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David is the King of England, a time traveler, and married to Lili, who is also Ieuan’s sister; they are parents of Arthur and Alexander.

Anna, along with her brother, David, first comes to Earth Two in Footsteps in Time. She is married to Math, and they are parents of Cadell, Bran, and Rhiannon.

Meg marries Llywelyn, King of Wales in Daughter of Time. They are parents of David, Anna, Gwenllian, Padrig, and Elisa.

Bronwen first appears in Prince of Time as an archaeology graduate student. She is married to Ieuan, who starts out as the captain of David’s guard. They are parents of Catrin, Cadwaladr, and Gweneth.

Callum arrives in Earth Two on the heels (literally) of Meg, Llywelyn, and Goronwy in Children of Time. In Exiles in Time, he meets Cassie, another twenty-firster, who was stranded in the Middle Ages by Meg’s plane in Winds of Time. They return to Avalon in Castaways in Time where Cassie joins MI-5. They are parents of Gareth.

Rachel arrives initially with Anna and Meg on the Cardiff Bus in Ashes of Time. She is a physician and married to Darren, who is a former MI-5 agent. They are parents of Esther.

Abraham is Rachel’s father and a physician in David’s court. He arrives in Earth Two in Guardians of Time.

Michael is David’s bodyguard from Champions of Time and married to Livia, a former MI-5 agent. They arrive in Earth Two in Refuge in Time and are parents of Arya.

Christopher is David’s cousin. He travels to Earth Two in his car in Masters of Time, after which he becomes known as the Hero of Westminster. The rest of his family comes to Earth Two in Shades of Time: Ted, Elisa, and Elen. He is married to Isabelle, daughter of Matthew Norris, the Master of the Paris Temple.

Huw is a boy when we first meet him in Footsteps in Time when David is abducted. He has been a loyal companion ever since.

William de Bohun is heir to the Earldom of Hereford and has been part of David’s court since Crossroads in Time. He is famous for saying you’ve got to be kidding me! He meets his wife, Daisy, former Princess of England, in Hidden in Time.

Robbie in Avalon grows up to be Robert the Bruce, King of Scots. We first meet him in Exiles in Time as one of the Bruce men (all named Robert). At the time, Bronwen dubs him Baby Bruce. 

Thomas Hartley was first encountered by Meg in Winds of Time at Hadrian’s Wall. David meets him again at Carlisle Castle, and then again in Masters of Time, by which point he has become a Templar.

Henri – Templar, spy, and close confidant, Henri rides with David in his journey across France in Masters of Time. 







Other companions

Aaron – Jewish physician first introduced in Footsteps in Time.

Jacob – Liaison with the Paris synagogue (from Unbroken in Time)


Boniface – The Pope

Amaury de Montfort – Master of the Templar commandery in Rouen

Philippe – King of France

Louis – Philippe’s grandfather (deceased)

John “Primus” - Duke of Brabant, also known as Johnny

John “Secundus” – Count of Zeeland and Holland, also known as Zee

Guy (Gwijde in Flemish) – Count of Flanders; Johnny and Zee’s grandfather

Robert – Guy’s eldest son and heir

Ari – Mossad agent

Samantha (Sam) – Bangor Institute member, mechanic 

Birdy – Bangor Institute member, historian and linguist







Avalonian Zeelanders

Marie

Jos

Paul

Arne
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A Quick Recap of How We Got Here...
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The previous book in the After Cilmeri series, Legacy of Time, opens at a martial tournament at Carew Castle. In the midst of the festivities, David has an allergic reaction to walnuts and travels with Lili to Avalon, where they encounter difficulties, to say the least, though they are also aided by many people along the way. 

Ultimately, they are able to journey to Seattle, where David and Lili speak before the United Nations and the world. Chad Treadman’s Bangor Institute is instrumental in facilitating their return to Earth Two. At the last moment, however, the helicopter in which they are traveling is hijacked by a rogue group of Zeelanders.

In short (very short!), Zeeland, spelled with two ees, sits on the west coast of Europe, part of a river delta system. Over time, its inhabitants reclaimed the land from the sea (thus, Zeeland/Sealand), building dykes that ultimately connected what had been separate islands. Politically, it was conquered by Danes around the time they sacked Paris in 845 AD. Zeeland then went back and forth between various foreign powers for centuries, until finally being incorporated into the Netherlands.

Since David was last in Avalon two years ago, knowledge of the changes he and his family and friends have made in Earth Two have been widely disseminated. In Legacy of Time, when David and Lili arrive in Avalon, they learn that dozens of rebel and splinter groups throughout the world have increased their activities and unrest because of it. For the Zeelanders, while they know changing Earth Two's history won’t change Avalon's, they want to do for "their" people in Earth Two what David has done for Wales. 

Legacy of Time ends with the arrival of the helicopter back at the tournament grounds, right before the final archery contest is set to begin. Cassie kills the lead hijacker with an arrow, another turns out to be a Mossad agent who had infiltrated the hijackers’ organization, and the rest of the hijackers are subdued. 

David now has to deal with a new collection of Avalonians in Earth Two, many of whom he would definitely have preferred had stayed at home.

Even worse, it isn’t only the modern Zeelanders causing trouble ...
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Chapter One
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Seattle, Washington State, USA

22 September 2025

Lili

––––––––
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Lili was still recovering from yesterday. First had come the massive accident (that wasn’t an accident) when a giant truck had smashed into their RV; she and Dafydd had then fled through the streets of Seattle; and finally, they’d both spoken at the arena in front of what Chad assured her was the entire world. It was all a bit much to process. Dafydd was doing a good job pretending he wasn’t feeling it, but they’d been married long enough, and been through enough, for her to know he was hanging on by a thread too.

For that reason, she had left the arrangements for how they were going to travel from Avalon to Earth Two to Dafydd and Chad. Leaving in a helicopter seemed as reasonable a prospect as any, especially because Dafydd assured her it could be refueled in Earth Two. They were also carrying what her husband described as a ton of cargo. 

All of a sudden, however, Lili wasn’t so sure they shouldn’t have taken matters into their own hands and simply jumped off the roof of their hotel. She had been looking out the window of the helicopter, waiting patiently, even though her heart wouldn’t stop thumping uncontrollably at what was to come, when she saw a giant truck drive into the airport, right through the metal fence. 

As she tugged on Dafydd’s sleeve, trying to come up with something more coherent to say than was that supposed to happen? a second truck followed after the first, bumping right over the fence which was now lying flat on the ground. Then the airport’s refueling truck pulled to a stop between the helicopter and the downed fence, blocking Lili’s view. She leaned back in her seat, confused and deciding she had obviously misunderstood what was supposed to happen. It wouldn’t be the first time since her arrival in Avalon. 

Dafydd, meanwhile, had remained focused on the conversation in his headset, which Lili could hear too. Marie, the FBI helicopter pilot, had been explaining why they hadn’t taken off yet.

“Do you hear that?” Dafydd leaned forward, frowning and intent. 

“That isn’t the blades.” This was from Birdy. She and Samantha, the co-pilot, were coming with them as representatives of Chad’s Bangor Institute. “Let’s go! What are we waiting for?”

“This is an aircraft like any other.” Marie’s voice implied impatience. “I can’t just take off without authorization.”

Even as she spoke, Chad began shouting at them through their headsets, “Go! Go! Go!”

And then came a noise even Lili recognized as gunfire. The refueling truck disappeared in a whoosh of flames, and the two helicopters that were supposed to be accompanying them to Mount Rainier, both of which had been hovering above the ground, crashed back to earth.

“Give me a minute!” Marie kept pressing buttons and speaking urgently into her microphone, words Lili wasn’t receiving.

Because Lili had returned to watching out the window, she saw the men in black coming towards them before they reached the helicopter and slid open the door. She had a brief hope these were Chad’s people, since they were dressed very similarly to his, but then the first man to enter pointed his gun at Marie’s head and ordered her to take off.

A second said to Dafydd, in a heavy accent Lili couldn’t place, “At long last, you will do as you are told.” 

Lili had no idea what that meant. She was endeavoring to breathe without choking, less because she was so afraid of these men (which she was) than because she didn’t want to distract Dafydd from negotiating. There was a time for her to speak, as she had done in the arena last night, and there was a time to be silent. 

Marie finally put the helicopter in the air, following the same flight path Dafydd and Chad had worked out. The windows on the sides and front were large, so Lili could see the city laid out beneath them and the mountain up ahead. 

“Are you okay?” Chad spoke softly into their ears.

Dafydd was the one to reply. “For now. Are you?”

Rather than answering the question, Chad said, “They came in force in two armored personnel carriers, right through the airport fence. I’m sorry; I let you down.”

That was what Lili had seen. In the past, there had been heavy criticism of Dafydd because his traveling might rend the universe asunder. These men could have been at the airport to stop him from going to Earth Two by disabling the helicopter. If Lili had known more about the way things were supposed to have gone, maybe she could have found the words to give a warning. Not that it may have made any difference, since Marie hadn’t been able to lift off soon enough anyway. 

“You didn’t,” Dafydd said. “We’ll be okay.”

The leader of the hijackers finally noticed him talking and shoved his gun towards Dafydd’s chest. “Who is that? What are you saying?”

“Why are you doing this?” Dafydd looked up at him, as calm as could be. Lili’s hand was in his, so she could feel the tenseness in his grip, but he didn’t let his fear show. He had been in dangerous situations before, though perhaps none more so than in this moment. 

“You know why.” 

“I genuinely don’t.” 

“You have abandoned our people to their fate.”

“I don’t know who your people are.”

“We are Zeelanders.”

Lili gaped at him, but Dafydd managed to say, “I’m the King of England, not the Duke of Flanders.”

The man put his face right into Dafydd’s. “You abandoned us! Why do your people get to be free, and ours don’t?” He spoke like John Primus and John Secundus might have, as if the war against France had just happened instead of occurring seven hundred and twenty-eight years ago. 

“If the people of Zeeland petitioned for help, I would always listen. But they did not.”

“The men of Zeeland do not beg!” 

“Coming up on the mountain now, sir,” Marie said.

All five hijackers turned to look out the front window, and Dafydd took their moment of inattention to whisper to Lili. “Don’t look at the mountain, cariad. Look at me.”

“I want to see it.” 

This time, when the darkness came, that held breath of nothingness, Dafydd wrapped his arms around her. She barely remembered traveling the other way, when they’d gone to Avalon, since she’d been so terrified about Dafydd dying and had her arms wrapped around him. That journey had felt quicker and hadn’t sucked the air from her lungs as this one did. The lights within the helicopter dimmed and, more tellingly, they could no longer hear Chad’s voice.

They burst out of the darkness into a sunny afternoon in Wales, soaring over Carew Castle and the tournament grounds. 

They were home!

Immediately, Dafydd brought her back to the urgency of the moment. “If they wanted to kill us, they would have done it already.” He meant to be reassuring, she knew, but sometimes her husband could be a little too practical.

Her own jaw felt tight in reply. “That doesn’t mean they can’t murder half the people in the stands if they oppose them.”

“Their guns aren’t the advantage they think they are.” 

The lead hijacker ordered Marie towards the grassy space in front of the archery targets, saying, “Many people are here. Good. You may land us now. They must see our power and that we have their king.”

“You don’t need your guns,” Dafydd said softly. “Please put them away.”

The lead hijacker looked at him with disdain. “Do you think me a fool?”

“If you come out with guns, my people will shoot you.” 

The man sneered his reply. “Arrows and swords are no match for our weapons.”

“They have spears too. And, eventually, you are going to run out of bullets.” 

“We have enough for this.”

The helicopter landed in the grass, and the leader motioned for the hijacker nearest the door to open it. Once he’d done so, that man pressed in close to Dafydd and Lili to allow the others to exit the helicopter in front of him. 

Hardly three breaths later, the lead hijacker was killed by an arrow to the throat. A barrage of arrows followed. All of a sudden, the other hijackers were down too, their armor not protecting them the way they expected, and their weapons useless against so many. Dafydd’s people converged on them from every direction.

Seeing it, the last hijacker pointed his gun at the back of Marie’s head. “You too.” 

“Me?” Marie’s voice went high. “I don’t know what—”

The hijacker cut her off with a bark. “You’re one of them, a Zeelander. I have no qualms about shooting a woman, so cooperate, or we’re going to be cleaning your brains off the controls.”

Marie’s hands flew into the air. The co-pilot, Samantha, had her hands up too, and her eyes were wide. Birdy sat like a statue in her seat. Lili herself was barely breathing.

To Dafydd, the man said, “I have been embedded with the Zeelanders for nearly two years, ever since we first got wind of their plan to abduct you and force you to bring them here. We couldn’t allow it, of course, not with what you have done for our people.” Then he pulled out one of the confiscated guns he’d secreted in his gear and handed it hilt-first to Birdy. Indicating Marie with the barrel of his own gun, he said, “Shoot her if she moves. She may look pretty, but she’s as bad as the rest of them.”

The hijacker-turned-ally then removed his helmet, revealing a face as intent as Lili had ever seen in her life. “My apologies for any inconvenience this operation has caused you or your wife.” He put a hand to his chest. “If I may introduce myself, I am Ari Cohen, Mossad.”

Just like that, the threat was over. Within a few minutes, Lili was able to hold her sons. She cried as she hugged Bronwen, who’d looked after them like they were her own. 

And then, at long last, in the quiet of their bedchamber, with their children asleep, she and Dafydd were finally able to hold each other properly. 

“So that was Avalon, cariad.” Dafydd rested his forehead against hers. “Fun, huh?”

He’d found exactly the right thing to say, as he so often did. Instead of the tears of earlier, at last Lili was able to laugh. 
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Chapter Two
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Carew Castle

22 September 1297

David

––––––––
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They’d put the four remaining hijackers in a tent on the north side of the River Carew, deliberately some distance from the castle and tournament grounds, with guards to prevent their escape. Two of them were wounded, one quite badly with an arrow to his upper thigh very close to his femoral artery. He wasn’t going anywhere for a while. The helicopter was in the next field over, also guarded, though mostly to keep gawkers away. 

David himself was still vibrating from the events of the day. He kept hearing Chad’s Go! Go! Go! in his head. Lili had sought solace in tears, and then laughter. If only he could have done the same. He still might. But not yet. 

“I’m going to let Ari take the lead.” Callum spoke in an undertone to David. They were walking towards the prison tent, Ari and Livia just ahead. The beautiful day had turned into a cloud-covered night, and a few drops of rain had just fallen on their heads. “He knows their strengths and weaknesses. They won’t be able to lie to him as easily as to me.”

Not wanting Ari to overhear, David slowed his pace. “Are you sure? He’s Mossad! You’ve told me stories—” He broke off, not quite sure how to continue the thought. 

Over the course of fifteen years traveling back and forth between Avalon and Earth Two, David had accumulated a number of former spies as companions. Callum, Cassie, Darren, Livia, and Mark had all been MI-5 agents. He’d interacted with their bosses enough to feel at times he knew MI-5. He might even occasionally trust them. He’d never had a good run-in with the CIA, and, among the clandestine agencies, Mossad was known to be the most ruthless. 

“He was pleased to be asked,” Callum said.

David glanced ahead. Without his riot gear, Ari proved to be tall and slender, with dark eyes and dark curly hair cut close to his head. “If I were he, I would be too. I’m just not sure what to do with him, anymore than I know what to do with our prisoners. I shouldn’t have suggested there was any chance they could have a role in forging an independent Zeeland. It was a mistake.”

“You don’t make very many of them, and, as mistakes go, it was pretty minor,” Callum said. “Few heard you say it. The fight was already over. If anything, it was clever of you to imply there was still some hope of getting what they want. They might be more likely to talk if they think we could become their ally.”

“It’s true I’d love to put them to use rather than keeping them imprisoned. It feels like a waste, especially when self-determination for Zeeland is actually a laudable goal. At the same time, sic’ing the four of them on Europe is probably the worst idea possible.”

With that, they arrived at the guard post outside the tent. Livia and Ari had paused to wait for them, and David put out a hand to Ari, not yet ready to set him loose. Though Ari claimed to be on his side, David still wasn’t quite sure what that meant to him. “What more do we need to know about them before we begin? You were with them for two years. There must be something else you can tell us.”

Ari spread his hands wide. “As I’ve said, they are true believers.” Suddenly, his accent was identical to David’s.

In the pause that followed, David barked a laugh. “So, you’re American now?” 

Ari wasn’t the least bit apologetic. “I was born in the United States. Over the years, I split my time between there and Israel. My accent is adaptable, let’s just say. I’m more comfortable speaking to you this way.”

“Ooo-kay,” David dragged out the word. Of all the things he needed to be concerned about in this moment, Ari’s accent was at the bottom of the list. “Let’s start with who they are.”

“Marie, the pilot, you know. Otherwise, we have Jos, Paul, and Arne. Arne is the one with the most serious wound.”

“Why did Mossad choose you for this mission?” Livia said. 

Ari wet his lips, looking at each of them in turn. 

Having spent so much time with spies, David understood his hesitancy. But while Ari’s longstanding impulse might be to say as little as possible, David had no patience with it tonight. “We need to know what you know.”

“Mossad monitors terrorist organizations around the world; I was on the European desk, with a particular focus on the Netherlands. I flagged the ZR’s crusade early on, as soon as we began noting elevated chatter from them. But since we hadn’t caught the expected conversations directed against Israel, at first the directive was to swipe left, so to speak.”

“ZR?” David asked. 

“The Zeelandic Revolution. It’s what they call themselves.”

ZR was almost as good a nickname as what Bronwen had dubbed them over dinner: the AZs, for Avalonian Zeelanders. By the time they’d adjourned for the night, everyone was using it, even John Primus and John Secundus.

At David’s nod, Ari continued. “But then we realized what their code was about, namely you and Earth Two. Even at that early stage, a plot against you, sire, could not be ignored. I was sent to infiltrate their ranks.”

“What’s their funding?” Callum said.

“I never discovered it.” For the first time, Ari looked uncertain, as if he couldn’t believe he’d poured forth like that. 

David reminded himself it could be an act. He was infiltrating David’s court now instead of the ZR. “Go on.”

Ari complied, even if against his better judgment. “Having always been good with accents, I set about working my way up their ranks. When I started, my Dutch, Flemish, and French were at native level. I added Zeelandic immediately. The ZR were desperate for expertise, and I had a rock-solid backstory. They were few in number to begin with, but they ramped up quickly. Mossad wanted their funder almost more than it wanted to stop them. I failed in that mission too. This is ... all on me.”

Livia gave a little tsk. “Surely not entirely.” 

Ari’s eyes were back on David’s. “A week ago, I was sitting in a café in Bruges, thinking it still might be possible to undermine the ZR in some real way. Then you and Lili arrived in Oregon, and the entire organization swung into action for real. By that time, I was fully embedded, with no ability to contact anyone on the outside. I had to choose between blowing my cover on the chance of stopping them, and likely being killed in the process, or sticking with them and hoping I could find a way to make them fail. In the end, all I could do was mitigate the damage. They were going to Earth Two, so I was going with them.”

“What was their plan once they got here?” Livia asked. “They couldn’t have thought they could free Zeeland simply by wishing it!”

“I was never told that part.”

“Did they think their modern weapons were all they needed?” David said.

“You have to remember, what training they’ve had has been more of the insurgent or revolutionary kind rather than with a real military. Franc was the leader, but he’s dead. Jos acts like he is a superb marksman, but in comparison he’s a crap shot and a worse thinker. None of that would matter if he had his weapon trained on your wife and sons, sire. Regardless, they miscalculated.”

“Okay,” David said, accepting that Ari had told them what he could for now. “Let’s see what they have to say for themselves.”

The tent was twenty feet on a side, with a high enough ceiling to allow even the tallest of men to stand to his full height. It was certainly spacious enough to house the four surviving AZs and their guards, along with a few medical supplies.

Livia pulled up a chair next to Marie and Jos, who each sat upright on their separate beds, wrists chained to the posts and feet tied at the ankles. It had to be uncomfortable, but so would have been the other option: a stone cell in one of the castle tower basements, accessed by a trapdoor. 

For his part, David leaned as casually as he could against a tent pole, while Callum stayed near the door, his arms folded across his chest. 

Ari didn’t begin with Marie. He’d said she was as tough as nails and wouldn’t talk. He went instead to Arne, at whom David had been looking when he’d suggested they might find a use for the AZs. 

“You’re a traitor.” Arne spoke before Ari could, indicating Ari might have been right in his choice to start with him.

“I’m Mossad, which means I am most certainly not a traitor.” He gestured towards David. “They want to know why you hijacked the helicopter.”

“They know why.”

“They want to hear it again.”

Arne sneered, but didn’t answer.

Paul was the other injured man, wounded in his upper arm, and he spoke from the next bed. “Just tell them Arne. This is foolish stubbornness.” And then, when Arne still didn’t speak, he added, “We are here on behalf of the people of Zeeland.”

“We understand that,” Ari said. “What does that mean to you?”

“We’re going to free them from their oppressors.”

“Which are who? Right now Zeeland is ruled by the Count of Zeeland. His name’s John and he’s thirteen years old. And here, by the way.”

Jos waved a hand. “He is nothing. France is the problem. Their defeat of Flanders was the beginning of the end for Zeeland.”

That’s what David had assumed, and it was good to have it confirmed. He had first mentioned the French to Arne when he’d been on the ground at the archery grounds. Franc himself had never specifically named his primary enemy. But then, from the start he’d assumed David knew what he was talking about.

“Again, how do you accomplish that practically?” Ari said. “There’s four of you. What could you do against the entire French army?”

“We thought we had six.” Jos spoke from his bed, unforgiving of Ari’s betrayal and Franc’s death.

“We didn’t have to destroy the army.” Arne appeared to have had enough with tip-toeing around the main issue. “All we have to do is kill one man, Philippe, the King of France.”

David felt like heaving a great sigh. Given King Philippe's expansionist policies, he could see why the AZs had singled him out as their target. If they could stop him now, maybe the domino effect of conquest and dependence over the next several hundred years wouldn’t happen. The entire history of Europe hinged on Philippe’s actions. He was the big bad of this era. 

“And how are you going to do that?” When neither Arne nor Paul answered, Ari prodded them a bit more. “Help yourself out here. Give me something.”

But no amount of querying on Ari’s part would get any of them to elaborate. Finally, he backed away and came over to where David was standing. “Sorry. They don’t like me anymore.”

It had to be nearly midnight by now, and David wasn’t the only one who was exhausted. The shadows under Livia’s eyes had merely grown larger as the evening had progressed. He didn’t feel done yet, however. Instead of calling it a night, he pushed off from the pole and came closer to Paul’s bed. “Let’s say everything happened the way you hoped. You arrive in Earth Two. I’m your captive. What’s next?”

The look on Paul’s face indicated an internal struggle. He wanted to speak. David waited, hoping that instinct would win out. When none of Paul’s companions told him to keep his mouth shut, he eventually opened it. “You would have joined us. You half-promised us aid already, even after we took over your helicopter!”

“That was after my people killed your leader and freed me. If all had gone well for you, I’d still be your captive.” 

“As would your wife.” Arne spoke again, seemingly unable to restrain himself. “Either you joined us on your own accord, or you joined us because you wanted your family to live.”

David had to work very hard to keep his expression bland. “And if I still refused?”

“You wouldn’t have.” This was from Marie, speaking for the first time and no longer maintaining even a thin guise of innocence. “Every one of your people would do as we demanded. Their sympathies—and yours—lie with Zeeland anyway. That’s been obvious to everyone. Look how you’ve behaved since we got here. We took you captive, and still you suggested—what was the phrasing?—you could find a use for us? Nobody would have been surprised if you decided to ally with Count Guy of Flanders. We already know that King Edward did in Avalon.”

She said Guy’s name the Flemish way, which was Gwijde. 

“He didn’t win,” David said.

“He gave up!” Paul shifted on his bed in his agitation. He, of all of them, still had hope that David could be convinced. “With you beside us, we would win. We can still win!”

Or not, David felt like saying, in mimicry of Ari, back in the field.

He stepped away, feeling more confident in his decision to deny the AZs their freedom. As Ari had said, they’d miscalculated. While David would prefer a free Zeeland and to curb Philippe’s territorial ambitions, he could never condone the murder of a head of state. 

The AZs weren’t here to spark a revolution by providing the people with tools to throw off the yoke of oppression, as David had always worked to do. They intended to literally cut off the head of their enemy and hope the end result was the one they wanted. 
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Chapter Three
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23 September 1297

Johnny (John Primus, Duke of Brabant)

––––––––
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Since midnight, Johnny’s heart had been pounding out of his chest, starting from the moment he and Zee had made the decision to release the Avalonian prisoners, and continuing up to this very hour, the first murky light of dawn. Zee was the affectionate name for Johnny’s cousin, to distinguish him from Johnny himself, since their given names were both John. Zee came from the fact that, even at thirteen years old, he was the Count of Zeeland. 

It was also raining hard, the wind gusting so forcefully at times it was like it was raining upwards. Johnny had abandoned the idea of keeping a hood on his head, which meant he kept having to wipe rainwater from his eyes. 

He also kept telling himself to settle down, that nothing good would come from having hands so sweaty that if he tried to hold his sword he would likely drop it. The rain was bad enough. He needed the sword. Or would in a moment. 

“The new guards are on their way.” Hans, Johnny’s captain, who’d served Johnny’s father before his death, crouched beside him behind the wall that demarcated this particular field. The prison tent was fifty yards away. They’d counted a total of eight guards: two in the field by the helicopter, two inside with the prisoners, and four set around the perimeter of the tent. By this point in their shift, those out in the elements were sleepy, hungry, and very, very wet. “We’ll let them get settled, and then we’ll go in.”

“Where’s the king?” Johnny asked, knowing that David had been among those interrogating the prisoners until midnight. 

“He’s awake again, but meeting with his family in a tent in the festival grounds. That puts him, Ieuan, and Math out of it. With the rain coming down this hard, they won’t notice a thing.” 

It had been on Hans’ advice that they had waited until dawn to free the prisoners instead of moving while it was still full dark. They had to see, and they couldn’t risk torches. It was better not to rush. And this way, they could take advantage of the miserable state of the guards, using their lack of attention as a cover to move into place and make sure everything was set before they began. 

Once the interrogators had retired for the night, Johnny had ordered his people to begin slipping out of their encampment. They were to leave behind all but the most necessary of their possessions and head to England as quickly as possible. With the tents intact, once dawn came, it would look to the casual observer as if all was quiet because everyone was still asleep. For the rest, between him and Zee, they had twenty soldiers in their company. Like Hans, these men were seasoned. Johnny and Zee had inherited them from their fathers along with their titles.

Voices came down the path from the castle. Before their replacements even came into view, the guards around the tent left their posts and the two inside the tent came out. As Hans had presumed, they were looking forward to their beds.

Two of the newly arrived guards, who appeared still to be buckling on their gear, disappeared inside the tent. Two more set out towards the helicopter, in the opposite direction from where Johnny crouched with his men. Zee’s force was hidden in that direction, which meant Johnny had a count of ten, maybe less, before engagement.

During Johnny’s last few breaths of preparation, the skies opened up even more, like the heavens were dumping buckets instead of raindrops on the earth. The new guards hunched their shoulders in their cloaks, hoods pulled down low over their eyes. It kept their faces dryer, but it also limited their field of vision.

That was a signal to move if there ever was one. Johnny stood up. Then, all around the perimeter of the field, his men began moving purposefully towards their prey. In the time it took for the guards to push back their hoods, wipe the rain from their eyes, register what they were seeing, and finally reach for their weapons, Johnny’s men were upon them. Twenty-two to six (not including the men inside the tent) meant each guard faced at least three men and some four. About half were tackled to the ground before they realized what had hit them. Those who fought were soon convinced of the wisdom of surrender. 

None were killed, as tempting as that might be to ensure continued silence and lack of resistance. Johnny had given strict orders. They were freeing the prisoners, not starting a war with England. 

He and Zee had come to Carew Castle with high hopes—too high, in truth. While David had made it clear from the start that he sympathized with their cause, he was also not willing to send men across the English Channel on Flanders’ behalf, much less lead them himself. Their decisive defeat by the French at Bruges showed him how fruitless their quest for freedom was. And really, could Johnny blame him? 

Flanders was an important trading partner but, in recent years, England had started processing more of its own wool. They didn’t need the workshops of Europe quite as much as they once had. David certainly didn’t want to lose men and money in a war he didn’t think he could win.

But without England, Flanders couldn’t hope to get the best of France. They needed England’s men, its expertise, and its weaponry. At the time, Johnny had been thinking in terms of the Welsh archers David could employ on Flanders’ behalf.

He was thinking much bigger now.

The rain wasn’t enough to completely mask all the activity, and one of the guards posted within the tent poked out his head to check what was happening in the field. He saw Johnny first and recognized him. “My lord—”

At which point Hans yanked him out of the doorway and put a knife to his throat. 

“Call your companion to come out here,” Johnny said in French, assuming a guard from Carew Castle would understand the language.

Johnny could see in the man’s eyes that he didn’t want to comply, but since all around him his friends were being gagged and tied—not killed—after a pause he did as he was bid. “Ralph.” He projected his voice back into the tent. “I need your help with something.”

Ralph was there almost immediately. “Help with what—”

Faced with a companion with a knife to his throat, Ralph had no choice but to submit too. Soon, all the guards had their hands tied behind their backs and gags in their mouths.

Johnny ducked inside the tent to find the four Avalonian Zeelanders, or AZs as Bronwen had dubbed them, staring at him.

“I am Duke John of Brabant. My cousin, the Count of Zeeland, and I thought it was high time we were properly introduced.”
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Chapter Four
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23 September 1297

Samantha (Sam)

––––––––
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A half-hour earlier ...

“I’m scared.”

The moment Sam said those words out loud to the ceiling of her canvas tent, the view of which wasn’t any more edifying now than it had been when she’d woken twenty minutes earlier, she felt better. She’d been raised to face hard truths and not shirk from what was right in front of her. She could hear her grandmother, even now, saying: “I’m sorry you’re having a hard time, but this was your choice, so you’d be better off just getting on with it.”

But what was it, exactly, in this instance? 

Since it was still dark out, Sam had given herself thirty minutes to lie here, her brain and heart going a hundred miles an hour as they had for much of the night. They’d put Sam in her own tent, without even Birdy to share with her. Initially, Sam had seen the gesture as one of profound trust. She had come to Earth Two in good faith, and even with all that had happened at the airfield and then the tournament grounds, they weren’t lumping her in with the AZs.

But then she remembered she had nowhere to go. Back to Avalon? Good luck with that. 

Sam had spent a restless night repeatedly reliving their arrival the previous day, entirely unable to put aside the machine guns, the chaos, and the overall hijacking. To even compare it to losing the Iowa State softball final was laughable, except that she’d lain awake all night reliving that loss too, play-by-play. She was worried for her parents as well, particularly after that last video call she’d made to tell them she was going. They’d been supportive of her dreams, as they always had been, but she couldn’t mistake the fear for her in their eyes.

Not that she could blame them. Or had, even then. They would have been watching Sam’s departure in the helicopter, as all the world had done. They would know how dangerous it had turned out to be. She had told them she’d be fine. At the time, she hadn’t known how profoundly she was lying. 

As the youngest of four siblings, each of whom had established themselves in a professional career years before Sam had been old enough to drive, she had learned to be prepared for whatever life might throw her way. Because having one’s teacher constantly rave about a brother’s or sister’s vast accomplishments was generally not a confidence-builder in a caboose baby, as Sam had been, she’d spent most of her life side-stepping their achievements, always doing things a bit differently and refusing to compete, since she couldn’t really compete at all.

Her tangential thinking had paid off when Chad Treadman had made her one of his first hires at the Bangor Institute. She’d applied for a job as a technician, with her only degree from the community college closest to her family’s farm. Even at twenty-two years old, as she’d been at the time, she’d had years of experience fixing everything from tractors to airplanes to computers, which was exactly what he’d wanted. The application process had even included a session building Legos. 

In those first weeks, Chad had been involved with every hire, and he’d told her after he’d offered her the job that King David himself had left school at fourteen. He could see she was adept at thinking outside the box—and he needed more of that. From the start, he’d got her learning Welsh and French, both of which she’d dabbled in over the years, since she’d been an admirer of David since that interview where he’d been shot at and then time traveled in front of the eyes of the world. She’d already been a pilot, the one achievement the bright lights of her family couldn’t diminish. 

All in all, Sam had thought she was ready.

Telling herself in her grandmother’s voice that time was a-wasting, she sat up on her cot and took in her surroundings. It had started raining again about an hour ago, the wind howling around the tent, a complement to her tortured thoughts. 

She forced herself not to replay the hijacking for the fiftieth time. Or the five hundredth. It did no good; nobody could change the past. 

Except, of course, when they could. 

She was pushing to her feet, knowing her thirty minutes of dithering were up, when she heard the sound of the helicopter overhead.

In that split-second of realization, she shook off her fear and uncertainty. She had no time to be afraid or indecisive. Someone was flying that helicopter. If it wasn’t Sam, it had to be Marie.
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Chapter Five
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23 September 1297

David

––––––––
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Confused by the source of the sound he was hearing, David looked up at the ceiling of Anna and Math’s pavilion, where they’d gathered this morning for a private reunion. “What—”

Sam entered through the flap that passed for a door. “They’re gone! The AZs, I mean. That’s the helicopter you’re hearing.”

Less than forty-eight hours ago—and seven hundred and twenty-eight years ago—David and Lili had stood with Chad Treadman in a massive arena in Seattle, and spoken to the world of a vision for Avalon, one with hope for the future. Not five minutes ago, David had accepted the mantle of King Arthur for the first time. It was quite a comedown to find himself throwing his cloak around his shoulders and heading into the wind and rain with Math and Ieuan, following after Sam to a new disaster. He was teetering on the edge of the laughter he couldn’t find earlier at the way the universe constantly conspired to throw a wrench into his works.

Outside the tent, it was light enough to see without torches. David had gone hardly a dozen yards when Christopher appeared beside him. He and Isabelle had been sleeping in the encampment rather than at the castle. David’s sons were safe there, along with Bronwen and Ieuan’s three children. Like Math and Anna, the newlyweds had preferred to have their own pavilion rather than more cramped quarters at the castle. 

Half the point of putting the AZs and the helicopter on the north side of the River Carew had been to separate them from the children. The other half had been to minimize the traffic near the helicopter. Long before this fraught moment, he’d worried about Avalonian technology contaminating everything it touched. 

David himself had spent a restless, and far-too-short, night reliving the hijacking. Yesterday evening, his friends and family had been jubilant at his and Lili’s return. But all David could still see was the gun of the dead Zeelander leader, Franc, being shoved into Lili’s face over and over again. It was one thing to have someone shoot at David. He would time travel. But if one of the hijackers had shot Lili, she would have died, and there would have been nothing he could have done to stop it.

Once across the river, they didn’t have to look hard to realize the helicopter was missing. Staring at the empty field did no good, so next they fetched up at the prison tent. Instead of the AZs, two of the cots were occupied by men in the livery of Carew Castle. The remaining six men were bound together, backs to the various poles that supported the tent. Sam went to one of the unconscious men. “He’s alive. Breathing, anyway.”

The hijackers, Arne and Paul, had been injured, punctured by the barrage of arrows that had greeted their arrival. David had assumed at least Arne would not be up and walking about any time soon, but all that was left of him were blood-stained rags in a heap on the ground next to one of the cots.
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