT

As Camelot teeters on the brink of collapse, can love still find a way?


Lynette the Golden, granddaughter of the woman who once saved Merlin’s mother, is the newest addition to Queen Guenivere’s court. But Camelot, once a beacon of hope, is now a realm of intrigue and distrust. Mordred and his allies sow trouble, while the people suffer through droughts, plagues, and calamities that shake their faith in Arthur's rule.

Prince Kahedin of Morbihan, known as Kai, arrives in Camelot seeking Arthur’s aid against the Saxons threatening his father’s kingdom. Instead of the fabled unity of the Round Table, he finds a court rife with discord. Only Lynette, with her radiant beauty and steadfast spirit, offers solace. Their connection is undeniable, yet Kai is bound by duty to find a royal bride, and Lynette is cautious of his associations with Mordred’s faction.

Meanwhile, Lancelot, consumed by guilt over his love for Guenivere, roams far from Camelot. When the Queen is accused of treason, Arthur, wounded by Morgan le Fey’s treachery, cannot defend her. The fate of the kingdom hangs in the balance and Kai must overcome his own beliefs and loyalties to find and convince Lancelot to return and fight for Britain’s future.

As Camelot teeters on the brink of collapse, can love still find a way?


Lynette the Golden, granddaughter of the woman who once saved Merlin’s mother, is the newest addition to Queen Guenivere’s court. But Camelot, once a beacon of hope, is now a realm of intrigue and distrust. Mordred and his allies sow trouble, while the people suffer through droughts, plagues, and calamities that shake their faith in Arthur's rule.

Prince Kahedin of Morbihan, known as Kai, arrives in Camelot seeking Arthur’s aid against the Saxons threatening his father’s kingdom. Instead of the fabled unity of the Round Table, he finds a court rife with discord. Only Lynette, with her radiant beauty and steadfast spirit, offers solace. Their connection is undeniable, yet Kai is bound by duty to find a royal bride, and Lynette is cautious of his associations with Mordred’s faction.

Meanwhile, Lancelot, consumed by guilt over his love for Guenivere, roams far from Camelot. When the Queen is accused of treason, Arthur, wounded by Morgan le Fey’s treachery, cannot defend her. The fate of the kingdom hangs in the balance and Kai must overcome his own beliefs and loyalties to find and convince Lancelot to return and fight for Britain’s future.

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”.  Get your copy of Grace of Lancelot today!

A Historical Fantasy Romance/Ancient Historical Romance series


 

PRAISE FOR 
GRACE OF LANCELOT

For some it's the legend of King Arthur that excites them about this series but for me it's a thoroughly engrossing, beautifully written novel that has authentic characters and historical facts of the time that enrich the story.

Yeeeeey!! Once and future hearts is back!! I'm so glad we get to continue reading this series, it's actually one of my favorites, but I'd like the most is that our Tracy is back and well and writing again.

Tracy has the amazing ability of building her characters with such respect and tenderness that you have no other option than to love her [Guenivere]. 

I highly recommend the whole series and I enjoy revisiting characters common to the previous books in the series with the main characters of Camelot merely an interesting background.
I’ll actually be sorry to see this series comes to an end, which is the highest praise someone like me (an Arthurian hater) can offer.

I can't wait for the next one.

It was glorious how thoroughly transported I felt when I reached the last line and the satisfying conclusion of Lynette & Kai's story.

War, political intrigues and conniving characters are usually something I avoid but author Tracy  Cooper-Posey does a brilliant job of balancing the these elements by putting the focus on two lives being tossed around by circumstances beyond their control.

What I enjoy most is that the well-worn storyline of main characters Arthur, Lancelot, and Guinevere, doesn’t overpower the rest of the story. This time we see the growing intrigue of Mordred and Morgan woven through the love story of Lynette the Golden and Prince Kahedrin of Morbihan. 



 

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

 

 


 

MAPS

Some reading devices do not display these map images well, or at all. If that is the case, use this link to jump to a webpage where the maps are reproduced. (Tip: Bookmark the page, which allows you to refer to it while reading, and not lose your place.) http://tracycooperposey.com/once-and-future-hearts-series-maps/ 
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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.
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THE DAY WAS CLOUDLESS AND mild, which was all wrong. To Lynette’s mind, for a day holding such miserable news it should at least be raining. Chilly flakes of snow would be appropriate, too, with a strong wind to whip them into one’s eyes and mouth and sting the skin.

Yet the early autumn weather was perfectly comfortable, with a mild breeze to bathe Lynette’s face while the sun warmed her back.

Lynette stayed upon her horse, as did Cara, Tegan and Saraid, while Guenivere dismounted and moved over to the small hillock where the village’s granary was buried.

This would be the second granary Guenivere had inspected this morning, and from the grim faces of the villagers standing about the unsealed mouth of the store, Lynette could tell that the news would be no better than it had been at the last granary, in the last village.

Four worn and silvery-whiskered men stood with their caps in hand about the open granary, while the armed men surrounded Guenivere as she walked gracefully up to the opening. Her expression did not change as she stood on the lip of stone and bent to peer in.

“As you can see, my lady, there’s not quite half,” the head man said. He had once been a tall man, but time had bent his back and neck, so that his head thrust forward, and he used a stick to move about. But his mind was untouched by the seasons that had warped his body. He had warned Guenivere that he could provide no good news, after thanking her for coming all the way from Camelot to see for herself just how bad the summer had been.

Guenivere considered the dark interior of the granary for a long moment. “When I lived in my father’s house, not far from here,” she said, her tone pleasant, “I remember the granaries being so full at the end of summer that a team of men were needed to seal the vault for the winter. We children would take home what could not fit in the granary, holding the wheat in our tunics.”

“Aye, that was the way of it every summer I remember,” one of the bewhiskered villagers acknowledged.

“But I remember years when the stores were not that full,” the head man said, with a note in his voice that told Lynette that this was not the first time he had said it. From the frowns upon the faces of the men about the opening of the granary, they had heard it more than once before. “When I was a child, and later, when I was a young man. It goes in cycles, they say. Bad years come and go.”

“As bad as this?” one of the villagers demanded, pointing at the store. “We won’t have enough seed for next summer, if winter goes as normal.”

Guenivere looked at the old man, too.

He hummed and hawked, then shook his head. “Not as bad as this, no,” he admitted, his voice quavering.

The villagers all sighed.

Guenivere touched the man’s arm sympathetically. “Do you have any reserves at all? Old seed from past years that can be used for the fields next spring?”

“We used that last year,” the old man admitted. “Time was, after a hard year or two, Leodegrance would get everyone together with their seed at the start of the spring, and it would be divvied up between the villages. The women would sweep the grain stores, and the threshing floors, and pick out seeds, too. No one would go without seed grain.”

“My father wanted everyone to thrive,” Guenivere said. “I do, too. That is why I am here, Ban. Now that my father has passed, you have no duke to arrange such things. You must do with a queen, instead. Tell me what I can do.”

“Your presence here, your visit, is honor enough, my lady,” Bran said, with old-fashioned courtesy.

Lynette hid her smile and could see Guenivere’s other companions were hiding smiles of their own. This was Lynette’s first perambulation with the Queen, yet she had quickly become used to the hyperbole and fawning compliments used by the head villagers and leaders.

The villagers stirred unhappily at Ban’s reply. They wanted Guenivere to help.

Guenivere gave the head man one of the warm smiles she gave everyone, no matter who they were. In two days of inspecting villages and harvests, and talking to grave men, Lynette had not once seen Guenivere show a hint of irritation, of anything but this understanding warmth.

It was days like this one that puzzled Lynette. In Dunoding, her home, Guenivere, the Queen, and daughter of the summer country, had a shaded reputation. Some said she was vain and selfish, grasping greedily at the gifts and largesse of the land, to line her own chamber with comfort. Some said she was a weak woman. Yet others said she was a voiceless white ghost who haunted the empty places of Camelot, afraid to say anything that might be heard by anyone other than Arthur.

So many rumors about Guenivere, yet none of them were true, as far as Lynette had been able to determine for herself in the one summer she had been at court.

Guenivere was lovely in both appearance and charm. She smiled often, and it was always this warm and understanding expression that made anyone she bestowed it upon feel as though they were the most important person in Guenivere’s world—at least for that moment.

No one seemed to see how hard Guenivere worked. Lynette had been astonished by the copious number of tasks and problems Guenivere dealt with in a day. The Queen rose early, long before most people were abroad, and would break her fast in the small family hall, eating sparingly, and sipping the mulled wine she favored.

She would go about her exhausting day. Then, even though she would retire to her chamber early after the evening meal in the hall, her work did not cease; Guenivere would sit at the table before the fire, and go through the reports and requests, the letters and missives that arrived daily. She would write replies, and Lynette would seal them and address them, while the other three of Guenivere’s companions would weave or sew or make armor…any of the dozens of duties a woman was expected to complete, even if she was a great lady companion to the Queen of Britain.

That the Queen could read had pleased Lynette. Her own ability to read had not been considered an oddity among the Queen’s companions. Guenivere had been grateful, instead, that someone could help her with the teetering piles of correspondence, demands, notices, and other communications that Merlin and his secretaries felt were beneath them to handle.

Guenivere was warm and caring, worked hard, and had an uncanny ability to anticipate what Arthur might want during a day, or an evening. She directed every function in the palace, right down to which small child would be the next fire boy or girl. She did not rest at all, but always sailed gracefully onto the next problem, her skirts in hand, and her warm smile in place.

There was always something else to do. Lynette had begun to keep lists of matters that still required attention, writing with a stylus upon a flat piece of parchment that she kept in her purse. There were so many that Lynette often forgot some of the smaller ones. Yet Guenivere did not forget.

Every matter that Guenivere tended to was a problem to solve or required a compromise that left everyone involved mollified. Guenivere was gifted at finding compromises between the most recalcitrant parties – even the cooks and the washer women, who spat at each other’s feet when Guenivere was not in the room.

Despite the daily headaches and challenges, Guenivere’s mood never shifted from warm and patient. Her smile was always radiant, just as it was now while she faced the head man of the fourth village who expected her to solve the unsolvable: Overcome the third summer of poor harvest and give them food to last the winter.

Ban, the head man, seemed to grow taller, his rounded shoulders straightening, as the warmth of Guenivere’s expression bathed him. He gave her a near-toothless grin back. “There’s one thing you might do…if you’re so moved to favor us, and see us do well, my lady.”

“And what is that?” Guenivere asked.

Bran scratched under his chin thoughtfully. “Well, now, you remember a few years ago, when the night ate the moon?”

Lynette remembered it herself. Even in the foothills of Y Wyddfa, they had seen the moon eaten bite by bite, until there was nothing but the thinnest rind visible. Days later, men who had been in the far south on that night reported that in the southern lands, the moon had disappeared altogether.

The local wise men, those with many years to claim, said that it was a warning. That Arthur’s Britain was ailing, even though they’d had the best summer harvest anyone could remember.

Even though Lynette’s mother had scoffed at the mutterings about portents and warnings, Lynette had not been able to rid herself of the foreboding that had dampened her mood all that winter.

“I do remember that,” Guenivere told Bran. “They said it was my fault.” And her smile sparkled with merriment.

But for the first time since she had met the Queen, Lynette spotted something other than warmth and concern in the Queen. Perhaps it was the leaping pulse in her throat. Or had her smile slipped the smallest amount?

Bran waved that away. “The moon is eaten every few years. It came back. Those who blamed you are fools looking for their mothers’ arms. You were handy. Pay them no mind, my lady.”

Guenivere nodded. “The moon was eaten…?” she coaxed.

“And the summer after that, the trouble with the harvests began,” Bran added. “Along with all manner of blights and problems. We had a sickness come through here…killed many of the babies and older folk that year.”

“I’m so sorry, Bran,” Guenivere said.

“Summer before this was one of the coldest summers we’ve had, and this summer weren’t much better.”

“No.”

“No sun, most days,” Bran said. “Yellow clouds and misery. Until today, when we don’t need the sun no more because the harvest is in.”

“You planted winter crops, didn’t you?” Guenivere asked with an anxious note.

Lynette understood her concern. When summer crops were blighted or failed in other ways, what they could grow through winter could make the difference between everyone going hungry and people dying from lack of food.

“Oh, aye, we have them in already,” Bran said, with a dismissive note. “That’s not my point, exactly, my lady. ‘tis more that we’ve had such a run, these last few years. No rain, pests by the bushel, storms that flatten the plants where they stand, sickness that kept men in their beds when they should be working the fields…it’s been a right run, for sure.”

“It is not just your village who has suffered so,” Guenivere assured him. “You have not been singled out.”

“Aye, so we’ve learned, when we sent out messengers,” Bran said with a patient tone. “It’s my opinion that we’ve ignored the gods for too long, and they don’t take kindly to being slighted.”

Cunobelinus cleared his throat. It was a loud, harsh sound, intended to carry from the back of the pack of horses gathered behind the Queen’s women, to where the Queen was standing with Bran in front of the open grain store.

The Christian priest had a habit of clearing his throat to signal his disapproval. He could not openly protest but managed to make his opinion clear anyway.

Merlin, who sat next to him on a placid gelding, rolled his eyes in such a way that Cunobelinus did not see it, but Lynette did.

Guenivere did not appear to hear the harsh sound. She smiled sunnily at Bran. “It is true that the old gods are somewhat more impatient than the Christians’ one god.” It was a tactful answer, one that Lynette would have had difficulty thinking up so quickly, had she been the one speaking to Bran. It managed to offend no one and at the same time remind both the villagers and Cunobelinus that the Queen was not a Christian.

Bran nodded approvingly. “We were wondering, my lady, would you witness our sacrifice to Lugh? Having the queen of the land present might make our plea to Lugh stronger.”

“My lady, no!” Cunobelinus’ voice was strangled and filled with horror.

Guenivere glanced at Cunobelinus, a tiny frown marring her smooth forehead, just beneath the blue stone she wore there. “It seems to me that we should pray to all the gods for assistance, this winter.” She spoke loudly enough that even the guards at the back of the travelling party would hear her. “If your God will favor us in these coming months, Cunobelinus, then I would pray to him, too. But for now, let us ask Lugh for help. Lead the way, Bran.”

Bran dug the end of his staff into the ground to get himself moving once more. The group of villagers moved up the hill to the village proper, Guenivere moving among them, while her guards tried to edge closer toward her.

Cara and Tegan dismounted quickly and hurried to follow Guenivere up the low hill, as the rest of the guards, and Merlin and Cunobelinus did the same.

Lynette slid off her stallion and hurried around to help Saraid down from hers. Saraid clung to the saddlecloth for a moment, her other hand on her belly. “Thank you,” she murmured and gave Lynette a weak smile. “A walk will help, I think.”

“So would food, but we can’t eat in front of these people,” Lynette said, just as softly. “Come along.” She put her arm under Saraid’s to help the woman along. She was with child, but not far enough along to show more than a rounded belly. The sickness that came with that stage of bearing a child had struck Saraid particularly hard. Still, she insisted upon attending Guenivere every day, including this three-day journey to the outlying villages of the summer country, to show them that they had not been forgotten even though their king was dead and his daughter was far away in Camelot.

In the clearing in the centre of the round houses, a fire was burning at the foot of a heavy altar stone carved with the tri-wheel symbol for Lugh. A lamb was tied to the altar, struggling to free itself.

Lynette’s belly cramped. She looked away from the stone. Guenivere would not stop this ceremony from happening.

Everyone in the village was gathered by the stone and around the fire. Women, children, the men whose harvest had failed everyone, the very old and the very young. They were silent as Guenivere and the village leaders approached the stone.

Bran stopped by the altar and put a gnarled hand on it. “Merlin, you hide among the men, but we have not failed to see you there. Would you officiate? We would be most honored, and Lugh will be, too. Even Odran will step aside for one as powerful as you, to please Lugh.”

Merlin spoke from directly behind Lynette, making her jump. She had not realized the old magician was that close behind her. He was grey of hair and beard, but he moved like a far younger man, silent and swift.

“I regret, Bran, I cannot,” he told the head man.

Many of the faces looking their way fell. Eyes widened and mouths opened. Bran was one of them. “You…cannot?”

“No,” Merlin said calmly.

“But…but you haven’t taken on the Christian faith, have you?” Odran asked. Lynette knew it was he, for he wore the long tunic and held the staff of office of a druid, even though there were very few true druids left in Britain anymore. It was rumored that Merlin was one of them, though.

“I take power from whichever god talks to me or through me,” Merlin replied. “Just as Guenevere will pray to whatever god will provide help.” His tone was pragmatic. “But I will not assist the sacrifice. Your contribution will be enough, Odran.”

The villagers shuffled and murmured to each other. Merlin was offending them, by refusing what they clearly considered a reasonable request. And Guenivere had just pointed out that praying to any god in such circumstances was only common sense.

Guenivere held up her hand as the murmuring grew louder. “Perhaps…?” She lifted her voice to be heard above mutters.

Everyone grew quiet once more.

“Perhaps,” Guenivere said, raising her hand to her throat, “Lugh would appreciate a more costly offering?” She gripped the ends of the golden torc about her neck and twisted it off and held it out. “It is much better than one tired old man, surely?”

Lynette glanced at Merlin, shocked. But the magician was smiling, as if he enjoyed Guenivere calling him a tired old man.

The murmuring rose once more. This time Lynette could hear the soldiers behind and around her also whispering to each other.

“You cannot give up that!” Bran protested. “It is a mark of office. The badge of royalty, my lady. We cannot take it.”

“You can,” Guenivere said calmly. “It will please Lugh. And afterwards, you can use it to buy more seeds. It will buy enough to fill your granary, at least.”

“At the very least, my lady,” Bran said, but still did not
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