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To Frank – I couldn’t do this without your support. Thank you for being such a good friend!

To my family, whether through blood or bond - I love you.
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DREAM YOUR DREAM, AND work hard to make it happen.

​Contents

Dedication

Contents

Acknowledgements

The Princes

Welsh Translations

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4.............................................38

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Epilogue

Note from Morgan

About the Author

Also by Morgan

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Acknowledgements

[image: ]


I’d like to say a big thank you to everyone who knows me and has supported me on this writing journey. If you’re reading this, then it’s for you! 

The WRITER’S CO-OP has been fantastic, a real source of inspiration as a group of authors help each other out with plot twists, marketing ideas, support, and even just a place to be, rather than keeping others down. I really recommend you look for them on Facebook. Their help is invaluable to me! 

You wouldn’t be reading this if it weren’t for my amazing Critique Partner and Betas. Those magnificent people took what I had written in its worst form and helped me shape it into what you hold in your hands now. So, my thanks go to FRANK and TRACY, for giving me much-needed clarification and insight. 

MOONSHINE CARAVAN is the company that helped me put the final shine onto this story. Without their editing and insightful comments, you’d be reading something very different!

Finally, my thanks go to you, dear reader. I hope you enjoy reading this as much as I enjoyed writing it.

This book is written in British English, not American English

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Princes

[image: ]


Name (Meaning) - Age

Brenin (King) - 32 years old

Gerallt (Ruler of the Spear) - 30 years old

Terrwyn (Brave) - 26 years old

Macsen (The Greatest Rival) - 24 years old

Harri (Home Ruler) - 20 years old

Ewan (Warrior) - 16 years old
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MONTHS

Blaidd (Wolf) - January

Eira (Snow) - February

Mwydyn (Worm) - March

Pinc (Pink) - April

Blodeuyn (Flower) - May

Mefus (Strawberry) - June

Ceirw (Deer) - July

Stwrsiwn (Sturgeon) - August

Cynhaeaf (Harvest) - September

Heliwr (Hunter) - October

Afanc (Beaver) - November

Oer (Cold) - December

MONEY

Ffyrling - brass

Ceiniog - silver

Swllllt - gold
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S

elene walked around the living area of her home as she comforted seventeen-month-old Lilwen. “I know, Pudding, it hurts. Tad will be here soon.”

Seren watched with wide eyes as her sister cried. “Did it hurt me as much, Mam?” She clapped her hands over her ears as Lilwen let loose a particularly loud wail of displeasure.

Selene nodded to her elder daughter, smiling reassuringly. “It did, my sweet. You didn’t like it any more than Lily does, but you’re okay now, right?”

Seren scrunched her face up. “I can’t remember being this loud. She makes my ears hurt.”

Con entered the room and chuckled at Seren. “She makes all our ears hurt, sweet, but we have to remember she isn’t doing it on purpose. She is hurting and this is her way of telling us.” He held up a bottle in one hand and a small bowl in the other, turning his attention to his wife. “I didn’t know which would be better.”

“Let’s try the tea first.” She sat down and cuddled Lily, offering her the bottle filled with chamomile tea. 

Lilwen drank thirstily while also chewing on the teat with her sore gums. Selene watched closely and shook her head. “It’s not enough.”

“Here you go, cariad.” Con handed her the bowl filled with an infusion of chamomile and olive oil. “I got this cold cloth too. Hopefully, the combination will help.” He watched as Selene dipped the cloth into the bowl, before rubbing it onto Lilwen’s red, inflamed gums.

Seren walked over to him and climbed into his lap. She stroked the top of Lilwen’s head softly. “You’ll feel better soon, Lily. Those nasty teeth will come through and then you have to look after them all the time. They’re nothing but trouble. Mam and Tad will make you better. If not, I’ll have a word with Aunt Ari. She’ll definitely sort them out, but give Mam and Tad a chance first, okay?”

Selene and Con shared an amused glance as Lilwen slowly calmed down, a combination of exhaustion, cuddles, and the soothing gesture and tone from her sister.

“Try the bottle again. She might sleep,” Con whispered.

With her gums coated with the mixture, Lilwen’s eyes were drooping. Selene gave her the bottle once again, and it wasn’t long before Lilwen had fallen asleep. 

“I’ll put her in the bed, she’ll be more comfortable there.” Selene stood up and carried her daughter to the bedroom she shared with Seren, laying her carefully on the bed and covering her with a blanket.

“I think this one would like to join her sister too,” said Con from the doorway, holding a sleepy Seren.

“Is that right, sweet? Would you like a nap with your sister?” Selene waited for Seren’s confirmation before moving the blanket so Con could place her next to Lilwen. Seren immediately rolled onto her side away from Lilwen but shuffled back so her backside touched Lilwen.

Selene and Con left the room, leaving the door open, and went to the living area. Selene flopped into her chair, picking up her cold tea and drinking it, wrinkling her nose as she did.

“I can make you a fresh one,” said Con, smiling at her. “I’ll even use hot water.”

Selene blew him a kiss. “I’m sure you would, but it’s fine. I’m more thirsty than bothered about a hot drink. It’s just nice to have a moment without tears.”

“Lily is suffering at the moment, but you know it won’t last forever.” Con leaned back in his chair and folded his hands over his stomach. “Seren was just the same.”

“I know she was, but I’m not the same,” said Selene, a little tartly. 

Con raised an eyebrow and looked at his love, noticing the tiredness that she had tried to hide. “Cariad, why didn’t you tell me you were so tired? Get yourself off to bed. I’ll keep an ear out for the girls. Foster will be back soon, so I’ll make sure he’s quiet when he’s here.”

Selene looked at Con without saying a word, her eyes bleary. Finally, she nodded and heaved out of her chair. “Just for a little while. Don’t let me sleep too long.”

“Fat chance of that!” Con smirked when she looked at him. “Selene, cariad, you know as well as I, that the minute Seren or Lilwen even murmur, you’ll be awake. Just rest yourself, my love. I’ll start getting dinner ready and you can tell me all about the letter Macsen sent as we eat.”

With a caress to his cheek, Selene moved to their bedroom and lay on the bed, pulling the sheet over her. “Is it Macsen’s turn, Arianrhod? Is that why he’s leaving the school?” Her low words drifted away as Selene’s eyes closed and her breathing evened out.

“Macsen’s turn? Why, my dear, it just might be. You wanted them all happy, remember. With your words, I will it.”
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​Chapter 1 ~ Macsen
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T

he Cynhaeaf wind whipped through the open window, sweeping in a flurry of green leaves tinged with crimson and amber. They swirled in a wild, chaotic dance before drifting gently to the ground. The wind carried with it a crisp, earthy scent of fallen leaves and damp ground. Macsen could smell the faint scent of woodsmoke wafting in from a nearby hearth, mixed with the freshness of the approaching winter.

The candle on Macsen’s desk flickered, its golden light pooling over scattered parchment and the open spine of a well-worn book. A soft breeze ghosted through the open window, rustling the edges of his notes, but he barely noticed. His fingers, ink-stained from long hours of study, traced the spine of his journal before flipping it shut with a quiet sigh.

He rolled his shoulders, working out the tension that had settled there. The simple linen of his tunic stretched over lean muscle as he moved. His tawny-brown hair, perpetually tousled from wind and thoughtless gestures, fell over his brow as he leaned forward to tighten the leather strap securing his saddlebag. He pushed it back with an absent flick of his fingers, a habitual motion as natural as breathing.

A dagger lay beside him, its hilt well-worn from years of use. He turned it in his palm, the candlelight catching along the blade’s edge. The weight of the weapon was familiar and reassuring. Travelling the roads for Cerridwen meant he was no stranger to steel, though he preferred the power of knowledge. 

The distant hum of the school’s stone halls reached his ears—murmured conversations, the occasional shuffle of feet. This place had been his sanctuary, his crucible, but come dawn, it would be behind him. Cerridwen’s call was not one to be ignored.

He sat on the bed as he prepared his small handheld harp for travel. It was his most treasured possession, made by himself as part of his initiation. First, he wrapped the harp in a soft woollen cloth to prevent any scratches to the wood. Over that, he wrapped a layer of sheepskin to provide insulation against the cold and protection from bumps and jolts. Once he was happy with that, he wrapped it in a layer of oilcloth to shield it from snow, rain, and moisture that could warp the wood or damage the strings. Once he was satisfied with the protection, he placed it inside a specially-made leather envelope that was tied with leather straps to prevent any moisture even getting in past the first layer. Finally, he placed it inside the padded sling that would sit across his back for the journey and checked that his small kit with spare strings, beeswax for maintaining wood, and tools for minor repairs were inside the designated pocket.

That done, Macsen scanned his sparsely furnished room, checking for any forgotten belongings in the dim afternoon light. His gaze drifted to the back of his door where the symbol of Awen was etched, a reminder of his purpose and a source of comfort in uncertain times. The weight of destiny sat on his shoulders, pushing him forward into the unknown. He had left the school before but had always returned. This time, he’d be leaving for an unknown time, maybe forever. The vision from Cerridwen hadn’t been clear about the time, but it was indisputable that he needed to go.

With a quiet breath and a final glance at the room that had been his home, and the steady patience of a man who had long since accepted the uncertainty of the road, Macsen blew out the candle.

Macsen closed the door behind him and walked down the long, stone corridors to the mess hall. As always, the high, vaulted ceiling supported by thick wooden beams, made him feel small and insignificant. The walls were made of the same rough-hewn stone as the exterior, but tapestries depicting scenes from nature and mythology brought colour and warmth. Large wooden tables lined the room, filled with students who were gathered for the evening meal. A massive stone hearth dominated one wall, where a roaring fire was constantly fed to stave off the mountain chill. 

He couldn’t help the smile that lit his features as he remembered working on group assignments in this hall. Macsen nodded to Canaid and Eigra, who had saved him a seat. He walked over to them, greeting others as he did, before slipping onto the bench between his friends. 

Canaid was a small, waif-like man of twenty-four years, his frame thin and frail as if the weight of the world might blow him away. His skin was pale, almost translucent, hinting at someone who spends much of his time in the shadows of the groves or in quiet contemplation indoors. His limbs were long and spindly, with delicate, almost bird-like hands. His face was narrow, with high cheekbones, a pointed chin, and large, deep-set eyes that seemed too large for his face. His eyes were a piercing grey-green, often reflecting a depth of wisdom beyond his years. His unkempt, light brown hair fell in loose waves around his face and was often tangled, giving him a wild, ethereal look. Canaid stood out from his peers primarily because of his voice. The unexpected baritone carried a strong essence of Cerridwen's power whenever he sang, and it always made people stop and stare when they heard him.

At twenty-eight years old, Eigra was a contradiction to Canaid. She was tall and statuesque, standing well above most of the men at the school, including the teachers. Her long, straight black hair fell like a cascade down her back, reaching nearly to her waist. Her skin was olive-toned, weathered slightly from her time spent outdoors under the sun and moon, yet there was a certain softness to her complexion, with a natural beauty that seemed to radiate from within. Her eyes were dark, almost black, and seemed to hold the mysteries of the universe within them—piercing, intense, and always observing. Her face was strong, with sharp brows, a straight nose, and full lips. Eigra possessed the rare gift of healing, a talent that extended beyond mere potions, although she used those too. Her soothing voice could calm the suffering, while her gentle hands worked miracles, mending wounds and easing pain with a touch. 

“I thought I might have to come up and force you down here,” said Eigra, her voice strong and confident as she reached across the table for the bread rolls, handing one to Canaid and Macsen, before putting one on her own side plate.

“I’ll admit, the idea of staying up there was a good one.” Macsen sighed as he broke his roll into smaller pieces, crumbling them onto his plate.

“If you didn’t want a roll, you could have just said. I’d have taken it off your hands.” Canaid pursed his lips as he looked at the mess on Macsen’s plate, speaking softly. With his slight frame and quiet, almost timid, presence, Canaid was often overlooked by newcomers, but that was to their detriment. His connection to Cerridwen was stronger than most, a pendant around his neck of a crescent moon made of polished silver, showed his initiation into the service of the goddess.

“I’m sorry, Canaid,” apologised Macsen, brushing his hands of any remaining crumbs. “I don’t know what I’m doing tonight. Maybe that’s why staying upstairs was a better idea than coming down here.”

“Don’t be stupid, Macsen.” Eigra’s very presence commanded attention, and Macsen was not immune to it. Her voice, when she spoke, was low and resonant, filled with certainty and purpose. She leaned towards him. “You have been given a duty by Cerridwen that, as an initiate, you must complete. You know She wouldn’t ask for more than you can give.”

Macsen nodded slowly. “I know you’re right, both of you. It’s just... this is home. I never thought of leaving here for good. I gave up my crown to be an initiate.”

“It’s not as if you’re putting the crown back on as soon as you leave.” Canaid chuckled to himself. “That would be a sight, seeing you ride down the mountain with a golden crown on your head.”

Eigra snorted with amusement. “Especially if you wear your usual outfit.” She waved her hand at him. “Not that there’s anything wrong with it, you know that.” 

Canaid and Macsen looked at what they were both wearing and looked around the room, seeing everyone dressed the same. They all had simple clothing of soft greens, browns, and greys. Those who were not spending the night had rough spun woollen cloaks hanging on the cast iron hooks at the side of the doors.

“Not everyone dresses like you, Eigra.” Canaid gestured to her long, flowing gown of deep forest green, adorned with intricate golden embroidery of Celtic knot work and Cerridwen’s cauldron, marking her high status as an initiate of the goddess. 

Eigra sniffed delicately and tossed her hair over her shoulder. “Maybe you should. You both have the status as I and yet you both look like the greenest novice that ever arrived at the gates.”

Macsen and Canaid shared a grin at the old argument. “We’re happy as we are, the same as you.”

Eigra grinned at Canaid, his softly spoken statement being received without offence, before turning her attention to Macsen. “And idea where you’re heading to?”

Macsen shook his head. “No idea, just that it’s in the mountains. It could be around here for all I know.”

“I think you’d recognise it here, even if it was in a vision. There are other mountain ranges, you know.” Eigra bit into her meat and chewed thoughtfully. “There are the Winterrior Hills, they’re the closest, I guess, but you also have the Whitrath Mountain Range, as well as Rosstane Tops. And make sure you pack for cold weather. Not only is it always colder in the mountains, but winter is coming. And make sure you take a spare fire-starter kit with you too. The last thing you need is to be stranded on a mountaintop with no way of keeping warm.”

“Thanks, Canaid. I’ve packed my fur-lined leathers for travelling in, and my thickest and warmest clothing for if I find myself someplace to stay that has an actual roof.” 

“Have you packed your belt or will you be wearing it?” Eigra was referring to a soft leather belt that was given to every initiate that carried small pouches to be filled with herbs, or items needed for a ritual. It also held a small vial of sacred water, blessed by Cerridwen Herself, and a holder for a ritual knife.

“I’m going to wear it.” Macsen looked at his friends. “I wasn’t sure whether to or not, but I figure it’s safer on my body than it is in a bag.”

Eigra nodded approvingly. “I always wear mine when I leave the school.” Eigra was a natural leader, often guiding others on their spiritual journeys, and her wisdom was well-respected among her peers. That didn’t always stop the bias against her by some who thought a woman couldn’t serve a goddess as well as a man could. 

Macsen held up his moonstone crescent moon pendant and rubbed it softly. “I also have this. Everyone knows what these crescent moons stand for.”

“Not everyone.” Eigra’s mouth was downturned for a moment. “There are some who live in the mountains, even this range, that don’t know of the crescent moon of Cerridwen or the Awen banner under which we travel. Be careful and stay safe, Macsen. Cerridwen will look out for you, but even She can’t be with you constantly. Don’t look for trouble. I’m sure it will find you soon enough!”

Macsen grinned at her, acknowledging the lighter note she finished on. “I have no idea what you mean.”

“Sure you don’t,” Canaid said mockingly, sharing a wicked smile with Eigra.

The three of them burst into laughter, the atmosphere between them comfortable.

“That’s what I like to hear, laughter on someone’s last night here. It’s a celebration, going out into the world at Cerridwen’s command, not something to be mourned.” Gwylan smiled approvingly at the three of them. 

As the Head of the School, Gwylan was a solid presence appreciated by everyone. He didn’t stay in his office, away from everyone, but helped wherever needed every day, be it with keeping the groves weed-free or healing in the infirmary. Gwylan was nurturing to the apprentices, journeymen, and initiates, but there was also an edge of severity that came out when needed, as he believed in the transformative power of both light and shadow, creation and destruction, as part of Cerridwen’s teachings.

He looked at Macsen, his head tilted to one side. “You are ready for this, Macsen. She wouldn’t send you if you weren’t. In the years you’ve been here, you’ve worked your way through from novice to apprentice, then journeyman, and now initiate. Why the sadness you’re trying to hide?”

“I am happy to be going,” said Macsen. He spread his hands wide and gestured around him. “But look at what I’m missing.” He put his arms around Canaid and Eigra, pulling them towards him. “I’ve got people here I’m going to miss, including you, Gwylan.”

“Well of course you’re going to miss us,” Gwylan exclaimed, his broad face creasing into a beaming smile. “You’ve spent many a year here and have made friends. This has become your home, maybe even more so than Melthkior, because this is somewhere you chose, rather than just an accident of birth. That doesn’t mean it’s where you’ll always be though. The waters of a pond must flow elsewhere or they become stagnant. Is that what you want? To stagnate here?”

“Of course not, but don’t let the masters hear you say they’re stagnating.” Macsen grinned at the Head.

“They would know immediately what I’m trying to say,” scoffed Gwylan. “You’re just not understanding me because it feels painful to leave. Let me ask you this, did you lose contact with your friends and family when you first came here?”

“You know I didn’t,” Macsen mumbled.

Gwylan clapped a hand onto Macsen’s shoulder. “Then why should you lose contact with us when it is time for you to spread your wings for Cerridwen? We all know how to write, you know, and letters get delivered and taken from here on a regular basis. Canaid and Eigra will be here for a while yet, so don’t forget to write to them. And if you want any stuffy advice, you can always write to me. Good luck to you, Macsen, although I think you’ll be fine. You have Cerridwen and Her sister looking over you. Safe travels.” 

Gwylan squeezed Macsen’s shoulder and walked away, chuckling under his breath. “Spread his wings for Cerridwen, indeed! Did you see what I did there? Because, you know, he was a swan for Arianrhod. Oh, dear, I do make myself laugh.”

Macsen grinned as he heard Gwylan talk to himself. “I’m going to miss him.” 

Canaid was laughing quietly as he had also overheard Gwylan. Eigra was watching Macsen with a stern look.

“And what have I done to deserve that look, Eigra?” Macsen asked. “You’ve not looked at me like that since I was a novice and you didn’t think I was fully committed to the path.” He hugged her, knowing beneath her tough exterior lay deep compassion and a fierce sense of protection for her fellow initiates. Despite her power and confidence, there was an inner vulnerability she kept hidden, related to the secrets and sacrifices she had made to walk the path, not all of which he knew about, even after their years of friendship.

Eigra returned the hug fiercely, surprising Macsen with its strength. “You’d better write,” she said, fiercely. “Otherwise, I’ll hunt you down and make you regret not doing so.”

Macsen smiled and kissed her cheek. “You can hunt me down anytime, but it won’t be for not writing.” He looked over at Canaid, who nodded solemnly. “I’ll write to you both, as often as I can. You just do what you have to here. If you do leave, let me know where you’re going, so I can send my letters there.”

The rest of the evening passed in a blur of warmth and laughter, the kind that softened the edges of looming goodbyes. The long wooden table in the hall was crowded with familiar faces, voices rising and falling in easy conversation. Macsen sat among his friends, the flickering candlelight casting golden shadows across their faces. He listened more than he spoke, committing their voices to memory. Someone pressed a fresh drink into Macsen’s hand, and he accepted it with a small, grateful nod, the warmth of the cider spreading through him as he took a slow sip.

As the evening stretched on, the conversation shifted to quieter tones, drifting into shared memories and unspoken farewells. Someone pulled a lute from the corner, plucking out a melody both wistful and sweet, and a few voices rose to join in song. Macsen leaned back, letting the music wash over him, his thoughts turning toward the path ahead.

When the fire burned low and the last of the candles guttered in their holders, Macsen finally rose, clasping hands and exchanging parting words with those who lingered. His steps felt heavier as he made his way to his chamber, the once-familiar space already feeling like something left behind. He undid the ties of his cloak and let it slip from his shoulders, then sat at the edge of his bed, exhaling slowly.

For a long moment, he simply listened to the distant hoot of an owl beyond the window and the fading echoes of laughter down the hall. Then, with a final glance at the moonlit world outside, he lay back against the mattress, the scent of candle wax and old parchment lingering in the air. “Look after them for me, Cerridwen. This school saved me in so many ways, but Canaid and Eigra in particular have made my life worthwhile.” His eyes closed and a soft snore escaped him before he shifted onto his side, mumbling under his breath.

A golden glow emitted from the corner as Cerridwen smiled at Her initiate. “Sleep well and deeply, Macsen. You have some travels ahead of you that you need to concentrate on. Don’t worry about those you leave behind, I’ll make sure they’re more than fine. Go, with the blessing of Cerridwen and Arianrhod.”
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EARLY THE FOLLOWING morning, before breakfast, Macsen followed the narrow, winding path that led to his favourite grove. The grove itself was encircled by ancient trees, predominantly yews, oaks, and rowans which were sacred to the goddess, marked by small symbols of Cerridwen—carved crescent moons, cauldrons, or spirals etched into the bark. Their branches were intertwined overhead, forming a natural canopy that filtered the sunlight, creating a dappled interplay of light and shadow. It glowed with fiery reds and golds as the leaves changed, reminding him of the cycles of transformation and decay. 

At one edge of the grove, a small natural spring bubbled up into a shallow pool, its clear waters flowing gently over smooth stones. Known as the Cauldron Spring, it symbolised Cerridwen’s cauldron of wisdom and transformation. Macsen cupped his hands and sipped the water, clearing his mind.

At the centre of the grove was a large, moss-covered stone, shaped by time and nature into what resembled an altar. Surrounding it, a small circle of flat stones formed seats for meditation or quiet gathering. This altar served as a focal point, where offerings were placed—herbs, flowers, fruits, and polished stones—as gifts to Cerridwen. Macsen placed an acorn, a creamy white feather, and a sprig of vervain onto the altar and closed his eyes, seeking the threshold between the mundane and the divine.

As Macsen lost himself in the meditation, the grove was imbued with a deep, reverent silence, broken only by the soft rustle of leaves and the occasional call of a bird. As the sun rose higher, the grove seemed to glow, as if illuminated from within by an unseen source. Macsen’s mouth moved silently as he spoke to his goddess, giving Her his vow.

“Cerridwen, Keeper of the Cauldron, here I am, an initiate of your sacred mysteries, bound to your path by heart, by spirit, and by destiny. As I leave this place of learning, this grove of your eternal presence, to tread distant lands and unknown roads, I vow to carry your light within me. May your cauldron of Awen inspire my thoughts, that I may create, teach, and heal in your name. May your sacred waters cleanse my spirit, that I may walk with purpose. With this vow, I pledge my life to you, Cerridwen, now and always, wherever the road may lead. With my words, I will it.”

A sudden warmth spread through Macsen’s chest, as Cerridwen affirmed his vow. The trees in the grove rustled rhythmically, giving voice to Her approval. A wave of calm washed over him, a burden lifted, as he was filled with confidence that this path was the right one. Bowing his head, he stayed there for a few moments more, before standing up and dusting himself down. With one final lingering look behind him, Macsen strode towards the school and his new future.

After a quiet breakfast by himself, Macsen went to his room and collected his harp. The saddlebags had been taken to the stable earlier. He said goodbye to those he passed in the hallways of the school, moving quietly past the filled classrooms. He had said his goodbyes to his friends and mentors the previous night. Now, he just wanted to be on his way.

Making his way to the stables, Macsen found Caerwyn, his perlino cob horse, had already been saddled and packed with supplies. Caerwyn snorted at him and shook his head, making Macsen laugh. “I’m sorry, Caerwyn! I needed to eat first, or we’d be stopping before we were even a quarter down this mountain.”

Caerwyn snorted again and nibbled at Macsen’s shirt. “I know, I need to put my jacket on before we leave.” Macsen double-checked the supplies before slipping into his jacket. He’d packed his fur-lined clothing away as they were heading down the mountain, but knowing he’d need them soon enough.

Breathing deeply of the crisp morning air, Macsen cast a practised eye over Caerwyn, making sure there were no obvious issues before they hit the road. His coat shimmered like liquid cream, with a subtle pearlescent sheen that caught the light at sunrise or sunset. His body was a pale, creamy white, with faint golden undertones that rippled along his sides and haunches. His mane and tail were long and silken, creamy ivory with hints of a pale, golden hue as if kissed by sunlight. 

There was no doubt about it, Caerwyn was a magnificent horse. To Macsen though, Caerwyn’s most captivating feature were his eyes—a clear, pale blue, like a pool of ice or a summer sky. They shone with calm intelligence, reflecting his gentle yet spirited nature.

“You’re looking good, Caerwyn. Are you ready to go? Oats eaten? Carrots packed?” 

Caerwyn tossed his mane and snorted yet again. He picked up one of his powerful, sturdy
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