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Praise for Gillian Bradshaw:"A welcome new light on the horizon of popular Arthurian legend." –
Book listVows broken. . .Friendships betrayed. . .The fate of heroes finally revealed. . .As
powerful enemies attack the throne from inside the kingdom, Arthur, his queen, and his greatest
warrior Gwalchmai will be put to the ultimate test. Never faltering in her loyalty to the king,
Gwynhwyfar has stood at Arthur's side through rebellion and war. But one desperate decision
could cost her all they've built. With the kingdom crumbling around them, following the Queen's
heart could be the greatest threat of all. ..Praise for Bradshaw's Hawk of May
series"Compelling ... splendid ... vibrant ... exhilarating ...a novel that seduces us into accepting
sorcery and sanctity in King Arthur's England." – New York Times Book Review"Will appeal to
those who have enjoyed Tolkien's works." – Library JournalWhat readers are saying:"One of the
most emotionally compelling novel retellings of this classic story.""If you like this legend-this is a
must read. This collection will never leave my bookshelf!""The author has a gift for creating ...
beautiful, heart-stirring prose."

"Full of longing, betrayal, intrigue, and reconciliation, Gwynhwyfar's tale is a rich, rewarding
read." - Historical Novels Review "Moving retelling of the Arthurian legend from the perspective
of Gwynhwyfar, completing the story of Gwalchmai begun in Hawk of May and Kingdom of
Summer." - Carla Nayland Historical Fiction"In Winter's Shadow is a fine conclusion to a very
satisfying trilogy. I enjoyed hearing the story from the perspective of a woman, and Bradshaw
always made her narrative interesting and worth my time." - The Calico Critic"This is a heart-
achingly poignant read." - Martha's Book Shelf --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.About the AuthorGillian Bradshaw was born in Falls Church, Virginia, and
graduated from the University of Michigan, where she won the Hopwood Award for Hawk of May.
She is the author of 25 other novels, including Kingdom of Summer.--This text refers to an out of
print or unavailable edition of this title.
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and much more.“Brief as the lightning in the collied night,That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven
and earth,And ere a man hath power to say, ‘Behold!’The jaws of darkness do devour it up:So
quick bright things come to confusion.”—A Midsummer Night’s DreamONE“To Gwynhwyfar,
daughter of Ogyrfan, Augusta, Empress of Britain,” the letter began, “from Menw, son of Cynan,
lord of the noble clan of the sons of Maxentius, many greetings. Well, cousin, by now you have
heard that your father is dead, and you know that I am his successor to the lordship of our clan.
You must not expect that I will, as he did, humor you and let our own fortunes take whatever
course they will. I mean to better them, as you, for all your protestations of love and virtue, never
have.“When last we spoke, you told me that I spoke like a beggar, and commanded me not to
mention this subject to you again. But I am a chieftain now, and lord of your own flesh and blood,
and, though you have married above us, now I can demand this of you, and need no longer beg.
Those lands I spoke of would be the easiest thing in the world for you to win for us. Your husband
the emperor dotes on you—or so they say—and you have only to get him to mention the matter
to our king for Ergyriad to give us all that we ask, were it lives instead of lands.“If you refuse us
this service, do not trouble to write again. I will know that you have chosen to be no part of your
clan, and, if I have any power here, I will see to it that you are treated accordingly. You are no
better than us, however high you may have risen in the world, and you have no right to keep to
yourself riches and honors which ought to be shared with your family. Accept that you are one of
us, do what I ask, and I will forget the past. But if you prefer the imperial purple to your own
blood, you must suffer for it.”***I set the letter down on the table and stared at it, then pressed



the palms of my hands against my eyes, as if that would ease the dull burning there. If I could sit
still, if I could not think or feel, even for a little while, perhaps the rage and grief would not crush
against my heart so closely.I remembered the time I had told my cousin Menw that he spoke like
a beggar. Three years before, I had accompanied my husband on a visit to the northern kings,
and had stopped at my clan’s holding, meaning to stay for a week or so. It was the first time I had
been home since I married Arthur and went south to hold his fortress for him; my father had
ridden out miles to meet me, and treated me like the blessed mother of God the whole time I was
there. He had always enjoyed spoiling me—I was his only child, and my mother had died giving
birth to me, so he had no one else to spoil. Menw was right when he said that. And yet, it was not
to the point. He should be able to see that.When I had been home two days, Menw had offered
to escort me to the house of an old friend whom I wished to visit. I might have taken some of
Arthur’s warriors instead, but I was touched that my cousin offered, and agreed at once. He had
been something of a bully when we were little, and I thought he wished to make amends. But no
sooner had we ridden from our holding than he began to speak pointedly of the power I must
have as wife of the emperor, and I grew uneasy. I had heard that tale from too many petitioners,
as preface to too many pleas for justice, money, or revenge, not to recognize it immediately. And
sure enough, on the way back, Menw reined in his horse on a hill and looked out over the land in
a calculating fashion.“Pretty!” he observed.I nodded. The dusk lay purple across the hills, and
the soft summer stars were coming out eastward over the holding. To the north the Roman Wall
leapt into the sunset behind us, scaling the boundaries of the old Empire.“That land there,”
Menw went on, pointing southeast, “is the only part not ours.” His tone gave particular
significance to the words “not ours,” and when I looked at him sharply I saw that he had a sly,
insinuating smile. Menw was a big man, with thick dark hair and heavy eyebrows, and the smile
suited him very badly.“Is there something you would say?” I asked, hoping that my coldness
would discourage him.But he seemed pleased, and frankly proposed a scheme for obtaining his
neighbors” lands by official fraud and deceit. “No one would be surprised,” he told me. “Through
you we are not only noble and Roman-descended, but the emperor’s kin as well. The sons of
Hueil are scarcely more than peasants, and rebellious ones at that—you know they fought in
Bran’s rebellion? And they are dishonest, and give short measure when they trade, and are of no
use to anyone. We have more right to the land than such as they.”“But what have they done that
is criminal enough to deprive them of their fathers’ lands?”He looked startled. “What do you
mean, what have they done? It is what they are, and what we are, that matters.”“The laws are
clear, Menw. I cannot help you.”He began to glower. “You mean you do not wish to help us.”I
shook my head. But it was no use trying to pretend I had misunderstood him and thought he
wanted legal advice. He knew I understood, and began angrily to claim that I was indifferent to
my family’s welfare. It was no use to tell him of the ties of justice and the laws: he did not wish to
understand anything more than the tie that binds each to his own clan. Eventually I simply turned
my mare and rode on toward the holding, but he refused to leave the subject and rode after me,
shouting that we needed the land. It was then that I told him that he spoke like a beggar. At that



he forced his horse against mine and seized my arm, his face dark with anger, and I had to stop
my mare for fear of being pulled from her back.“You selfish vixen! What do you want with all
those riches and honors? Great lady you may be, but you’ve no children to pass them on to. If I
were your husband I would divorce you and marry any slut that could give me an heir. I’d divorce
you at once, do you hear? And if he divorces you, you’ll need your kin. Better think who you call
a beggar, ‘noble lady’!”I struck him across the face, jerked my arm free, then, not trusting myself
or him to say anything more, spurred my horse to a gallop. He galloped after me, shouting, but
my horse was faster than his, and he arrived at the holding several minutes after I pulled my
mare to a halt in the yard. I waited for him to dismount, then dismounted myself. I tossed him the
mare’s reins as though he were a groom, said, “Never mention this subject to me again,” and left
him holding the sweating horse, glaring at me, his eyes bright with a powerless hatred.And now
my father was dead and Menw was chieftain of our clan. Father, I thought, still trying to
understand it. I had only heard of his death the week before, and I still did not really believe in it.
It is hard to believe that someone is dead when they have lived far away. They form no part of the
pattern of one’s life, and are not missed in the common things. It seemed as though, if I could
only go home, he would be waiting there, as young and strong as in my earliest memories, and
not even bent and feeble as he had been on that disastrous last visit. Only my father was not,
never again would, be waiting for me at home. And now, after this, I could not go home at all.I
took my hands from my eyes and stared at the letter. Home. That was a strange name to give
that remote holding in the North which I had left eleven—no, twelve—years before to come to
this fortress of Camlann. I tried to remember it. The house had been built by my great-
grandfather’s grandfather, who had received his lands from the Emperor Theodosius, the last of
the Roman emperors to die with the Empire still whole. That ancestor—the Maxentius we named
ourselves after—had been a military official of the British province of Valentia. He had fought
bravely for Theodosius the first time the province had nearly been overrun by the Saxons, and
our lands had been his reward. He had built the house of gray fieldstone, partly in the Roman,
partly in the British fashion. His Roman atrium had been thatched over by my great-grandfather
to make a central hall, and that same grandfather had also dug up the mosaic floor of the atrium
and built a fire pit instead. The fire pit still had a rim of patterned tiles: I could remember playing
on them when I was small, while the older members of the clan sat by the fire and talked. My
father once told me that the mosaic had been of a man driving a fiery chariot through the stars,
and I used to try to imagine that picture. The idea stirred me. I was not sure what a chariot looked
like—sometimes I pictured it as a cart, at other times as a kind of wheelbarrow—but I could
always imagine it riding in fire across the wide sky and along the winds of Heaven, brushing the
stars. I played at driving the chariot when I rode my pony out into the hills, or when we took a cart
from our holding south to fetch grain.The land around our house was wild, if beautiful, and
sparsely settled. The nearest holding was three miles away, and the nearest town—Caer
Lugualid on the coast—a full day’s ride. Once there had been other towns closer to us. The
Roman Wall passed about a mile from our holding, and at intervals along it were the ruins of



towns and garrisons, all long abandoned. From the time I was old enough to ride any distance I
used to go out with some of my cousins and look for treasure in the ruins, crawling under the
fallen roofs and walking through the grass-grown streets. For a long time I accepted the ruins as
simply as I accepted the hills, and only wondered over what I found in them—a broken glass
bottle iridescent with age; a copper coin with the head of an ancient emperor; a tiny bronze
statue of a god. But when I grew a little older I began to wonder what it had been like when those
towns were full of people, how they could have lived in a land where so few lived now, and where
they had all gone. One day I asked my father.“They were protecting the Empire, my own darling,”
he told me. “They were soldiers like our father Maxentius, stationed on the Wall to defend Britain
from the Saxons. As for how they lived, why, the emperor had grain shipped to them from the
south. Hundreds of ships brought it up the coast to Caer Ebrauc, where our king, Caradoc, lives
now, and from there it was taken to all the people living on the Wall. And the ships didn’t bring
only grain, my girl, but those treasures you are always seeking. Glass, and gold, and silk and fine
dyes, and spices from the East, carried all the way from Constantinople where the emperor
reigns.”“But Uther Pendragon is the emperor,” I pointed out, “and he doesn’t live at Con—at
where you said, but at Camlann, in the South country.”“Uther Pendragon is the emperor of the
provinces of Britain, true. He is king over the other kings of Britain, and to him chiefly falls the
task of defending Britain against the Saxons. But once there was an Empire over the whole
world, and all the provinces of Britain together were only its furthest western boundary. And the
eastern part of the Empire is strong yet, and is ruled from Constantinople, which is so far away
that a ship might sail from now to Michaelmas, and not reach it.”“Why doesn’t that emperor still
rule Britain, then? And what happened to all the people on the Wall?”“He never used to rule from
Constantinople; he ruled from Rome. The people on the Wall, Gwynhwyfar, left it and Britain and
went to defend Rome, but they failed. And because they failed there is no emperor at Rome, only
the one in Constantinople and the one in Camlann.” And my father explained to me carefully
about the fall of Rome. I was young: I had never heard that tale. But my father was a learned
man, and owned books of history and philosophy, from which he knew something of the stretch
of time and space beyond the small present we inhabited. It awed me. I had learned to read,
along with my cousins, because we were noble and Roman-descended, and my father insisted
that we ought to learn to read, but until then my knowledge of letters had been confined to crude
messages and to accounts, with some stammering over a gospel imposed between the two. The
idea of Rome struck me like a vision. I could not look at the Wall, or the tiles round the fire-pit, or
my collection of bits from the ruins, without that vast Empire leaping up before my mind like the
world revealed by a lightning bolt. With my father’s help I began to struggle through the cramped
pages of his books till my eyes ached.I suppose that is one of my chief memories of home: my
father’s room with its wolfskin rug and copper lamp, myself sitting next to my father, his arm
around me, and both of us bending over some book opened on the table before us, struggling
with complicated Latin abbreviations and laughing at each other’s mistakes. My father had been
a lonely man until I showed an interest in his books. In a gentler age he might have been a



scholar; had he been an unimportant member of the clan he might have left it to become a
monk. But his father had designated him as his successor to the chieftainship; the clan had
confirmed it, and he was left to do his best to meet the responsibility and to feel guilty when he
spent time with his books. He had no one to talk to about them but me. My male cousins were
not much interested in reading, beyond what was obviously useful. It was not surprising, really:
we were noble, which meant that they were kept busy learning the arts of war, while at the same
time they had to master the proper way of caring for our lands. Occasionally the older ones went
off and fought for our king, Caradoc of Ebrauc, and came back boasting of their
accomplishments and rousing the younger ones to envy. As for my female cousins, they had to
learn to spin and weave and sew, to butcher and cook an animal or to heal it of various common
ills, to make cheese and mead, to keep bees, keep house, manage servants, and see to the
holding accounts. I had to learn the same things, but shamelessly ran off, especially from the
cooking and housekeeping (I quite liked accounts, and, God help me! managing servants) and
my father never punished me for it, though perhaps he should have. Sometimes he would
reluctantly say, “Gwynhwyfar, you ought to be helping with the poultry,” but I would reply, “Of
course, Father, but first could you explain…” and two hours later he would still be
explaining.Sometimes I would feel ashamed of myself for avoiding the work, and yet more
ashamed for manipulating my father in such a way, and I would resolve to be better in future, and
work very hard at the things I most disliked. But always wonder or astonishment at the past
would stir in me again, and I would go back to the books looking for an answer to one question,
and stay to answer twenty while the day’s concerns sank into the centuries.Our clan was always
fairly busy. Most of our land was only good for sheep, but we received wheat from dependent
clans further south, and raised cattle and horses in the valley pastures. The lands my cousin
Menw now coveted were good cattle lands. But we did not need them to make us wealthy. Our
family had always been one of the most important in the north of Ebrauc. To the south and to the
west, and even north across the border into Rheged, we were respected, honored, feared.
About the east we did not speak when I was young, for there lay the Saxon kingdom of Deira,
from which, at any time, bands of raiders might march to burn down holdings and drive off cattle.
An eastern dependency of ours suffered such a fate, one bad winter, and there was very little we
could do to aid the survivors. Sometimes whispered accounts spread that such-and-such a
holding had been taken, and with what deaths, rapes and brutalities the victims had suffered.
Sometimes wretches would turn up begging at our holding, half-starved and desperate: they had
lost lands and livelihood to the Saxons. It grew worse as I grew older. While Uther Pendragon
remained emperor there was some degree of order, but when he died the kings of Britain fought
over who was to succeed him, and were too busy fighting to pay much heed to keeping out the
Saxons.Then, in the autumn of my twenty-first year, the new emperor, Arthur, rode with his men
from the east, leaving a Saxon army shattered behind him. He asked my father for hospitality
and for a place to leave his wounded.I was awed by it. I had been listening to reports of him for
as long as I could remember. At first he had been the leader of the imperial warband under the



old emperor, then, when the civil war broke out, he had been the one man who continued to fight
the Saxons. But after the war had dragged on for several years, and after a massive Saxon
invasion in the South, Arthur claimed the imperial purple for himself, and defeated the other
contenders to win the title of emperor. He had no legal right to it. He was the emperor Uther’s
son, true, but a bastard son by an unknown peasant mother, and a clanless man, an orphan
raised out of charity at a monastery. At first all Britain was outraged by his usurpation. But he was
an incomparable warleader. He not only defended the borders of Britain against Saxon
invasions, but actually invaded the Saxons, and compelled their kings to become his tributaries
and subjects of the Empire. Many of the British kings continued to hate him because of his birth,
and the Church called him anti-Christ and devil because he taxed it to support his war against
the Saxons, but my father said, “I don’t mind if he is a devil so long as he rules like an angel of
God,” and began to support him. So, when Arthur turned up at our holding one gray morning with
the whole of his warband after him, my father spared nothing and no one to make them
welcome.I was shaken awake by one of my aunts, given a babbled account of what was
happening, and told to come and help. I went out into the dawn and found the yard full of armed
men on tall horses, looming out of the mist. Their spears looked like a forest in winter. I saw my
father in the center of the yard and hurried over to him. He was talking to a tall, fair-haired man
who glanced up as I came over; his eyes were the color of the mist. “Ach, there you are,” my
father said. He sounded calm, but I could tell that he was very excited. “This is my daughter
Gwynhwyfar, Your Excellency. She is a sensible girl. You can give her charge of the wounded.”
And, to me, in an undertone, “This is the emperor, my girl. He has just defeated Fflamddwyn. Do
you think we could put the wounded in the cow-byre? There’s no room for them all in the house.”I
had expected Arthur to be middle-aged. I had pictured him as a gray, gaunt old warrior, wearing
the imperial purple as clumsily as the crow in the fable wore its stolen peacock feathers. But he
was barely thirty, with hair and beard the color of wheat before the harvest, and his eyes seemed
to have the sun behind them. When I stammered out that all we had for the wounded was a cow-
byre, he smiled, said, “It will do,” summoned various men out of the mist like a conjurer calling
them from the air, and told me to tell them what to do. Of course, on the whole, they told me what
to do, and Arthur strode in when it was half done and most of the wounded were cared for, to
see them settled. He had already settled the rest.I had seen wounded men before, the times
being what they were, but not so many, fresh from a battle. I was confused, horrified, and could
scarcely manage to tell Arthur’s surgeons where the supplies were, or give reasonable orders to
the servants. The world beyond our holding, the remnant of the Empire of my visions, had burst
in upon us like a storm.Arthur did not stay long, as he was eager to continue his campaign
against the Saxons before the winter closed the roads. But he left his wounded with us, and
asked if he might use our holding as one of his bases, promising (with a glint of dry humor) to
find his own supplies and not borrow from us. That was essential. However welcome he was, his
warband, the Pendragon’s “Family,” numbered nearly seven hundred trained warriors, as well as
doctors, grooms, armorers, and a few servants, with more than twice their number of horses. It



required a kingdom or two to support them all, and most of the kingdoms of Britain were
notoriously reluctant to contribute to that support, with the result that, while the Family relied
principally on plunder from the Saxons, it also tended to take supplies wherever it could find
them. Most men in my father’s position would have done their utmost to persuade the emperor to
take his Family elsewhere—one cannot refuse an emperor outright—but my father hesitated
only for a moment before agreeing to provide a base. It was plain that Arthur was surprised by
this, and more than a little pleased.The emperor was in and out of the holding at intervals over
the next year, continuing his campaign against the northern Saxon kingdoms. He could not hurry
the campaign because his force was far smaller than that which the Saxon kings could raise, so
he did not dare meet them in pitched battles. Instead he tried to wear them out by raiding, and
would turn up suddenly when they thought he was a hundred miles away and had sent most of
their army home. When he judged that the time was ripe he would ask his British subject kings to
raise their armies and risk a pitched battle against the Saxons, but for a long time they would be
too strong for that. He had used these tactics against the southern Saxons with some success,
but he told us that they were not defeated, as we had thought, but merely stalled. “It will take
another three or five years to settle them properly,” he said.He had time to talk to us on the later
visits. He talked mainly about the Empire. Defeating the Saxons was, to Arthur, only the first step
toward the goal of preserving the Empire. His monastic education had forced him to read books,
and he knew that the Empire had once meant more than just a man in a purple cloak leading a
force to crush the Saxons if they invaded too often. He had thought about the value of peace and
of impartial justice, and could imagine what it might be like to live in a world that was not
constantly at war with itself. He and my father were soon talking easily, eagerly. When Arthur
spoke of the Empire his eyes shone, and when he thought out some new idea he would be
unable to sit still, but would leap up and stride about the room, his purple cloak flapping, and
stop suddenly when he understood what he wanted to say. I used to watch him and think of the
man in the mosaic I had never seen, driving the chariot of fire. A chariot like Arthur’s Empire,
whirling precariously through the dark ruins of the West. I only prayed that it would not break
among the winds.If I had been a man I would probably have begged Arthur to allow me to join
his warband. As it was, all I could do was try to see that our holding was a smoothly managed,
effective base for him, and listen while he and my father talked—occasionally forgetting the
modesty required of an unmarried woman, and joining in. Once, on his third visit, Arthur and I
found ourselves speaking alone together while my father watched us, and we stopped,
embarrassed, and, on my part, suddenly afraid. We watched each other out of a great silence.
Afterward I saddled my mare and rode out to the Wall, recklessly alone in the gray afternoon. I
walked the horse along the ruined fortification, trying to be reasonable. Why should the lord
Arthur, Augustus, emperor of Britain, take any notice of the daughter of an obscure northern
nobleman? I would be sensible, I resolved, and eventually the constriction that had locked about
my heart when he looked at me would go away.But when I returned to the holding and turned my
mare out to pasture—there was no room for her in the stables, which were full of Arthur’s men—I



met Arthur again. He saw me carrying my saddle back, and hurried over to me and took it from
me. Then, arranging it over his arm he frowned, looked at me and said, “You must have ridden
some distance, Lady Gwynhwyfar: the saddle cloths are damp. That is no safe thing for a woman
to do, in times such as these, and so near the border. You especially should not do it.”“Why me
especially, your excellency?” I asked, before I thought.For a moment he stared at the saddle,
then looked up suddenly and directly at my face. Without answering he turned away and took the
saddle into the stables, returning it to its place. I stood outside, realizing that I had had no need
to reason with myself, and feeling even more afraid.***We were married after the harvest, the
year after Arthur’s first visit. My father could not but be glad at the marriage. He had put my worth
very high, which was why I was unmarried until I was twenty-two, an age when most women
have two or three children. But now I was the wife of an emperor, and in a strange way it
confirmed my father’s love for me, and proved his devotion to the old Empire as well. He was
proud and happy. But his grief went deeper than the gladness, for I left him alone. I went south to
Camlann with an escort of wounded and cripples whom Arthur was sending home from the war,
to hold Arthur’s fortress for him and to find supplies while Arthur completed his campaign in the
North.Menw had spoken with bitter envy of the “riches and honors” I had received. But, God
knows, honors were few those first years, and as for riches, I was hard put to it to find enough to
keep the fortress and the army alive. Most of the kings of Britain still hated us as usurpers, and
refused to pay the tribute, and our allies we had to conciliate with gifts. Arthur took plunder from
the Saxons—cattle and grain, sheep and woolen clothing, arms, armor and cooking pots—
which were very useful. Occasionally he sent me some uninjured men whom I could send to
various kings to demand the tribute—but it was desperately hard! And I was at first an intruder in
his fortress, a northerner among southerners, a woman of twenty-two suddenly put in authority
over men who had served at Camlann since the Emperor Uther’s time. Moreover, there had
been a bad harvest that first year, and food was scarce. I remembered one of Arthur’s grim
letters to me, that first winter:“The alliance with Urien wears badly. He begins to complain that he
cannot support his own warband these days. I will need him to raise his army for me in a few
months: make him a gift of six hundred head of cattle and something golden—I have given all my
own plunder to Ergyriad. We have nothing to eat and are living off the land. The horses are sick.
Ten men have the fever; I pray it does not spread. Beg Urien to send something, especially grain,
to supply us at Yrechwydd, for I have told the men there will be food there. We will be there in
three weeks.”And I, who had been making the servants at Camlann live on boiled cabbage,
wrote madly to every king between Camlann and Caledon to produce those wretched cattle, and
wrested a gold crucifix from a monastery. It worked. Arthur got the supplies, and his campaign
was able to continue to its eventual success. But the cost of it, the cost! Kings and the Church
offended, less tribute received the next year, and, at Camlann, a sullen anger poisoning
everything. You cannot blame a man for being angry when he has lived on cabbage for a month,
only to see six hundred head of fat cattle sent north, and not even to his own king, but to a
wealthy ally. After one appalling day, when I really feared that half the servants would run off and



rob the local farmers, I had to lock myself into the empty house and weep until I was sick. I was
alone, distant from my family and from my new husband, and the people in Camlann appeared
to hate me. I do not know how I survived that first winter, and the winter that followed was worse.
That was the year I lost my baby, the only child I ever carried. Perhaps I had been working too
hard, or perhaps my body had always been at fault, but I lost the child, a boy, in the sixth month,
with a great deal of pain and blood, so that I was very sick for a month afterward.The war in the
north ended; Arthur came back and campaigned in the south, all the second year of our
marriage. That campaign took another four years, and ended at last in victory. We worked
together on the peace, thinking that now all our hopes would be realized, believing that now all
would be well. But the hope that had been dearest to me receded slowly, and when I was thirty I
had at last to admit that something was wrong, that I would never conceive, that I was barren
and would die so. It was just over a year later that Menw flung my childlessness in my face and I
gave him the blow he regarded as a dishonor and would never forget.Riches and honors. In
these years of peace, there might be some things that Menw would recognize under that name.
Most of those kings who had hated us were reconciled to us now, and even the Church was
growing less vehement. The Saxons showed some signs that they began to feel part of the
Empire, no longer sullen and conquered enemies. The tribute came in regularly, and we were
able to set the warband to sweeping bandits from the roads of Britain and to protecting trade and
good order. But even now there was little ease or comfort in wearing the purple. It was like trying
to walk the edge of a sword. And there were new problems now, splintered alliances and, worse,
internal quarrels, so that I sometimes wished we were back in the years of the war, when at least
one had open enemies and a plain solution to the problems.I had no time to sit staring at a letter.
This very afternoon I must buy grain to feed the fortress—undoubtedly the grain-sellers were
waiting for me to come and bargain with them. I had to arrange a feast for the emissaries from
the kings of Elmet and Powys. I must allot some wool from the stores to the weavers of the
fortress, if all the Family were to have their winter cloaks in time. Soon, if not today, I must find a
new supply of iron for the smiths, as we had bought none for some time, and there might be a
shortage soon. There would doubtless be some petitioners asking for a hearing. And there was
the question of what our emissary must say to the king of Less Britain.Yet I sat staring at the
letter, reread it. If you prefer the imperial purple to your own blood, you must suffer for it. It was
typical of Menw to phrase it that way, I thought bitterly. An extreme sentence and a violent one.I
had never expected to go home. Even when I knew that I would never give Arthur a child, an heir,
I knew that he would not divorce me. He had relied upon me in the long war with the Saxons,
often for his very life. We had seen each other rarely while the war continued, and since the
peace we had generally been too busy to talk of anything but the concerns of the Empire, but the
bond between us went as deep as life itself. Arthur and I knew each other as only those who
together have spent themselves to their limits can, and he would as soon cut out his heart as
divorce me.No, I had never expected to go home. But I had always had my home behind me,
forever a possibility: the house and the hills, the Roman Wall leaping off into the west, the



patterned tiles around the fire pit. Though I had preferred the purple to my blood, and suffered for
it, in a way it was my blood, my home, all that I had been, which had chosen the purple. To be cut
off from it all was to have my father die all over again.And if I refused Menw’s demand I could
never go home. I would be as good as kin-wrecked, exiled from my clan. Most of the clan agreed
with Menw, and thought I ought to do more for them. Moreover, I had been gone a long time.
They would not oppose him to support me.Best to get it over with. I picked the letter up, rose
from the desk, and dropped it in the fire. It uncurled slowly, wrapping itself around the coals, and
the ink darkened even as the parchment went brown, standing out sharp, clear, and absolute.
Then the coals ate through, here and there, and it darkened to illegibility, while the air was full of
its burnt leather stink.My eyes stung and I wiped them with the back of my hand, finding that my
hand shook. But it was over now, and the only thing I could do, done. I must get back to work,
and not brood over it.I picked up the light spring cloak which I had draped over a chair when I sat
down to read the letter, then picked up my mirror to check that I appeared dignified and
composed, as befitted an empress. I saw instead that I was crying. “It’s the smoke,” I told myself,
aloud, but I had to set the mirror down and stand a moment, wrestling with myself. I went into the
adjoining room, found the water pitcher, and washed my face. The cold water was soothing
against my hot eyes, and I felt calmer when I went back and checked the mirror again. Better. I
could not afford to show weakness, not when Camlann was as tense as it was at present.There
was more white in my hair, I noted absently, when I looked to see that it had not come down
when I washed my face. Well, red hair does not suit purple cloaks. I turned the purple border of
my own cloak inward so that it would not clash as much. If my hair were white I could stop
worrying about that, at least. There, there was the picture of the woman I had to be: still looking
younger than thirty-four, thick hair pulled back severely and piled behind her head, gold
necklace proclaiming wealth; poised, controlled. My eyes were red, and I could not smooth the
lines of tension on my face, though I smiled at the reflection, trying to lie to it. But probably no
one would notice, if I acted assured. I took a deep breath and went out.The house Arthur and I
shared was next to the feast hall of Camlann, on its west. It had three rooms: an outer room for
conferences, with a fire pit; a bedroom, and a washroom. The servants who looked after it lived
down the hill to the north, so that, though we had to fetch our own wood and water at night, we
had privacy. The house faced north, looking over the most crowded part of the fortress: the road
from the gates past the stables to the Feast Hall. The hall covered the crown of the hill, set east
of the center of the walled enclosure. The hill slopes very steeply on the east, and the houses on
that side cling to the slope at an angle. Standing in the door of the house I looked out at the
huddled houses along the side of the road, with their chickens scratching in the dust around
them; at the stables sprawling along the north slope, and some horses, being worked on a lead
rein, circling in the sun of a practice yard.The green patches between the houses grew larger
further down the slope, and then the great gray bulk of the walls broke the pattern, firmly set
stone with a wooden rampart above them. The gates were guarded by a single watch tower, but,
because it was a time of peace, were left open. Beyond them the road stretched away, turning



eastward across the patchwork of fields, fallow and pasture and plowed land. It was April, and
the swallows, returning from the remote south, were beginning to wing circles about the eaves of
the Feast Hall, while dandelions flowered in the grass, and apple trees scattered here and there
were budding. That morning it had rained, but now the sun was out, and everything glittered, the
light so sharp it seemed to cut into the soul. Here was Camlann, here was my fortress, the strong
heart of the visionary Empire. I took another deep breath, then turned from the view and walked
along the west wall of the Hall to the south, where the storerooms were.The fortress was
generally short of grain by the end of the winter, and many farmers, finding that they had some
surplus left, took advantage of this to sell the old grain at a high price. A number of them had
arrived that morning, and I was expected to bargain with them for their produce. The steward
could have done it, but he was a bad bargainer, and could make no use of the information we
could obtain from them about the state of things in the countryside, which was invaluable to me.
When it came to buying large amounts of goods, later in the year, the price paid by Camlann set
prices for all the South, and the amount taken by Camlann checked availability everywhere, so it
was very important for me to understand what was happening outside the fortress as well as
what was happening within it.There were half a dozen carts drawn up before the main
storeroom, with their owners, all tight-lipped, independent clansmen, sitting in the carts in a row,
looking sour because I was late. Normally I enjoyed bargaining with them because they enjoyed
bargaining, and practiced it as a great art. Now I found it maddening, and wished I could simply
impose a reasonable price and have done with it. Instead, we worked through the preliminary
stages of the poorness/richness of the previous harvest; the amount of seed corn available to
the farmers; the amount the grain would sell for in an ordinary market; the relative scarcity/
surplus of grain at Camlann and in the countryside; the value of the goods Camlann offered in
return for the grain; the relative scarcity and value of these, and their cost in terms of products
other than grain. We were finally approaching the vital question of whether the farmers wanted
payment in cattle, woolen goods, or metal, and how much, when the Family’s infantry
commander, Cei ap Cynryr, came storming along the wall of the Hall, saw me, and made his way
toward us. Cei was a very big man, the largest in the Family. He had a great mass of sandy red
hair, and wore large quantities of garish jewelery and brightly colored clothing so that even when
he was in a quiet mood it was impossible to overlook him. Now he was plainly in a temper. I
braced myself.“That golden-tongued, oily-mannered bastard!” he exclaimed, pushing aside a
farmer. “My lady, you must speak to Rhuawn and make him offer me an apology, or I will fight
him, I swear it by my sword, and not spare him. And yet it is not his fault, but the fault of that
weasel from the Ynysoedd Erch.”I took his arm and hurried him aside. I knew who “that weasel”
was, but it would be better not to let the farmers, outsiders, know the details of quarrels within
the Family—although by now most of Britain must be aware that Arthur’s invincible, formerly
indivisible force was torn in half by violent factions. The quarrel had been going on long enough
to become notorious. Almost since “that weasel” arrived in Camlann.“What has Medraut done
now?” I asked.Cei spat. “Ach, he has done nothing, not directly. Would you expect it of him? No,



he will never confront a man to his face. He will leave some lying story behind his back, and let
someone else fight for it.”The farmers looked very interested at this, and I made hushing
motions. Medraut ap Lot was the youngest son of Queen Morgawse of the Orcades Islands,
which in British are called the Ynysoedd Erch, the “Islands of Fear.” His mother was the
legitimate daughter of the Emperor Uther, and Arthur’s half-sister. Medraut had adored his
mother, who had intended him to become king of the Islands on her husband’s death, though it
was widely believed that he was not her husband’s son, but born of an adulterous love affair.
However, Morgawse was dead, murdered by her eldest son Agravain in revenge for another of
her affairs and for a rumored connection with her husband’s death; and the royal clan of the
Islands had chosen Agravain as its new king, despite the murder. The queen had been reputed
a witch and the clan had not loved her, though they were too much afraid of her to deny her
anything. They were not so afraid of Medraut, and he had come to Camlann, while the new king,
his brother, who had long fought for Arthur, returned and ruled in the Islands. Medraut was very
bitter against Agravain. But the immediate cause of quarrels was generally his other brother,
Gwalchmai, who was also at Camlann, and was one of Arthur’s most trusted and valued
followers. Gwalchmai seemed to be hated by Medraut even more than Agravain was, though he
had had no part in the murder, and most of the quarrels were between his friends, of whom Cei
was one, and Medraut’s.Cei glanced at the farmers and lowered his voice. “Rhuawn has taken to
blaming Gwalchmai for the death of that witch from the Ynysoedd Erch. He has been repeating
that tale for years now, like a catechism, so that half the Family thinks that Gwalchmai murdered
his mother—as though the witch deserved to live in the first place! Whose tale is that but
Medraut’s? Ach, but it is an old story; so old that I must listen to it in silence and say nothing. But
when Rhuawn dared to say that Gwalchmai is hindering the negotiations with Less Britain, and
deliberately obstructing the conclusion of a peace there, because of some imagined weak-
mindedness—when I heard Rhuawn saying this to his friends, I went to him as he spoke and told
him that it was he who was weak-minded, to believe such ravings. And Rhuawn leapt up with his
hand on his sword, and called me a blind, stubborn fool who could not see what was before his
eyes, and accused me of flattering the emperor into believing falsehoods—and this in the
presence of four others! My lady, I could ask Arthur to demand that Rhuawn apologize to me, but
I do not wish to humiliate the man. You can persuade him to offer it: do so, for God’s sake, or I
will fight him tomorrow, and, though he is a fool, I do not wish to harm him.”I nodded, feeling sick.
The quarrel was typical. I had had to wheedle too many warriors into offering apologies, and I
could not disguise the fact that my sympathies were entirely with Gwalchmai, which meant that it
grew increasingly difficult for me to win over members of Medraut’s party, which included
Rhuawn.Warriors tend to quarrel in the best of years. They are taught to regard an insult, or an
admission of weakness, as a dishonor, and the only remedy for dishonor as the sword. They
quarrel most in the winter, when they are kept in a narrow space together—the three hundred
men who slept in our Hall had more space than most—and have little to do. In the summer they
can go to war if there are any wars to be fought, or else fight bandits and form escorts, or, at the



least, go hunting; and then they tend to be good-natured. But the quarrels at Camlann were
more serious. They were not easing with the warm weather. For years they had been growing
steadily worse, and the ordinary methods of soothing them—flattery and pleas on both sides—
were working less and less well. I was afraid for the future.“If Rhuawn apologizes,” I told Cei, “you
must beg his pardon for calling him weak-minded.”“Must I, by God? He is weak-minded, to
believe such slander!”“The slander is Gwalchmai’s affair. If anyone accuses him to his face, he
can demand an apology, and we can see to it that he receives it, at least as far as the
negotiations with Less Britain are concerned. But it is not your affair to fight Rhuawn on his
behalf, noble lord. Let Gwalchmai guard his own honor. He is not exactly helpless.”“He is too
courteous. And no one will accuse him to his face if they must fight him: he either escapes the
insults or turns them.”“It is still his affair. And if you do not wish to fight Rhuawn, noble lord, you
will have to apologize.” I said it more sharply than I meant, for I was growing impatient.Cei again
began to protest, but one of the farmers, also impatient, came over and suggested a price for his
grain, asking if it was acceptable. It was too much, and I knew it, but I snapped “Perhaps,” and
went back to make arrangements. Cei hung about behind me like a large red thunder cloud,
waiting for me to finish.When we had fixed on a price—and the price was still too high, since I
was in no mood to bargain patiently, and these southern farmers are not to be out-bargained at
the best of times—I was further distracted by a petitioner. A boy who had been sitting in one of
the carts jumped out and knelt before me.“What is it?” I asked wearily.“M-most n-noble queen,”
he began, then switched to a surprisingly good formal Latin. “Your Grace, I have come here
hoping to find a place in the emperor’s service.”I had expected some complaint about a
neighboring clan, and I looked at the farmer whose cart the boy had been sitting in, surprised.
“Isn’t he your son?”The farmer shook his head. “No, noble lady. I only gave him a ride from
Baddon. He is a good, biddable lad, though; listen to him.”I sighed and brushed back a loose
strand of my hair. Another petition for service at Camlann. People came all the time, offering to
practice any imaginable trade, and many of them we accepted, and many we did not. I did not
feel like weighing this boy’s qualifications now, after the letter and with Cei looming behind me.
But I reminded myself to be strong, be gracious, and smiled at the boy. Cei snorted
impatiently.“What manner of place, young man?” I asked, also in Latin, studying him. He looked
about thirteen, of average height for that age, with a mass of pale hair above a thin face and a
pair of surprisingly dark eyes. He was not a farm lad, I decided. His Latin was too good, and
there was a nervous sensitivity to his face which argued some education.“I…Your Sacred
Kindness, I am willing to do almost anything. But I wish to learn how to be a warrior.”Cei snorted
again. “Boy, do not trouble the lady. Go back to your family and don’t run away from it in
future.”The boy flushed deep crimson. “I…I…” he stammered.I smiled again to reassure him.
“What is your name?” I asked. “And where is your family? You are young to seek service on your
own.”“They call me Gwyn,” he said. “I don’t know my father’s name. And I have no family, except
for my mother, and she is in a convent in Elmet. Your grace, I am willing to do almost anything, if
you will let me stay here and train to be a warrior. I know you must train boys to be warriors here.



All the sons of the great warriors—like this lord here” (with a nervous, appeasing smile at Cei)
—“they must become warriors as well. Surely it would be no trouble for one more to join
them?”“So he is a nun’s bastard, raised at a nunnery,” said Cei. “My lady, send him away. We
have more servants than we can feed already, and don’t need some half-grown dreamer of a
nun’s bastard.”The boy had gone an even deeper red when Cei began, but went white at the end
of his speech. He jumped to his feet, began to stammer a reply, then was quiet, blinking
miserably. He evidently was a nun’s bastard, and must be a dreamer, if he wished to be a warrior
so badly that he was willing to leave what home he had, alone, and travel to Camlann to offer to
do “almost anything” to learn the arts of war.“My lady,” Cei began again, going back to the
subject which had been his sole concern all the while, “how can I apologize to Rhuawn after his
slanders?”But I felt sorry for the boy now. “You are too old to learn to be a warrior,” I told him
gently, for a moment ignoring Cei and the farmers. “Most boys begin their training between the
ages of seven and nine.”“But I did start then, noble lady, on my own!” he cried, slipping back into
British. “And a monk at the brother foundation to my mother’s convent, he taught me, too—he
used to be a warrior, you see. Only I need to know more.”“Be quiet, boy,” Cei snapped, but I
raised my hand for him to wait.“Can you read, Gwyn?” I asked.He nodded eagerly. “Yes, noble
lady. And I can write, book hand and cursive both. My mother wanted me to be a priest, and
made certain that I learned how to write. She taught me herself.”I looked at Cei, lifting an
eyebrow. “There is a shortage of servants who can read, even here,” I said. “I could use a copy
clerk to take down inventories and keep records for me.”Cei shrugged. “As you please, my lady. It
is a waste of time to teach some priestly little bastard from a convent the arts of war, but if you
need a clerk, by all means keep him. Will you speak with Rhuawn?”“You may stay,” I told the boy.
“Go to the Hall and ask for Gweir, the steward; he will look after you, and tonight I will ask my lord
Arthur to confirm you in a place as a servant. Yes, Cei, I will speak to Rhuawn, but I will promise
him that if he apologizes you will as well. Good fellows,” to the farmers, “if you will come with me I
will arrange for you to receive the price of your grain.”The farmers were satisfied, Cei grumbled
agreement, and the boy Gwyn was overjoyed. The next matter, then, was to talk to Rhuawn—
though while I was in the storerooms I ought to see about the wool for the weavers. And then
there was the feast for that night.I spoke with Rhuawn before the afternoon was half over, and
eventually persuaded him to apologize to Cei. But I knew that neither of the warriors would be
content. Their reconciliation was like the forcing together, of two fragments of a broken dish,
which might hold together for a little while if undisturbed, but which left the break as deep and
unremedied as before. And at first Rhuawn had not listened to me, but only eyed me with a kind
of suspicion and given polite, noncommittal replies. By the end of our talk he had grown warmer,
and told me how he regretted his harsh words, but that Cei’s insult had been too much for any
honorable man to endure, and so on and on.Yet when walking back up the hill toward the Hall I
kept remembering the way his eyes slid sideways from mine at the first. The mistrust was
growing. I could scarcely bridge the gap between the two factions now, and if things continued
as they were, Rhuawn and his friends would soon regard me as an enemy. Indeed, I was aware



of rumors about me circulating, conversations suddenly hushed at my approach. Only up to now
no rumors about me had been believed.As I approached the kitchens, where I would check the
arrangements for the feast to be given that night, my name was called and I found Arthur’s
second-in-command, the warleader and cavalry commander Bedwyr ap Brendan, hurrying
toward me.“My lady Gwynhwyfar!” he called again. “My lord Arthur asked me to find you. He
wishes to have a conference upon the situation in Less Britain before the feast tonight.”I
stopped, trying to order my thoughts and rearrange my plans for the afternoon. “Very well, lord,” I
said, after a moment, “but I must give some orders to the kitchens first or there will be no feast
tonight.”He nodded, smiling, and fell in step beside me. As Arthur’s warleader, Bedwyr would
naturally be at the conference as well, so he had nothing to do but wait for me.Bedwyr was a
complex man. He was Arthur’s best friend and Cei’s as well. But he was as different from Cei as
a man can be, and different from most other warriors as well. He dressed plainly, without any of
the bright colors or jewelery they love. He had very dark brown hair, brown eyes, wore his beard
close-trimmed, and his usual expression was one of quiet attention. Very little escaped his
notice. He was a Breton, from the southeast of Less Britain, of a noble, Roman-descended
family. He had had a Roman education, for the Roman ways are stronger in Gaul than in Britain,
but he had not paid much heed to it. He joined the warband of Bran, the younger son of the king
of Less Britain, who became Arthur’s ally. There he quickly gained in fame and authority, for he
was a dangerous cavalry fighter, and had the clarity of thought, the self-possession, and the
force of personality that make a leader in war. When his lord Bran crossed the sea to help Arthur
in his struggle against the kings of Britain for the purple, Bedwyr was one of his captains. But he
was wounded in the battle in which Arthur won the title, and lost his shield hand—he had since
fought with his shield strapped tightly to his arm. This brush with death had put an end to his
former ruthlessness, and he was converted to the philosophy he had read as a boy, and
intended to return to Less Britain and become a monk. Instead he met Arthur, and after one
conversation had decided that it was better to fight for God than to contemplate him in a
monastery. Some dozen warriors had followed him in swearing the oath of allegiance to Arthur,
and Lord Bran had ruefully remarked that he had come to Britain to help Arthur to a title, not to
his own best warriors. But Arthur smiled and made Bedwyr his cavalry commander.Yet even as
commander of Arthur’s cavalry, and later, when Arthur relinquished that position, as warleader,
Bedwyr had kept a philosophic detachment. He was a very good man, who had never since his
conversion had one base or cruel action reported of him, and he had a passion for honor, but
when I first met him, that seemed his only passion. I found him cold. He was never discourteous,
but he had had very little to say to me, and would not even look at me for long. After trying for
some time to be friends with him and achieving nothing, I presumed that, like many
philosophers, he had little use for women. I found this the more irritating because he was only
four years older than I, and no gray-bearded sage. I was puzzled that so many others, whom I
loved, loved him, and I began to return his coldness with an (equally courteous!) dislike.When
Medraut arrived in Camlann, however, and the quarrels began, I decided that the fortress could



not afford this quiet enmity between the emperor’s wife and his warleader, and once again set
out to be friends with him. For a long time, again, I made no progress—and then, one afternoon
over something quite trivial, Bedwyr smiled at me. His smile transformed his face in a way I had
never noticed before, perhaps because I had never received a smile from him before. The dark
eyes were warm and delighted, fixed on my face with an attention which had ceased to be quiet
and considering and had become alive, eager. Then I saw that I had been wrong all along: he
was not cold. His detachment was the protection of a proud and honorable mind against a
passionate nature. He had once been ruthless and violent, swayed by impulse, and was now
determined to trust his mind alone. And I decided that his philosophic honor had led him to avoid
women, so that he scarcely knew how to speak to them, but that he had never consciously been
an enemy to me. I began to like him then, and he had ceased to be cold and distant with me, so
that I came to love and trust him as Arthur did. It was the one good thing that came out of
Medraut’s presence at Camlann.Bedwyr waited while I gave some orders to the steward’s wife
about the feast, then escorted me out of the kitchens. “My lord Arthur must have been waiting for
us for some time now,” he commented, without anxiety. “Where were you, my lady? I expected to
find you at the storerooms; indeed, I was told you had gone there.”I sighed. “I left the storerooms
to visit Rhuawn—yes, another quarrel. With Cei!”“Ach! And will Rhuawn apologize?”“Yes. As will
Cei. But God knows how long it will last.” And I thought again of Rhuawn’s eyes slipping aside
from mine, the distrust, the suspicion.Bedwyr looked at me another moment, then said,
“And?”“And? And I am concerned for the future. Soon I will be able to coax no more apologies
from Rhuawn or from any of…his party. But for the quarrel itself, it was no worse than the other
quarrels.”“Well. And yet you look troubled, my lady, more than by the other quarrels.”I walked on
a few steps before looking at him. His eyes were on my face, waiting, “I am troubled, yes,” I told
him. “But it is a personal matter.”His expression cleared. “Your father. Forgive me. I should have
remembered and kept silent.”“Even you cannot remember everything, noble lord. There is
nothing to forgive.”“You have heard from your clan since?”He was trying to ease the grief of the
death by reminding me that I had other family, trying to be kind, and I confused him when I
stopped abruptly and clenched my hands together, struggling with myself. I was tired, I thought,
or I would not weaken like this, not be so subject to my grief and anger. There had been too
much to do in the past month, and the mood of the fortress had been so embittered that often I
had been too tense to sleep.“My lady?” Bedwyr had stopped, facing me, and was watching me
with concern.I waved him back. “I had a letter from my cousin Menw. He…we quarreled, years
ago. He is now clan chieftain. He…” I stopped, because I was ashamed that Menw had
demanded what he had, and ashamed to accuse him, my own cousin. I did not want to talk of
that letter.Bedwyr’s jaw set. He turned and began to walk on, not looking at me, and I joined him.
“You should not allow small-minded men to distress you, my lady,” he said.“More easily advised
than done, Lord Bedwyr. Like most philosophic advice.”He looked at me again, not smiling, not
distracted by my attempt to divert him. Half unwilling, I began to tell him about the letter.We
arrived at my house before I finished. The spring sun was still high, although the afternoon was



drawing on, and it fell warm and heavy upon our heads and sides. Inside the house someone
was playing a harp, and the soft sound carried clear and liquid into the silence when we stopped
and I hurriedly ended my account. Bedwyr and I looked at each other.“It was bravely done, lady,”
he said softly. “It was no doubt a most bitter thing, to accept exile from your home, but it was
bravely done. If there were time—but our lord is waiting.”Arthur was indeed waiting, sitting and
staring into the fire with his feet propped against the grate. Lord Gwalchmai ap Lot, who was to
be the emissary to Less Britain, was also there: it was he who had been playing the harp. Arthur
could not play, for harping is a noble skill not taught at monasteries such as the one where he
was raised—but he loved to listen. When Gwalchmai saw us, however, he at once set the harp
down and stood to greet us, and Arthur straightened, took his feet off the grate, and waved to us
to be seated.“My lady,” said Gwalchmai, bowing his head; then took my hand and smiled, at me,
at Bedwyr. “And Bedwyr; we thought you must have ridden clear to Ynys Witrin, so long have you
been in arriving.”“Lady Gwynhwyfar was resolving a quarrel between Rhuawn and Cei,” Bedwyr
said quietly, taking his seat on Arthur’s right.The corners of Arthur’s mouth drew down in pain
and he looked at me. “Another quarrel?”I nodded and settled wearily into my own place at the
desk, opposite Arthur. Gwalchmai resumed his seat, all smiles gone, and stared at the fire. He
knew whom the quarrel must have concerned. I watched him for a moment as he sat very dark
and still in his crimson cloak with his jeweled sword, his black eyes seeming to look through the
flames into another world, as they always did when he was troubled. He had lost weight recently.
Part of that had been in traveling—he had returned from Less Britain only the week before, and
neither that embassy nor the voyage had been an easy one. But the situation at Camlann must
have been almost unbearable for him. I longed to reach past that withdrawal and unearthliness
and ease the hurt, to mother him. But it was impossible. He was only four years younger than I
and difficult to mother. As Cei had said, he was too courteous. I must watch him suffer the enmity
his brother had raised against him, and say nothing.And it is only enmity to him, now, something
in the back of my mind added. Someday it will be enmity to me and even to Arthur. Medraut will
turn the fortress against us. And soon, it will be soon.I looked at my husband, who was waiting
for me to give an account of the quarrel. Already it hurt him as much as it hurt Gwalchmai, for he
loved the Family even more than he loved his Empire, if such a thing were possible, and the
division in it was a constant torment to him.“Cei overheard a comment Rhuawn made to one of
his friends,” I told Arthur, “and he called Rhuawn a fool because of it. Rhuawn returned the insult.
But there were no swords drawn and no blows given, and they have agreed to be
reconciled.”Arthur nodded, but his eyes were cold and bitter. “What was the comment?”I
hesitated, looking at Gwalchmai.“We will agree that I am not here,” Gwalchmai said, giving an
ironic half smile. “I never heard the comment and need fight no one because of it.”I hesitated
again—but, after all, it did concern the very problem we had come together to discuss. “He
accused you of deliberately obstructing the negotiations with Less Britain. I am sorry.”Gwalchmai
shook his head. He touched the hilt of his sword briefly, for reassurance rather than in anger,
then locked his hands together on his knees, staring once more into the fire. He felt responsible



for the quarrels and had once asked Arthur to send him away from the Family to avoid them.
Arthur had refused.“There is nothing more we can do to disprove that,” Arthur said, looking at his
warrior. “We are already sending you back to Less Britain. No one can say that I mistrust you.”
Gwalchmai nodded, looking no happier.“And the accusation will be the more firmly refuted if we
can achieve a settlement with Macsen. So, to the matter at hand.” He fixed his eyes on
Gwalchmai until the warrior looked up, smiled ruefully, and bowed his head in agreement. “Tell us
again what Macsen claims.”Macsen was the king of Less Britain, in Gaul. His kingdom was
originally colonized from Britain and was closely bound to it, subject to the same laws and
enjoying the same privileges. While Macsen’s younger brother Bran was king, all had been
peaceful, for Bran was Arthur’s ally, joining with him against most of the kings of Britain when
Arthur first claimed the purple. But Bran and his brother Macsen had long been rivals, and had
nearly come to armed conflict when their father died. Only Bran’s alliance with Arthur and
Arthur’s power had prevented that war, and won Bran the election to the kingship which Macsen
thought ought to be his. Now Bran was dead, killed in a border skirmish with the Franks the
previous autumn, and Macsen had been chosen king in his place by the royal clan of Less
Britain. He was understandably hostile to Arthur, and the whole web of law and custom that
bound Britain and Less Britain together was all under challenge.We had sent Gwalchmai as an
emissary to Macsen as soon as the weather permitted the voyage, and he had listened to
Macsen’s claims and justifications for two weeks before sailing back to consult us on the
responses we were willing to make. Gwalchmai was invaluable as an emissary: he was of royal
birth, and so must be received honorably anywhere; he had been brought up at a scheming
court and could find his way through any maze of political intrigue without difficulty; he was
literate and could speak good Latin, as well as British, Irish, and Saxon, and he was an eloquent
advocate in all four languages. None of this had been of any use with Macsen, and I could not
help suspecting, as we again plodded over Macsen’s claims and our possible responses, that
on this mission as well Gwalchmai would achieve a limited success at best. Macsen was unlikely
to risk war with us, but he would undoubtedly try every trick short of it to have his way. And if
Gwalchmai was forced to return for more consultations, the accusation against him would grow
and gain strength, and with it the question: “Why does Arthur do nothing?” and its insidious
answer: “Arthur is deceived, a fool; Arthur is partial and blind.” I shivered.The conference ended.
It was agreed that Gwalchmai would leave again for Less Britain in two days’ time, and he and
Bedwyr took their leave, allowing Arthur and me to prepare for that night’s feast. I began to take
my hair down, as it was to be a formal feast for which I must look impressive and tie my hair up
with gold. Arthur looked at me wearily.“So much for King Macsen,” he said. “Though, indeed, I
think we have no more seen the end of our troubles with him than we have of our troubles with
that fox King Maelgwn of Gwynedd. Gwynhwyfar, my heart, I am sick to death of these kings.”I
looked for my comb, found it. “Unfortunately, these kings cannot be abolished.”He snorted. “Any
attempt would abolish us instead. And they have their rights to their kingdoms.” He stood and
moved restlessly about the room, then stopped, leaning his hands on the table, and asked the



air, “What am I to do?”I knew that he was no longer thinking of Macsen of Less Britain, or of any
king. I had heard that note of pain before. More and more often over the past year he had woken
at night rigid and soaked with sweat, crying “Morgawse!” It was always Morgawse, always his
dead half-sister who filled his nightmares, and never the waking cause of them, her son
Medraut. But there was a reason for that, and he had told it to me the night he had heard that
Morgawse was dead. He had told no one else, not even Bedwyr. Gwalchmai knew, but that was
because Morgawse had been his mother as well, and Arthur had once assumed that he knew
already.“What am I to do?” Arthur asked again, turning from the wall. “I must prove things which
ought to be obvious, prove that I trust Gwalchmai, whom the worst tyrant would not suspect of
disloyalty. And if I can disprove one lie by some public gesture, disprove it without giving it the
substance that acknowledging it would give it, I am no better off, for ten more have sprung up.
And yet I cannot charge the source of them with anything, for he speaks no treason, and denies
originating the rumors with a face of perfect innocence. He uses even my questions against me.
If I could sentence him with exile! But on what charge?”“I thought we had decided to weather the
storm as well as we could,” I said.“I decided. Bedwyr agreed with me, you and Gwalchmai
disagreed. Send him to the Islands, you said, even if it does seem a criminal breach of
hospitality. But it is too late for that now. He has friends.”“He has friends.” I set the comb down; it
felt very heavy in my hand. “Nor would it be safe to send him to the Islands. His brother is…
ill.”The eldest son of Morgawse, Agravain ap Lot, king of the Orcades since his father’s death,
was in fact a broken man. His act of matricide had destroyed him, and now, by all accounts, he
was drinking himself to death. His father had had a large degree of control over Pictland and the
Western Islands as well as the Orcades, but this was slipping through Agravain’s lax fingers, and
his clan and countrymen were not pleased. To send Medraut to the Islands when they were so
ripe for intrigue would be at once dangerous to ourselves and cruel to Agravain, who had, after
all, followed Arthur and fought bravely for him for many years, and who had suffered enough
already.“Even if it were safe, I could not exile him. I have nothing to charge him with. Gwynhwyfar,
how did you know that this would happen? You warned me, the first night that he came.”I thought
of Medraut on that first night, sitting at the high table during the feast we had given to welcome
his brother, the new king Agravain. He had worn a saffron cloak, and the torchlight caught and
glowed in his fair hair. He was a beautiful young man—of average height, like his brother
Gwalchmai, strong, graceful, a fine horseman and a skilled warrior. Most of his features were like
Gwalchmai’s—or, I suppose, like Morgawse’s—the straight nose and finely molded cheekbones,
the same narrow long-fingered hands. But his wide-set gray eyes and square jaw were like
Arthur’s, and I had sensed in him the same passionate dedication I knew so well in my husband.
But the dedication, I had been sure, had been to a very different end. And even when Medraut
smiled I had been afraid.I shook my head, then rose, went over to my husband and put my arms
around him. He did not move; only his heart beat steadily against mine. “I did not know,” I
whispered into his shoulder, “I was merely afraid. I do not know why. You and Bedwyr wanted
reasons, and you were right. It would have been unjust to have condemned him untried.”“You



had reasons.” Arthur pulled away from me and sank into the chair. “You have dealt with people
enough; I ought to trust you when you say that someone is lying. And I should have listened to
Gwalchmai—he knows Medraut better than any living. But I thought he was too close to his
mother’s death to think clearly yet, and I thought you were being over-cautious and perhaps
jealous, and I determined to take the risk. I should not have. The stakes are too high.”“You
couldn’t simply have rejected him. He is your son.”Arthur flinched and looked away from me,
leaning against the table and staring at the smoke stain left by the lamp upon the wall. Medraut
was his son, born of incest committed twenty-six years before with his sister Morgawse. He had
not known, then, that she was his sister; he had not known who his father was. She was a
married woman, staying with her father the emperor while her husband fought a war in the north
of Britain. He was one of her father’s warriors, a bastard raised at a monastery, who by skill and
good luck had found himself a place in the imperial warband. She had paid attention to him,
pursued him, told him that her husband was cruel, and eventually seduced him one night after a
feast given in honor of his first victory. He had been eighteen at the time. Shortly afterward, he
had discovered that Uther was his father, and discovered from Morgawse that she had known all
along. The black horror of that discovery had ridden him ever since.Arthur had told me this when
he heard that she was dead, speaking as though he tore the story from himself like a monstrous
growth buried in his flesh. I had wept, but he had been dry-eyed, brutal with himself. “I knew what
she intended when I came out of the Hall and saw her waiting in the shadow,” he said, “and I
agreed to it. I agreed only to adultery, but that was enough, and that one instant of agreeing will
extend for the whole of my life, and, if God is just, endure for all eternity. And she is dead, now,
and I cannot confront her, cannot…escape from her.” He picked up the letter that contained the
news, stared at it, and said, quietly, so quietly I barely heard him, “Her son—our son—adored
her.”And yet, when Medraut had appeared at Camlann, he had seemed more confused than
hostile. We knew from Gwalchmai that Morgawse had told Medraut the secret of his birth, and
Gwalchmai had insisted that his brother was now Arthur’s deadly enemy. But Medraut seemed
more bewildered than anything else: very bitter against his brothers, but uncertain what to do
now that his adored mother was dead. This had given Arthur hope that we might win him over.
Gwalchmai had told us that Medraut had once been a sweet-natured child, and that they had
been very close. Gwalchmai himself had once worshipped Morgawse, but afterward broken free
of her hold on him. Arthur had hoped that Medraut might do the same. Perhaps he had even
hoped to confront and escape the shadow of Morgawse through her son. At any rate, he had
given Medraut a place at Camlann. And I could not blame him for hungering for this child of his
enemy, this golden youth. I had given him no son, no child at all. There might even be some truth
in his idea that I had feared Medraut because I was jealous of him. I could not believe it was so,
but on such a matter I might easily lie to myself. Arthur’s enemy had given him a son out of
hatred, while I, who would have given up my eyes and hearing to bear a child, I was barren.I sat
on the edge of the table and caught Arthur’s hand, held it in both of mine. My heart ached again
for him, and I was very weary. “My own,” I said, “we have decided to try to weather this storm. We



have endured worse. Do not torture yourself with it.”“There will be fights soon. My men may
begin to kill each other over Medraut. What am I to do then?”I did not know. I could only hold his
hand and press it until his dark reverie was troubled and he turned to look at me again. Then I
kissed his hand, and kissed the ring on his finger, the signet carved with the imperial dragon.He
gave a deep sigh, and the tense muscles relaxed a little. He reached out and stroked my hair
back from my face. “My white hart,” he said. “Yes, we may yet survive it. All may yet be well.” He
rose, kissed me, and added, “But now there is that feast for the emissaries. We must prepare for
it.”I nodded and went back to combing my hair. I felt as exhausted as though I had spent the
entire day journeying, and that on bad roads.
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Arthurian Tapestry, “Has a permanent place on my Arthurian shelves.. When I started the "Down
the Long Wind" trilogy, I would have placed it as one of those series that proves rewarding after
one has gotten through the other modern Arthurian classics such as those by Mary Stewart and
Rosemary Sutcliffe (to mention only two). But, having complete the last book in the series, I
place Bradshaw right up there on the first tier. "In Winter's Shadow" is an Arthurian novel that
stands out among the very best I have read. At first, I was put off by the choice of yet another
point of view; I wanted the the story of Gwalchmai to continue and that of his humble servant
Ryhs. Besides, there have been numerous third rate retellings of the story of Guenevere (here in
this novel Gwynhwyfar) and it is Gwynhwyfar who now narrates the novel. Did we really need to
go this route, after the first two wonderful novels? Yet, I need not have worried; the story of
Gwalchmai and the cast we have met in the previous novels are all here and their story
continues.Bradshaw delivers not only the tragic but satisfying conclusion to the legend of
Gawain, but manages to present us with an entirely believable Gwynhwyfar. This is thus far the
most endearing, vulnerable, and frustrating Gwynhwyfar that I have read in any source to date.
The novel had classic Arthurian characters, including Medraut-Mordred, move me in ways that
other works did not achieve. This a novel about forking paths and how each act may lead
irrevocably to another, but how in the end these characters face their destiny (Bradshaw stays
faithful to the major structure of the Arthurian tragedy while still delivering a few surprises), and
she does follow Mary Stewart's casting of Bedwr into the role of Lancelot—I'm not sure if any
other writers have done the same.Gwalchmai has a bit of the vengeful Malory touch, but it is
difficult not to feel his pain, in light of the tragedy that he faces, and this is cemented in his
statement, "...the laws promote justice to those who have been wronged, and to obtain justice in
such a cause I would go to the ends of the earth; I would take no blood-price, and spare no life in
the world for pleading or claims upon me." More of this, I will not say, but I have always found
that the best Arthurian retellings are those that do not skew to the ennobling or preference of
one character at the expense of all the other characters. This is a very human and grey
novel.This novel accentuates the conflict by looking at it from sympathetically from characters on
all sides of the conflict. The story of Arthur, Gwalchmai, and Gwynhwyfar comes to that end that
we have all come to expect from the legend, but how she gets us there is utterly enthralling.Of
course the Mordred figure is the villain, but Bradshaw reminds us how he became one and gives
us a surprise at the end.This is a series that now sits proudly in my Arthurian library in hardcover
editions (some of the paperbacks suffer from some horrible artwork choices). I also switched
between Kindle and Audible editions of these books and will do so again in the future. The
audible narration by Nicole Quinn is first rate with very few technical glitches (such as the
repeating of a phrase here and there).”

Tara, “A must read. I first read this trilogy after finding the books on my parents' book shelf as a



kid and I have love them ever since. I have gifted copies of the trilogy to many people because I
truly think more people should read these books.”

Bard of Calandra, “The Bitter End. I first read the Gwalchmai trilogy when it came out in
paperback--the first time--and I wanted it for my Kindle so I could read it again without fetching
down the hardcovers from a high shelf. And then I couldn't stop reading.I have to admit, both
times I have read this book, I have hated Gwenhwyfar by the time I was halfway through. And
loved and respected her by the book's ending. She makes the downfall of Camelot something
more than passion indulged, a tragedy of the unavoidable rather than a betrayal. And I am so
very, very glad that Gwalchmai was able to know his son. He deserved it. It's just sad that there's
no way the Arthurian story ever gets a happily ever after ending. (Yes, I cried. Again.)”

Ebook Library Reader, “Awakens the time of King Arthur. Third book in a trilogy (Hawk of May,
Kindom of Summer, In Winter's Shadow).Draws us into the lives of various people during the
reign of King Arthur.  Each book is told by Gawain, his servant, and the Empress.”

whyibother, “luckinoz. It has been almost 25years since i picked up the second book in this
series and must say that i enjoyed it more this time round.Gillian Bradshaw has taken the ages
old tale of Arthur and his knights and added a new dimension, one which happily combines
history and fantasy very well. In this tale the story is taken from the point of view of a farmer
turned servant,Rhys. The adventures, political intrigue and mystical confrontations are handled
with skill.Gillian Bradshaw decidedly shows her ability to handle such a story with skill and a
refreshing outlook. anyone reading this and the other books in the series will not be
disappointed.”

Julian P. Huff, “Excellent book!. This is a GREAT take on the Arthurian legends, centering on the
knight I believe normally called 'Sir Gawain' but in this series is known by the old Celtic name of
"Gwalchmai" (Hawk of May). This is the final book of the series. Be sure to read the first book-
'Hawk of May' before reading this and then check out the second book of the series "Kingdom of
Summer"”

Ebook Library Reader, “Trilogy is my favorite Arthurian epic.. Gillian Bradshaw is the greatest
historical novel author.”

Annie C., “Good reading. This book is very interesting and carries the readers interest
throughout.  The story is very compelling and it is hard to put down.”

A. Crockett, “King Arthur retelling.... We all know the story in its various versions, no Lancelot in
this one, Bedwyr takes the role of the Queen’s lover as in the earlier versions of the tale. Arthur
dies at the end as expected his body never found....Very well told from Guinevere’s POV.”



A. Morgan, “How it might have been.. Cleverly told story introducing a different perspective on
the Arthur and Guinevere relationship and much more realistic and believable as a result. The
characters are well rounded with their faults and flaws more prominent than in many chivalric
versions.  The tormented Bedwyr is particularly well described.”

KEVIN B., “Brilliant depiction of Arthurian Britain. Brilliant depiction of Arthurian Britain.
Characters very engaging and well drawn. The story is told from 3 different characters point of
view and is very well written”

The book by Gillian Bradshaw has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 42 people have provided feedback.
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