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Foreword 

Writing this book rose from pressure directed by many to me to  
do so. The first two books of the now completed trilogy are  
Strong as the Sun and Beyond Mortal Love. The title of this third 
book Love unto Glory carries on the theme of love which has 
always mystified human beings and kept their interest continually. 
Some readers have seen the books to be in the fantasy class such 
as stories by C. S. Lewis, George MacDonald and J. R. R. Tolkien, 
but this is not the case. The novels are simply stories in a medieval 
setting which seek to explore the matter of human love, and par-
ticularly human love in action. In doing this, the stories are very 
much down-to-earth. Behind them is a special understanding of 
the human race in its various endeavours. Whilst romantic love is 
certainly explored, it is primarily universal love which is treated, 
and so the three novels reach out to the whole human scene with 
much relevance for our world today. 
 At the same time the whole story is not over-serious. Its play  
is on the human level and so is interesting and entertaining. After 
the publication of the first book—Strong as the Sun—readers 
demanded a second novel. After the publication of that volume—
Beyond Mortal Love—the pressure was even stronger to write the 
present volume. Each book can be read separately, without refer-
ence to the other volumes. As to a fourth novel—well, we will see 
about that!   



 

Glossary 

People, Creatures and Places 

Acromin  courtier in Zed in league with Corsini 
Admah  the first man 
Aelfric Collenthribben 
 servant of the ancient gods of Cathrid; later 
 saved by, and worshipper of, the Most High 
Aethlic general in the army of Zed 
Allein jungle forest on the edge of Miridon 
Antipone chief city of Frimpone 
Appria King Gothroyd’s personal servant 
Ballia Balwone’s white horse 
Balwone son of Facius and Merphein 
Cantric small town in Miridon 
Cathrid kingdom east of Zed 
Cautria northern kingdom     
Clandius king of Miridon       
Clanlo wife of Prince Zenli of Cathrid 
Clutterers winged beasts of Allein  
Corsini harsh lord of a serfdom in Flagland 
Cotillon city in the kingdom of Flagland  
Creelias woman in Zed famed for her potions and 
 remedies 
Dimion knight of Manignia 
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Elaina stringed musical instrument once belonging to 
 Nappali; Balwone named his ‘Fidelia’ 
Endomin principal city of Cathrid  
Facius knight from Manignia; Balwone’s father  
Femgrid wife of Zemgrid; orphaned as a child; of same 
 travelling tribe as Zemgrid  
Flagland kingdom to the south-east of Cathrid  
Flamgrid a man of great wisdom; lived in Gothric; 
 orphaned as a child; also the sage of Zed   
Fransca ancient god of the hearts of men  
Frimpone kingdom to the north-east of Cathrid 
Gothlic daughter of Gothroyd 
Gothnal knight of Zed in Gothroyd’s posse    
Gothric ancient city in the Kingdom of Zed 
Gothroyd king of the kingdom of Zed  
Haelfric king of Cautria   
Haelfrom cousin of King Haelfric of Cautria  
Hathlic knight of Zed   
Hawah the first woman   
Holpen  king of Flagland  
Husius brother of the former Zagon 
Kalia  an elder of Cautria 
Kanasha Kanavah’s brother 
Kanavah  knight from Miridon who had previously been 
 Balwone’s sworn enemy 
Lenon princess of Miridon  
Lucifer the opponent of Massia  
Mabila queen of Zed; Gothlic’s mother; Gothroyd’s 
 wife  
Magnion chief city of Manignia 
Manignia kingdom to the north-east of Cathrid 
Mantria northernmost kingdom  
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Marana village in Miridon  
Massia great prince to come; brings peace; man of love 
Megafrith wife of Prince Husius 
Merphein wife of Facius; niece of king (Zagon) of 
 Manignia; Balwone’s mother 
Mirameem place of beauty and rest 
Miriam wife of Oranias 
Miridia principal city of Miridon  
Miridon kingdom bordering Zed  
Morna mastiff hound previously belonging to 
 Sophius, now companion to Balwone 
Mornsha son of Morna the mastiff 
Mourna the Terrible 
 ancient god of the sky 
Oranias of Cautria, a Massian and the Storyteller 
Oranone chief city of Cautria 
Paelfric king of Cathrid  
Paelmin queen of Cathrid   
Panitras a leader of Corsini’s men 
Panshin wounded member of Corsini’s band of 
 assassins who turns to Massia 
Roget Corsini’s hitman who becomes Balwone’s 
 companion  
Rougin city of Flagland 
Sarxia evil giant of Allein 
Shanome knight accompanying Gothroyd; a Massian 
Sharmion son of Sharmold—chief elder in a village in 
 Miridon 
Shemforth Shemgridion elder in a forest village in 
 Miridon 
Shemgridions race of wise people; people of Massia 
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Shemmah Shemgridion, father of Shemmosh 
Shemmaker Shemgridion, grandfather of Shemmosh 
Shemmalin leader of the ten Shemgridions who  
 accompanied Balwone to the northern kingdoms 
Shemmashin chief elder of the Shemgridions in the Cathrid 
 forest  
Shemmashone    
 Shemgridion sent by Massia to save Aelfric 
Shemmian   Shemgridion who nursed Panshin   
Shemmites the tribes of Shemm 
Shemmosh Shemgridion met in the forest of Zed  
Shemmshi Shemgridion, sister of Shemmosh   
Spattan ancient god of life  
Terebus ancient god who ruled the night 
Theogmin courtier in Zed in league with Corsini 
Wonan queen of Miridon  
Zagon king of Manignia (name given to Manig  
 kings) 
Zagonholme castle in Manignia where Balwone grew up, 
 just outside of Magnion 
Zed forest kingdom 
Zemgrid foster father of Flamgrid; cobbler; also  
 orphaned as a child 
Zenli Paelfric’s son; prince of Cathrid 
 
 
 



CHAPTER ONE 

The Storyteller of Oranone 

HE MAN Shemmalin had recently arrived from the Kingdom 
of Cathrid, having travelled to the Kingdom of Cautria by  

way of Manignia, the country in which Balwone the Great, a 
prince of this latter country, had been born. Prince Balwone is 
here mentioned by way of being the main character of this present 
chronicle although its immediate concern is the purposeful visit of 
Shemmalin. 
 Shemmalin was a member of the tribes of people called 
‘Shemgridions’. We use the word ‘tribes’ because there were 
many branches of these people, and they lived in many of the 
northern countries of the world, and were continually penetrating 
new places. The stem of the name—‘Shemm’—denoted that they 
were descendants of a man originally called by that name. The 
story of his own person has been lost in antiquity, and the manner 
in which tribe after tribe split off from the first family also 
became lost to Shemmish posterity. Even so, their identity as 
‘Shemm-ites’ has not been lost. 
 It does not matter. What matters is that this people became 
known as being quite intelligent, for the most part literate when 
literacy was limited throughout the world of their days. The tribes 
set a high premium on the ancient manuscripts, no matter what 
their origins. They sought out the wisdom which can be found in 
most tribes of the world, but they tested all wisdom by that of 
their own leader Massia. At the same time they were very simple 
in their manner of living, choosing to dwell in vast forests and 
woodlands, content to earn their living by self-supporting agricul-
ture along with their famous arts and crafts. It would seem that 
they had always been religious though not in the way of fanatical 

T 
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and ideological pursuits. To be honest, the people in whose midst 
they lived were more ‘religious’ in that they fanatically followed 
their religion of worshipping and serving the ancient pagan gods; 
their whole culture being linked with the days of fasting or feast-
ing. These pagans generally lived in fear of their gods and often, 
in trying to please these deities, they would attack people who 
refused to believe in the pagan lords and gods. The attacks would 
sometimes be physical, but generally they would be in the spirits 
and consciences of the people. 
 The tribes of Shemm, that is, the Shemmites, had learned how 
to live with their neighbours whom they regarded as heathenish. 
Because as followers of Massia and the Most High God they had 
no visible gods, eikons or deities, they were sometimes mistaken 
for atheists and thus seen as being scandalous. For their part, the 
Shemgridions avoided criticism and scorn of the heathen deities 
and powers, choosing to worship in the vastnesses of the woods 
that great man they knew as Massia, and Massia’s God whom 
they called ‘the Most High’. Of course they, too, had their own 
culture, and they lived within its laws and precepts and also 
observed patterns of living and behaviour which marked them out 
as different from their neighbours. For centuries the Shemgridions 
had used a standard kind of dress, and it was by this that their 
identity could be fixed. In many other respects they did not differ 
much from those amongst whom they dwelled.  
 Shemmalin had been the leader of ten chosen Shemgridions 
who accompanied Prince Balwone on his journeys through the 
northern kingdoms of the part-pagan and part-Massian continent, 
and that adventure is described elsewhere.1 On this journey, he—
along with two other Shemgridion elders—had been left at the 
city of Antipone in the kingdom of Frimpone ‘to help substantiate 
the fruits of holy convocation and to be advisers to the king and 
his court, should they be required’. It was strange, then, that this 
Shemmalin was not wearing the typical clothes of his people. 
Instead he wore a simple forest green tunic and trousers, a form of 
wear which was beginning, perhaps, to replace the age-old dress  
of their culture. In fact, the move to wear non-Shemgridion dress 
                                                
 1  In the book Beyond Mortal Love (NCPI, Blackwood, 1996). 
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had begun with the ten men on their travels with Balwone. 
Shemmalin himself was a man in his later forties and, being the son 
of Shemmashin the chief elder of the Cathridian Shemgridions, 
was destined in the future to be the leader of his own tribe. As a 
leading man he was quietly marked by bigoted protectors of the 
ancient pagan faith. This may have been why he was wearing 
clothes which did not culturally indicate his own faith. 
 
 
To look at he was tall, as were most of his people, well-built and 
strong in features. His gaze was not imperious but nevertheless 
noble. He had the fresh look of a woodsman and a farmer. He 
wore the customary beard and the turban which covered his tidy, 
short hair. His eyes were of typical Shemgridion blue, deeply set 
and constantly thoughtful. His mien was gentle as though he 
warmed towards all people and was consequently a man of peace. 
This gracious appearance of nobility was a mark of all his tribe. 
He gave the sense of a strong presence. Strangers could not easily 
pass him by and those who knew him could not ignore him, so 
much a person of character and intelligence did he appear to be. 
 
 
At this point in time he was meeting up with a person who, like 
him, was wholly loyal to Massia, although he himself was not a 
Shemgridion. It must be said that throughout the continent and the 
known world of the day there were innumerable people who were 
not Shemgridions but who followed Massia’s leadership. The 
man of whom we are now speaking was a famous person among 
the people of the kingdom of Cautria, and indeed his fame went 
with him wherever he travelled. He was known as ‘Oranias the 
Storyteller’, or just as ‘the Storyteller’ as though he were the 
prince of all storytellers. In the days of illiteracy storytellers were 
greatly appreciated, so that earning one’s living by telling yarns 
was a guaranteed profession. Most storytellers were looked upon 
as reliable historians. Oranias was certainly a true historian. Like 
others he told tales of the origins of cultures and spoke of famous 
men and women. Thus he, like others of his ilk, was in constant 
demand. Human beings are ever fascinated with the past and 
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intrigued by predictions of the future. Storytellers were generally 
regarded as wise people, and often audiences demanded that their 
speakers and teachers should help to solve some of their difficult 
problems. 
 
It was on this sort of an expedition that he had come to the king-
dom of Cautria, and its famous capital city of Oranone. Because 
the country had long ago abandoned its old gods in favour of 
Massia and his God—the Most High God—Shemmalin had no 
need to fear meeting the famous Oranias the Storyteller. It was 
possible that some spy of the pagans may have sought to discover 
what he was at, but this was hardly likely in a land where every 
pagan shrine had been destroyed and where people had happy and 
peaceful ways. Those who still retained their pagan religion at 
heart, nevertheless did not seek to reinstate the old ways, for the 
culture linked with the Lordship of Massia was pleasant enough 
for all. In fact much of the old culture had been given a new life 
and new look, and few opposed the transformation brought about 
so many generations ago.  
 
So, then, Shemmalin had sought out Oranias in his home which 
was situated at the edge of the city. It was a simple dwelling in 
the midst of some acres of pastures and trees, and had a brook that 
wended its way through the meadows, being ultimately lost from 
sight in the strip of forest which marked the termination of 
Oranias’s property. Being the time of spring, the weeping willows 
which edged much of the brook were breaking into tender green 
buds, and the deciduous oaks and ashes of the woods wore the 
same soft mantle of green. On the hills which sloped down to 
Oranone were the rich greens of the cypresses and the silver 
greens of the tall deodars. Shemmalin admired the beauty without 
desiring to live in it. His mission was one of great importance and 
he carried in his spirit the urgency of the task which had been 
committed to him.  
 Passing through the gate he urged his mount into a gentle 
canter as he rode towards the farmhouse of the Storyteller. News 
of the Shemgridion’s coming had been sent ahead, and so it was 
Oranias himself who met Shemmalin and gave him a warm 
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welcome as he dismounted. Shemmalin was much impressed by 
his host. Rarely had he seen a man who carried so much presence 
with him, and he was comforted by the genial smile and the calm 
bearing of the Cautrian sage.  
 The Storyteller, for his part, had a servant unharness 
Shemmalin’s horse and stable it with good cereals and hay for 
provender. Later it would be set free to graze in the grassy acres 
and drink from the sweet water of the creek. Relieved of his 
mount the traveller from Cathrid followed his new host into the 
farmhouse, and all the while he was seeking to discern the spirit 
of this older man. He saw how proud Oranias’s wife was of her 
famous husband, and he was inwardly comforted.   
 
Oranias was certainly a man of unusual character and of physical 
bearing. He was large in physique for he was closer to seven feet 
than to six, was broad-chested and thick-limbed. A man of the 
north, he had grown up as a hillsman, and such men were gen-
erally strong, bearing characteristics of nobility, and scorning as 
they did the softer members of society who lived in towns and 
cities. He had grown up as a boy of the hills, roving and ranging 
far on the slopes of the wooded terrain. Early in life he had been 
allowed to join the hillsmen of his clan who guarded the flocks of 
sheep and cattle from marauding bears, lions and other predatory 
animals and birds. At night he would sit with the men around 
their fires as they guarded the grazing stock. He had a special 
interest in listening to their stories, their old fables and their 
folklore. He became versed in the history of his pagan forefathers 
in past centuries, but for many generation the hills had belonged 
to Massia the great prophet and priest of the kingdoms of Mantria, 
Frimpone and Cautria.  
 What had intrigued and held him gripped firmly with the past 
were the songs and sung sagas of ancient times. Early in his boy-
hood he had learned to play the hillpipes, instruments of exceed-
ingly sweet and strong music. He joined with the men who natu-
rally formed choirs in their night singing, the climate seeming to 
favour their throats and voices. Something was born in his heart 
which was never to be eradicated and that was the love of stories, 
chronicles and sagas. He would not have understood the word 
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‘fiction’, for to him all stories were true. He would not allow any 
variation of the tales he heard and if, by chance, an old man 
became forgetful of the exact details of stories then he would 
respectfully remind him of them. His life was built around the 
reality and authority of the anecdotes and longer narratives which 
he had absorbed. 
 To crown all this, an ancient storyteller came to the Cautrian 
hills who was different from other itinerate storytellers for he was 
filled to the full with yarns, legends and tales, and so much so that 
Oranias was hard put to memorise all of them. But for Kalia—an 
elder of the tribe and one who could write—Oranias would have 
been in despair. He straightaway determined to become a writer 
so that he could be a better storyteller. He and Kalia spent many 
hours together in this pursuit, and the boy found how great a glow 
and shine he could give to his own stories with the enlarging of 
his vocabulary. From Kalia he learned that the tribes who could 
write and who could read ancient manuscripts were tribes which 
could advance in knowledge, wisdom and intelligence. 
 Eventually the calling of Oranias was recognised by his 
people, and it was accepted that his life should be given to the 
work of a storyteller. Eventually he was sent to the city of 
Oranone where he mixed with the scholars of the day who, 
although they were few, exercised great influence as teachers and 
prophets among the people, ranging from royalty in the palace, 
high-ranking leaders in society, artisans in the city, down to 
yeomen and rural workers and the simple tribesmen of the hills. 
Because he was big in stature, ruddy in countenance, rich-voiced, 
and had the appearance of a sage, he quickly attracted listeners. 
At this point of life he had grey hair which was soft but plentiful 
and stood out from his head like a great aura when the sun behind 
him caught it and turned it into an aureole. 
 Both men knew there was business they were to conduct and 
that it was of extreme importance. Nevertheless, Oranias was first 
to speak. 
 ‘It is indeed a great day, Shemmalin’, he said, ‘when I can 
meet a man of Massia such as you are reputed to be. I understand 
that you are not only a follower of Massia but also of his high 
servant, Balwone the Great.’ 
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 Shemmalin was a plain man, but he bowed to Oranias in def-
erence to the wisdom he knew the Storyteller possessed. 
 ‘What you say is true’, he acknowledged, ‘but as you well 
know, this master of mine is a prisoner of the cruel Gothroyd of 
Zed, the king of that country. It is a fact that the Zagon allows 
him reasonable freedom, for Balwone was once heir to the throne 
of the State of Manignia, but because of his love for Massia he 
refused that honour. He became a prisoner of Gothroyd in order 
to save the people of Cathrid from the sword of that fierce 
tyrant—that monster who once destroyed the Shemgridions in his 
land, and who vows to annihilate this people wherever they live.’ 
 Oranias looked intently at the face of his visitor. ‘What then 
have the Shemgridions done that so enrages the king of Zed? 
Why should he be so filled with hatred for this mild people? What 
threat can they pose to him?’ 
 Shemmalin looked steadily at his questioner. ‘You, Oranias, of 
all men should know why a man like Gothroyd of Zed is act-ing 
in the way that he is doing. You can tell me why he should act 
thus.’ 
 The Storyteller nodded his head. ‘I wot that his loyalty to the old 
gods causes his anger against the new ways of worship, and the 
rejection of those gods. Doubtless one part of him feels justified  
in meting out such cruel treatment to the gentle Shemgridions, the 
part which is loyal to the old ways and the culture of his kingdom. 
The other part sees that these holy people live lives which are 
beyond rebuke, so quiet and peaceful are they and how little they 
participate in the political actions which are part of the old system. 
There even the gods are jealous of one another, and their devotees 
must not show partiality to the lords they serve. I wot that 
Gothroyd is in a state betwixt two—whether to allow the 
Shemgridions to go on in their quiet ways which will ultimately 
convert people to Massia, or to destroy them so that nothing of 
their faith remains.’ 
 Oranias sighed heavily. ‘These monarchs seem never to learn 
that persecution of a religion and its people only stimulates that 
system into richer and stronger life.’ 
 He smiled at Shemmalin. ‘I have many stories, many accounts 
and many narratives that come quickly to my mind. Would that 
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Gothroyd would listen to me. My stories might start his mind and 
thinking upon another track.’ 
 ‘I agree, Oh most sagacious Oranias’, said the Cathridion. 
‘However, I doubt he would ever listen to you, no matter how 
famed be your name. His mood is a dangerous one. Because he 
knows that Balwone loves his daughter Gothlic and would soon 
wed her, therefore Balwone is a constant danger to him. He dare 
not have him killed, and wed his daughter to Balwone he would 
never do. This would give strength and power to those of Massia. 
He is in a painful dilemma.’ 
 The man from Cathrid paused for some moments, contemplat-
ing his own ideas, as though choosing from amongst them. Then 
he smiled. 
 He said quietly, ‘We are thinking beyond Gothroyd’, he said. ‘It 
has come to us that the king of Zed may make it simple for 
Balwone to escape, for the prince is not in jail or other restraints. It 
is just that Gothroyd keeps him from converse with Gothlic his 
daughter. Suppose, then, Oh Oranias, that Prince Balwone could 
slip away, then we doubt that Gothroyd would seek him out. He 
would be glad the Prince would be separated from Princess 
Gothlic. He probably believes that he could eventually turn Gothlic 
away from Balwone and perhaps arrange a political marriage with 
a Cathridion prince, should the present king of Cathrid die.’ 
 The Storyteller was following Shemmalin’s reasoning closely. 
 ‘If that were the case’, he said, ‘Cathrid would be won back 
from its recent conversion to Massia. The massacre of your people 
and the later arrangement between King Paelfric and King Gothroyd 
that averted the slaughter of the unarmed troops will have been in 
vain. The old pagan system will have been strengthened and may 
even grow to overthrow the kingdoms of peace.’ 
 Shemmalin agreed. ‘You are correct in substance’, he said, ‘but 
we have other ideas in mind. These I would now discuss with you.’ 
 Oranias nodded. ‘Speak your mind, friend Shemmalin’, he said. 
His eyes were kindly, his gaze gentle, his whole demeanour 
sympathetic. 
 The visitor from Cathrid took courage. ‘I long, Oh Oranias, 
that you would return with me to the southern countries and 
teach our mutual friend Balwone to know the whole story.’ 
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 Oranias’s eyes widened. His eyebrows rose. He looked aston-
ished and at the same time he became alert. He obviously held 
no suspicion, but he was amazed beyond measure. Shemmalin 
perceived that his interest was caught. Delighted, he expanded 
his explanation. 
 ‘In the dominion of Zed there existed a man named Flamgrid 
who, though a cobbler by trade, was also a great thinker. Aban-
doned by someone, near the house of a cobbler Zemgrid and his 
wife Femgrid, he was brought up by the couple in the forest of 
the kingdom of Zed. He had a magnificent mind and very early 
in life he became literate and began reading the history of man-
kind, and the wisdom writings of the ancient sages. His foster 
parents—Zemgrid and Femgrid—had what was called ‘the 
know-ledge’. It was this which also seemed innate to Flamgrid 
and he was high in the estimate of people far and wide. 
Undoubtedly there was much superstition which drove people to 
ask his counsel, but others visited him because of the brilliance 
of his mind and the depth of his wisdom. He was an avid 
collector of ancient manuscripts and possessed a library which 
was highly regarded.’ 
 Oranias nodded, slightly impatient. ‘Of course’, he said. 
‘Who does not know of Flamgrid? All people, whether pagan or 
of Massia, give great homage to Flamgrid, but what does he 
have to do with your visit? Is it Flamgrid who has sent you?’ 
 Shemmalin shook his head dumbly. His eyes were filled with 
pain. ‘Alas!’ he said softly. ‘Alas! Our Flamgrid is no longer in 
this world. After the massacre of the Shemgridions in the king’s 
forest, Gothroyd the king sent him to a castle to be kept under 
arrest, though he was free to roam the grounds and to have his 
own worship and study what ancient manuscripts he had not 
given to Balwone.  
 ‘The king thought to have him under his complete control but 
the sight of that quiet and patient man would send him into 
rages, for the very humility of the revered sage was an affront to 
the monarch. His anger grew and one night, in an act which 
sprang from that terrible rage, he ordered that Flamgrid be 
beheaded, and his head be held by a pike at the front of the 
castle. This perfidious deed will one day bring the king either to 
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total repentance or an end more terrible than he has meted out to 
Massia’s beloved servant.’ 
 Both men remained silent for some moments, Oranias too 
overcome by horror and grief to comment on Flamgrid’s death. 
 ‘Be patient, Oranias’, Shemmalin said gently, for he saw the 
genuine grief of the huge man before him. ‘All that I must speak 
to you will soon be told. By a chance meeting and then a time of 
being a pupil of Flamgrid, Balwone the Great, a prince of the 
kingdom of Manignia, began to absorb much of the knowledge 
and wisdom of his teacher. Although he had the opportunity of 
becoming king of Manignia, he chose to remain as a simple phi-
losopher, espousing the wisdom he learned and about which he 
thought much. A great yearning grew in him to understand love 
as the most powerful force in the world, and a force which when 
well known and practiced would rid the world of war, violence, 
cruelty, greed and selfishness. Through Flamgrid and others he 
learned of the Holy Mountain.’ 
 By now Oranias was leaning forward. ‘I have heard of this 
story’, he said. ‘I have heard of Prince Balwone and I have heard 
of his adventure in which he penetrated the dreaded region of 
Allein and climbed the Holy Mountain. It seems that all the 
accounts tell of some terrible happening on the Mountain, and 
that Balwone came near to being annihilated, so unholy and 
unacceptable was his endeavour to bring love to the world.’ 
 ‘That is correct’, Shemmalin said, nodding his head in agree-
ment. ‘It was revealed to him that his heart was not pure, nor was 
it true. His act, seeking to liberate the world from its evil, was in 
itself a profoundly evil venture. Even so, though deeply chastised, 
Balwone was not destroyed by the Most High God, but under-
went a deep experience by which he came to understand the 
nature of true love. Also he has had experiences of Massia which 
brought him even beyond what Flamgrid had taught him.’ 
 Shemmalin paused, and for a moment dropped into deep 
thought. When he looked at Oranias his eyes had changed into a 
deep blue, from their usual lighter colour.  
 He said, ‘Oranias, I do not quite know how to describe what 
has come to Balwone, and yet, also, what has not come to him. 
He was finally turned to believing in Massia by the seeing of the 
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massacre of some Shemgridions in their forest village within 
Zed. You will know the cruelty of Gothroyd, for what he did has 
become proverbial throughout the kingdoms of the north. 
Balwone and his esquire Roget were present on that occasion, 
and also Flamgrid, who cried against the massacre and was 
silenced by Gothroyd the king. Flamgrid was beginning to piece 
together the manuscript materials which had gone to make his 
wisdom—such were the sources and recipes of his particular 
insights and sagacity. He had seen Balwone come to a swooning 
at some vision he had had of Massia in the preceding night, and 
he was greatly intrigued. It was as though his vast wisdom was 
wonderfully simplified and he began to see that Massia in his 
own person was the wisdom and power of the Most High.’ 
 When he paused, Oranias said impatiently, ‘Yes! Yes! And 
so what happened?’ 
 Shemmalin’s eyes clouded. ‘Not all the pleas of Flamgrid and 
Balwone could move the king. He told our Shemgridions that 
their religion had caused old pagan kingdoms to collapse and be 
taken over by cowardly rule and decadent principles. Only the 
pagan gods could work to establish kingdoms of strength and 
rule. Because Shemgridions worked away silently, eroding old 
ways of life, destroying confidence in the natural gods and lords 
of nature, and bringing in new ways of living which were sub-
servient and lacking true power, then this Massia-obsessed 
people must be eliminated as dangerous to true society. 
 ‘Flamgrid, Balwone and even Gothlic the king’s daughter 
pleaded for the life of the people. The king was angered that his 
decision should be called into question. Then began the terrible 
slaughter of the children, young people and finally the elders and 
other aged people—both men and women. Balwone believes that 
the more guilty the king came to be in his conscience the less 
rational he was, and the more terrible the slaughter by the soldiers 
caught up in hellish blood lust.’ 
 Shemmalin paused. He was deeply affected by the memory of 
the useless destruction of harmless, loving people, and more so 
as he saw their dignity in death.  
 ‘Whilst some young people fled in terror’, he said, ‘yet the 
king, now maddened by the sight of blood and writhing bodies, 
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was out to destroy every Shemgridion and bid his soldiers ride 
after the escapees and cut them down. His own daughter Gothlic 
looked at the massacre with horrified eyes and wept for the fool-
ishness of it all.’ 
 The Shemgridion elder let his voice die into silence. Then he 
looked at Oranias. ‘I did not mean to tell you all that’, he said. ‘I 
just wanted you to know that in the days Balwone was there—
including the time of the massacre—he was so affected by the 
witness of my people that, since then, he has worked day and 
night to share with us in our lives, and the work in this world that 
we feel called to do.’ 
 Oranias had heard the Shemgridion elder out. He still did not 
understand what was the nature of the mission of the Cathridion 
of the southern kingdom, which had brought him to Oranone in 
Cautria, and to himself in particular. Shemmalin was breathing 
heavily from having told the story of the massacre in that far-off 
forest of Zed. He saw the question on the face of Oranias and 
responded. 
 ‘Dear famous Storyteller’, he said, ‘we believe that many of 
the ancient prophecies spoke of the man we now call Balwone of 
Manignia. Without lauding him and insisting that he do the work 
prophesied of him, we look to him to be God’s special envoy to 
us, and an ambassador to the Most High for us. We know, in fact, 
that this is what Massia virtually is, but that on earth he has those 
whom he calls the ambassadors of the Most High. 
 ‘We also have great hope that this Balwone will be the  
one who will unite nations in peace and love, as he once had a 
notion to do, but his notion sprang from arrogance since he 
fancied himself as the great man of love, when what he was doing 
was trying to bring love to the world as though he were very love 
itself. We know that only the Most High God can claim to be 
love.’ 
 Shemmalin paused again. Oranias could see the lines of weari-
ness on his face but he waited for further words.  
 The Shemgridion elder nodded to himself as though he were 
urging on his spirit to fulfil the mission it had with Oranias. So 
he began talking again, this time with a deeper tone of urgency 
and yearning. 
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 ‘Dear friend’, he said, ‘there is no danger that Balwone will 
revert to his former ideas. They partly came from his youthful-
ness, his ideals, and a mixture of wisdom, fables, legends and 
fancy taught to him by Flamgrid, to say nothing of the 
movements of his own fertile mind. In his journey to the northern 
kingdoms of Mantria and Frimpone, as also in his triumphs in the 
kingdom of Cathrid, he has been a worthy servant of Massia. He 
has learned much. Even so, he is likely to live out his days as a 
voluntary prisoner of Gothroyd of Zed, as a kind of hostage so 
that the nation of Cathrid will be protected from Gothroyd and his 
murderous acts of destroying Shemgridions. Gothroyd may even 
wish to be rid of him and allow him to escape, in which case 
Gothroyd can again take up arms against the people of Massia 
wherever they may be. His stated aim is to restore the kingdoms 
to the pagan lords and gods. His guilt for dreadful massacres and 
the way he believes he was tricked into leaving Cathrid in peace 
have tor-mented him, making his anger to grow. Meanwhile, 
Oranias, Balwone is in prison and lost to us.’ 
 Oranias nodded in agreement. He was still unable to make 
any sense of what he was being told, other than that he was 
learning the nature and mission of Balwone. 
 ‘Friend Shemmalin’, he said in as kindly a voice as he could 
summon, ‘I thank you for this long story and it helps me to  
know the situation existing between the many kingdoms of our 
continent, but I fail to see why you made the long journey to tell 
me. You could have sent me a missive informing me of these 
things. Why, then, have you come to me? Tell me clearly and  
let me know what you desire of me in these matters, for I fail to 
see of what aid I can be. After all I am only a Storyteller. I have 
little to do with the affairs of nations, and your Balwone seems 
to be a person of great worth, not requiring help from one such 
as me.’ 
 ‘Ah!’ cried Shemmalin, ‘how wrong you are, dear Oranias! It 
is you, I believe, who holds in his hand the key to the future 
ministry of Balwone and all other lovers of Massia and his God. 
Whilst your modesty is becoming, yet if fully pursued it may cut 
you off from what yet may prove to be the main work of your 
life.’ 
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 Oranias stared at his visitor. There was some bewilderment in 
his eyes. Then he said gently, ‘I have always thought that the work 
I am doing is the main work of my life. It is not just to tell stories, 
but to tell the Story, the Story of Massia, Son of the Most High.’ 
 ‘Ah!’ said Shemmalin again. ‘How correct you are, but when 
your life comes together with Balwone’s life then such things 
will surely happen which have not happened before; at least not 
in our age up to this point in time.’ 
 The bewilderment in the eyes of the Storyteller grew. ‘Dear 
Shemmalin’, he said, ‘please do not linger in your speech. Speak 
boldly and clearly that I may know why you have come this long 
distance just to speak with me.’ 
 The man from Cathrid nodded. ‘Surely I needed to give you 
an introduction to what I have come for. It is this. Balwone, with 
all his power to tell the good news and his gift of singing and 
music, has yet much to learn what one of our forbears called 
“the whole counsel of the Most High”. By this they meant, 
amongst other things, that the good news of Massia has its 
beginnings at the time of creation, and in the intention the Most 
High then had for his creation.’ 
 Oranias nodded and there was a rising colour in his cheeks. 
Shemmalin was encouraged by the response. 
 ‘Whilst there have been many wise men and women in our 
world since the time of its being created, the wisest are those 
who know the wisdom of the Most High. This wisdom we call 
“the counsel of his will”; that is, that the reason for creation is 
the prime thing a human being ought to know. This he ought to 
know because mankind is the reason for the Most High creating 
this universe. When a man knows the reason for his creation, 
then everything becomes intelligible to him.’ 
 ‘Yes! Yes!’ the Cautrian agreed with some impatience. 
‘Nothing is intelligible if man does not know why he is on this 
earth. It is true that great minds do not always agree on this 
matter but we who are followers of Massia do know.’ 
 Shemmalin regarded the Storyteller calmly. ‘Of all who live, 
and even of those of us who follow Massia, few have much  
comprehension of why we are on the earth. We have a certain 
gratitude for having been created, and for the good things which 
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sustain us, but few understand what will be the ultimate outcome 
of human history. Hence we do not have great hope, for we lack 
the drive to live since we live in little expectation.’ 
 Oranias’s colour heightened further. He was clearly excited. 
‘Of course!’ he cried. ‘This I have known many years. It is for 
this reason I tell my stories, and most of all I tell what I call “my 
Story”. Dear Shemmalin, it is not my story. I did not create it or 
devise it. It is the True Story, the Story of the Most High and his 
servant, Massia. Years ago I came out of a small knowledge of 
the Most High into a large knowledge. I once saw things as 
though in a mist. Of course, I saw the creation about me with 
clear sight, but the reason for it, and the great goal he had for 
it—for us, for me—that I only saw in dark mist, but light came 
through Massia to me and suddenly it was all clear.’ 
 Shemmalin came out of his normal calm to clap his hands 
and shout, ‘Of course! Of course!’ 
 Both pairs of eyes were now shining, an unnatural but beauti-
ful shining being in them. They were as two single persons, each 
of which had a secret he thought none other knew, and who had 
sought another who might know. Suddenly here in this city of 
Oranone two were met who knew the same secret.  
 ‘Ah!’ said the Storyteller. ‘It is a great joy, most excellent 
Shemmalin, to know what we both know. This is the secret all men 
need to know. This is what I call “the liberating knowledge”.’ 
 Shemmalin nodded his head emphatically. ‘That, good 
Oranias, is why I am here. I strongly doubt that that dear servant 
of Massia—Balwone of Manignia—knows this secret so clearly 
and so powerfully that he can stir up the people of Massia to see 
what will bring hope to them in a great realisation.’ 
 So rapidly was the Shemgridion speaking that he almost stut-
tered. The Storyteller noted this with a smile of amusement.  
 ‘Dear brother’, he said, ‘I see you suffer as I have suffered. 
You are so delighted with your story that you want to tell it to all.’ 
 ‘Of course’, agreed his new friend, ‘because the hope of 
humanity is stifled by the little expectation they have of life after 
death, and their dullness of spirit comes from their dullness of 
sight. Were they to hear the story and believe it, then they would 
see what we see and their hope would enlarge, being founded 
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upon such an excellent sight of the One who draws all things to 
their remarkable goal and conclusion. 
 ‘Dear Oranias, I believe that were you to join with Balwone 
in his mission to bring Massia’s love to the whole world, then 
this Story, which as yet is incomplete, would astonish men and 
women and children of every nation and bring them to live in 
great love and hope.’ 
 His mind caught hold of an idea and he brought it into the 
open before both their eyes.  
 ‘Man was created to live in the three primary virtues’, he said. 
‘The sages of all ages have at least penetrated to this wisdom, that 
human beings have been created to live in faith, hope, and love. 
All these virtues are as one. A man cannot have love without the 
object of faith which then becomes also the object of hope. Hope 
must be of the outcome of love. So, dear Oranias, the Story we 
know can alone lead mankind into these virtues, to experience 
them, even if it is not aware of the names of these three virtues.’ 
 ‘This is truly wisdom’, said Oranias. ‘I grasp your point, friend 
Shemmalin. Only in the Most High God, and through his Son and 
Servant, Massia, can man come to these essential virtues. We 
might say that without them a person cannot be a true human 
being. With them he becomes what he was created to be—that 
true human being.’ 
 
For some time the two men sat in silence. Oranias had forgotten 
polite ideas of hosting his visitor. The very thought of physical 
refreshments had gone from his mind. He was occupied with the 
wonder and delight of the three virtues. Many other virtues he 
knew existed by virtue of the virtues, and they, too, were 
excellent for the life of man. He shook his head in wonderment. 
Then he gazed into the eyes of the Shemgridion. 
 ‘What, my friend’, he said gently, ‘do you seek of me, for I 
am ready to hear?’ 
 Shemmalin gestured with his whole person as though he had 
expected they would come to this point. 
 ‘As I understand it’, he said, ‘I believe Massia would have you 
become the companion of this prophet Balwone. By this compan-
ionship you could quietly teach him to comprehend the Story and 
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all that it means to this world, and in particular to those who 
would come to the Most High via Massia. I doubt not but that 
Balwone knows the Story but has not seen it as a story which is 
the Story. He certainly is a man of the three virtues—faith, hope 
and love—but clarifying the objects of these three virtues by 
means of his coming to know the Story in a full way will further 
transform his ministry.  
 ‘What goes with being his companion is that you will bring the 
full use of your storytelling into action. Men, women and children 
will hear the Story—as indeed will Balwone in the action of your 
telling it—and such renewing of Massia’s people will come that 
they will have great reason themselves to tell the Story to others, 
and to know they are part of this very Story themselves.’ 
 Oranias was visibly moved, even to outward trembling.  
 ‘Friend Shemmalin’, he said, ‘I am greatly shaken by your 
visit and the words you are now uttering. It is a sad thing to say 
but I had come to accept the fact of my telling of the Story as 
though none would see it. Of course some have seen it, and their 
response has been powerful. Yet they are very few, and often I 
have questioned whether the Story is the Story and not just a 
brewing of my own mind. I confess I had become dispirited, and 
sadly enough, even somewhat bitter and tired. Now it is as though 
the Spirit of both the Most High and Massia has come to me in 
our conversation, and a fire has been lit afresh in my belly.’ 
 Shemmalin said nothing, steadily looking at his new friend. 
Then he clapped his hands together, turned a circle and declared 
himself delighted. 
 ‘Now there will be fire with fire’, he said. ‘I am sure you  
two, along with men like Roget and Kanavah and Aelfric 
Collenthribben and our men and women who are tellers of good 
news, will cause kingdoms to crack and crumble. That was what 
was promised in the old writings and prophecies and we should 
always believe them.’ 
 While they were talking, Oranias’s wife had entered the 
room, and was setting out platters, mugs and condiments for the 
evening meal. Shemmalin had met her before, and she had not 
missed the last comments of both men. She looked up from her 
work to comment. 
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 ‘Does this mean, Oranias, that you will be going on travelling 
as before? Will you be leaving us for your work of storytelling?’ 
 Her husband was obviously stirred and there was a light on 
his face. ‘It is so, my dear Miriam’, he said. ‘The fire has come 
again and I must go.’ 
 His wife nodded vigorously. ‘Now we will have peace.’ She 
turned to Shemmalin, and said, ‘He is always restless when he is 
not storytelling. When he is restless we, too, have no rest. Better 
a travelling husband than a restless one in the house. This kind 
of a man finds his peace in travelling and telling the old, old 
Story.’ 
 She straightened something on the table and sighed. ‘We 
always miss him but when he returns he brings with him fresh 
peace. He also brings the gifts of the people whereby we are 
able to live. Take him, good friend, and the peace be with you.’ 
 Shemmalin was moved by the sight of such a loyal and sup-
portive wife. He knew not what to say except words of gratitude. 
At the time of the evening meal he was beset with questions by 
the sons and daughters of the couple. Their questions were 
mainly romantic ones, and Shemmalin sighed within, for he 
knew much had to happen before Balwone could be wrought 
upon to go on such a tour. Enemies such as dark powers and the 
very prince of darkness were in his mind. Also the kings and 
leaders of kingdoms which opposed Massia were too strong and 
real to be brushed aside by human optimism.  
 After the meal when the children were dismissed to their rest, 
Shemmalin, Oranias and Miriam sat and talked about the future. 
It was agreed they would return to Cathrid, setting out on the 
morrow. There was much excitement, laughter, tears and prayers 
before the three retired to their sleep. The day had wearied them, 
and after that preliminary stimulation of excitement they fell 
into heavy and restful sleep.  



CHAPTER TWO 

The New Plans of  
King Gothroyd  

for Gothlic and Balwone  

The Prince and the Princess  
in the Hands of King Gothroyd 

RINCE Balwone of Manignia stood on the balcony of the 
castle in the kingdom of Zed, the castle which was virtually 

his prison. Zed was one of the southern kingdoms of the great 
continent which was gradually coming under the faith of the man 
called Massia who was set forth by his loyal subjects as the King 
of all the nations, being, as he was, the Son and Servant of the 
Most High God—the God who was over all the gods. The prince 
was grateful that Gothroyd had not incarcerated him in the realm 
of his palace, for the memory of what he had done to Flamgrid 
would most certainly be aroused and inflamed, and in the mad-
ness of a murderous spirit Gothroyd might have destroyed the 
man he both hated and—in his heart—greatly feared. 
 Behind the standing prince was a large mastiff, seated with his 
paws stretched out before him and his massive head resting  
on them. He gave those canine noises which betoken affection  
for a master. These days he breathed somewhat heavily. Daily 
Balwone’s esquire and servant, Roget, would exercise the hound 
in the precincts of the castle bailey, and on those occasions when 
the prince was free to cross the drawbridge, then the mastiff 
would follow that man as he rode his beloved steed, the beautiful 
Ballia, prince of all mounts in the eyes of his master. The mastiff 

P 
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whose name was Morna had followed the prince in his great 
journeys across the continent. Although a trifle stiff in limb, he 
would revive into useful life when he sensed another journey was 
in the offing. This noontide he sensed nothing of that nature.   
 The knowledge of Massia was ever present in the mind of 
Prince Balwone who, had he wished, could once have been king 
of Manignia had he not ceded the kingdom to his brother, the 
present Zagon of Manignia. Indeed, as he stood and stared across 
the rolling rural acres of Zed, the thought of Massia was the one 
power which kept him from an exceeding great depression. In 
times past he had fought powers of darkness which manifested 
themselves as evil creatures, creatures which appeared as beautiful 
and seductive as also foul and repulsive. Whatever their appear-
ance they sought to destroy him. However, he had overcome 
them by the use of a remarkable sword which would disappear 
when it was not needed but would appear when it was needed. 
 Now no creature threatening or seductive appeared to him. Not 
even in his mind. His contemplation was of a beautiful princess 
named Gothlic who was the daughter of Gothroyd, king of Zed, 
and who deeply loved Balwone. It was a strong, mutual love, and 
it was this fact and relationship which now deeply troubled 
Balwone. His spirit was caught with the sheer beauty of the day, 
the acres of rolling grasslands, the fields given over to orchards, 
cereal crops and vegetables. His mind moved into the great forests 
which could be seen both near and far, and the beauty of them as 
they acted as a barrier to invasion by other kingdoms. Not far 
from the castle flowed a broad river which reflected the rare blue 
of the sky, whilst on it men plied barges towards the capital city of 
the province. The outlook was as lovely as it was desirable, but it 
did not gladden the heart of the prince. 
 The thought of Gothlic would certain hearten him. The vision 
of her in his mind was enough to quicken his pulse, but then it 
would also bring a sense of despair to him. He had not seen her 
once since the return of both of them from the kingdom of Cathrid 
to which she had escaped from her father, Gothroyd. The story of 
the events there are told in the last chapters of the volume Beyond 
Mortal Love, but in brief the story is that King Gothroyd of Zed 
was coming to make war with Paelfric, the king of Cathrid, 
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because his kingdom was turning to the faith of Massia, forsaking 
the old gods whom Gothroyd saw as the deities which were 
strong and had always been involved in the lives of the people of 
the greater continent. Massia’s followers were taking over king-
dom after kingdom, and Gothroyd believed he was called by the 
pagan gods to oppose the new God—the Most High—and bring 
back the kingdoms to their ancient deities and cultures that were 
initiated and supported by those powerful lords. 
 Gothroyd hated Balwone the Great who was being instrumen-
tal in spreading the faith of Massia. Even more enraged was he 
by the fact that his own daughter Princess Gothlic had been 
changed by the new faith. Because her father had destroyed a 
village of Shemgridions—true followers of Massia—in Zed, she 
had gone to Cathrid and was now a follower of Massia. It 
appeared also that she had fallen in love with Balwone.  
 Gothroyd led his powerful army to Cathrid and would have 
destroyed the unresisting followers of the Most High, but that 
Paelfric had devised a plan, and that was to show his own mighty 
army to Gothroyd but then to refuse to fight. Hard of heart, 
Gothroyd was, even then, prepared to destroy all of the Cathrid 
kingdom, but Balwone had offered himself to be a prisoner of 
Gothroyd, and his daughter Gothlic had offered to return and be 
obedient to him. It was these two offers which had saved the 
people of Cathrid and thousands who had flocked there for a 
great spiritual convocation.  
 Gothroyd had pardoned his daughter and the servants who had 
helped her make her escape. Balwone, he decided, should be 
imprisoned. The two royals had stayed to share in the great con-
vocation, after which they had returned—with their servants—to 
Zed. Balwone’s special servant and esquire was Roget who was 
allowed to be free and live as a non-prisoner but yet chose to be 
closeted with his master in the guarded castle, some distance 
from the royal palace where Gothlic now lived.  
 It was of Gothlic that Balwone was now thinking and, with his 
thoughts of her, also contemplation of the great Massia to whom 
he had pledged allegiance. His problem was that although he had 
saved thousands by his offers of voluntary internment and of 
being brought to the court for judgment, yet he longed deeply for 
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two things: the first of being liberated to serve Massia, and the 
second to marry Gothlic and have her travel with him in his jour-
neys of proclamation of his new faith.  
 
 
Roget found him in this mood when he brought him victuals at 
the time of noon which was the time of eating. He insisted that 
the prince move out of his pointless contemplation and strengthen 
himself by means of the food. Roget had advanced with Balwone 
in conversation to use the plural ‘you’, for mostly in his conver-
sation he used the old respectful ‘thou’ which all servants used 
with their masters. Gradually he had come to use the ‘you’ 
because of their intimate friendship. Also, those in Massia 
thought of themselves as brethren. In times of excitement Roget 
would lapse into the old form of address.   
 ‘Thou must be ready, at any time’, he said, ‘to move out if thy 
life should prove to be in danger.’ 
 ‘I am under oath’, the prince replied, ‘not to escape, and to be 
subject to Gothroyd’.  
 Roget set out food on a platter. ‘Gothroyd has said not one 
word to thee. He ignores thy presence. He is saying that thou art 
no threat to him.’ 
 ‘What then of Flamgrid whom he sought to subdue, whom he 
imprisoned when he was a man of peace only? It is a sickness 
with this king that he cannot stem the tide of Massia and the Most 
High. He must needs murder a holy and wise man who brought 
no harm to him but only the witness of a beautiful and a wise 
man. Look you, Roget, he sent a spike of painful steel into the 
heart of his daughter. As a pagan she could understand his bloody 
slaughter. As a devotee of Massia she mourned deeply the cruelty 
of her father. When she fled to us in Cathrid this was deep in her 
heart but she could never bring herself to speak of it, not even to 
me in the moments of our deepest love.   
 ‘Yes, Roget, every day I am here is a threat to him’, Balwone 
replied. ‘He looks on our faith as a dangerous disease. He thinks 
the master of this castle and the servants will be infected, even 
catch the sickness. I am sure he worries about Gothlic, for all his 
insistence that she had disobeyed him and deserves the treatment 
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he has meted out to her—that of virtual confinement in the castle, 
although she appears to be free to do what she wishes. He has the 
unhappy state of having failed her in the crisis in Cathrid when he 
would have loosed his troops on the thousands of unresistant men 
and women who would not forsake Massia and return to the old 
gods.’ 
 ‘Good master’, Roget said with a slight nod of the head, 
‘undoubtedly he must wish this state of affairs could somehow be 
solved. I trow he would wish thy escape. You would then be in 
fear of him, and he would have excuse to kill you were he to find 
you, because of thy broken promise.’ 
 Balwone rose from his bench. ‘I agreed to be tried by him and 
if found guilty of some crime against him, then to be judged and 
punished as he would wish.’ 
 He stood against the iron railings of the balcony and looked 
towards the castle which could be seen in the distance, in the 
royal bailey of the city. The ache of his heart for his beloved 
Gothlic was never absent. His prayers pounded the celestial city 
of Massia incessantly, and part of him felt sure that his celestial 
Master would surely set him free from his present bondage, and 
give him the desire of his heart. Even now the delicate features of 
this lovely princess came to him, as so often they did, and he 
could not eat the bread he was twisting in his hands. He longed to 
weep so that relief might come to his heart. 
 As he watched in this bout of agony, he saw in the distance a 
cortege of horsemen making its way towards the castle which 
was his present prison. Roget, too, was attracted by the sight, and 
he looked grave. 
 ‘What is this thing which is happening?’ he asked of no one. 
He shaded his eyes with both hands, peering to make out the 
posse coming towards them. 
 ‘I trow it is he of whom we were speaking’, he said. ‘It will be 
Gothroyd and his nobles.’ 
 Balwone doubted that. ‘A king does not attend a prisoner’, he 
said, ‘not even to judge and punish him. This must be for mis-
chief if he visits you. Master, this is not good.’ 
 Balwone regarded his old friend with warm affection. ‘Bless 
you, friend Roget’, he said, ‘but worry not. The happening may 
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be for our good. Who knows?’ Even so, his heart felt heavy 
within him. He could see the banner which spoke of the presence 
of royalty, though this also could be used when a messenger was 
an emissary of his king. 
 Below, the portcullis of the castle was being lifted and the 
drawbridge was being lowered. The prince and his servant heard 
the sound of the horses’ hooves on the bridge, and then the trum-
pet which was the castle’s welcome to the royal cortege. Balwone 
felt a pang of excitement shoot through him. It was like to a pang 
of pain, for in it was dread of royal mischief, and anguish for his 
beloved princess. He abandoned his eating, and walked restlessly 
up and down the long balcony. He had no idea of what was hap-
pening below, and it would be against protocol to send his 
servant to investigate the present happening. 
 It was not long before the master of the castle appeared. As 
usual this servant of the king was genuinely respectful as he 
bowed to his royal prisoner.  
 ‘The king requires your presence’, he said. ‘He also desires 
you to eat with him.’ 
 The news gave a jolt to Balwone’s heart. It was true he had 
eaten a fragment, and that the meal was there before him, but a 
royal summons was not to be ignored. Although he did not feel 
like eating, he knew he must. 
 ‘Prince Balwone’, said the master, ‘will you be pleased to 
accompany me?’ 
 It was not a question but a respectfully given order. Balwone 
nodded, straightened his dress unconsciously and followed the 
master. Morna the mastiff rose stiffly to follow him but Roget 
spoke sternly to the hound and it lapsed back into its comfortable 
position. Roget had not been summoned and he followed the 
departure of his master with a sense of uneasiness. 
 In the well-furnished dining hall all knightly members of the 
royal cortege were standing. Only the king was seated and he 
chose, graciously, to stand as Balwone was led before him. He 
greeted the knight with a kindly nod, turned to his royal support-
ers and indicated that all should be seated. The esquires and 
ostlers were, of course, not present, but attending to their mounts, 
after which they would eat with their kind.  
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 Balwone sensed no hostility from the knights of the cortege. If 
anything, he sensed something of respect, and this was probably 
not so much traditional as it was for the sacrificial offer he had 
made to the king when that monarch had invaded Cathrid. The 
agreement made at Cathrid would long go down in the chronicles 
of both kingdoms. Whilst the assembly of the king and his 
courtiers was not jovial, Balwone thought he detected a slight air 
of geniality. Certainly there was no expressed hostility. Balwone 
could not but be impressed by the quality and demeanour of the 
leaders of the kingdom. In return he showed his respect and his 
serenity of spirit.   
 
 
The king was seated at the head of the long table. None was 
seated at his right hand, but he indicated to Balwone that he 
should be seated along with the others, though at the head of those 
on his left side. Balwone noted the concession, and his heart lifted 
a little. He also recognised that it was so arranged in order that 
both could converse without being overheard. He thought the 
seating boded some warmth of acceptance in the king’s will, but 
he refused to build his hopes on such an incident. What encour-
aged him was the thoughtful and calm countenance of the king.  
 For a time all ate in silence. The meal was almost a banquet in 
appearance and in the good nature of well-prepared food. The 
king began conversation with his royal prisoner when they had 
partly feasted and the glow of enjoyment had begun. This exam-
ple of the king allowed the knights to converse quietly, respectful 
of the royal conversation but, in a sense, allowing it to proceed 
unheard by all but Balwone.  
 ‘The queen and the princess send their greetings to the prince 
of Manignia’, the king said in a slightly formal manner. For what 
this seemed to portend Balwone was grateful. Indeed his pulse 
beat somewhat faster, and he coloured. He looked at the king. 
 ‘Thank you, Sire’, he said. ‘I am grateful for this news of them. 
I trust you will convey to them my own personal greetings.’ 
 The king nodded. ‘It shall be done. It is partly in regard  
to them that I come to you. I will be publicly sharing a judgment  
I have made regarding you, and especially in regard to your 
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affection for the princess. In some ways this will be good news to 
you, yet, in another, news that will sadden your heart. In view of 
all the circumstances which obtain with you and Princess 
Gothlic, and with our kingdom and the kingdoms of Zed, 
Manignia and Cathrid, I have come to the conclusion that we 
should end your internment in this castle and send you on your 
way, though to where I do not know.’ 
 The king bent his head to tackle a portion of pheasant and 
while he masticated this he did not talk. Balwone for his part was 
charged deeply with emotion. The news was far beyond his 
expectations. His time at the castle as a prisoner had not been dif-
ficult, apart from the separation from Gothlic and the work of 
proclaiming the glory of Massia to other kingdoms. Tears started 
to his eyes, and he knew he was choked with the emotions which 
were stimulated by the news. 
 Gothroyd’s next words cancelled the joy. ‘I have made a 
judgment that you and Gothlic may never wed. Not unless you 
renounce Massia and the God whom you call “the Most High”. 
My mind and will are still set upon our ancient gods. I am their 
liege, and on me is dependent their survival and their power in 
the kingdoms.’ 
 As Balwone was about to answer, the king held up a hand to 
bar him from words. ‘I have thought much about you and your 
faith, and Gothlic and hers. I think I have to understand more of 
what you are both about in your minds, and I can even see some 
glimmer of goodness, but too much is at stake to give encourage- 
ment. One indication of this, and the southern kingdoms might 
begin to honour your deity in whom I can never believe.’ 
 He drew a trifle nearer to the man of Manignia. ‘More than 
ever I am convinced that the culture we have known, the ways 
and methods of our people, is tied in with the gods who are 
powerful. Their goodwill for the growing of our crops, the health 
of our cattle, the protection of our land and forests from sudden 
storms and devastation, as well as the goodwill of nations who 
would otherwise destroy us, all depend on the help and protection 
of the ancient lords of nature. They are a formidable hierarchy, 
and by them our kingdoms survive. To anger them would be to 
let havoc loose in our midst.’ 
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 He paused for a moment, put down the bone he had been 
picking and wiped his hands on a cloth. His gaze was intense as 
he peered into Balwone’s eyes.  
 ‘Balwone, in your heart of hearts do you not think the old 
ways are the best, the ancient customs the most commendable, 
and humility before the gods the true way to the good life of the 
kingdoms?’ 
 He kept his gaze intently on the prince. Balwone remained 
silent, for his part, but in the depths of him a quiet joy began to 
dwell. He sensed the battle was in the heart and mind of the king. 
He dared not reveal this knowledge, but the sorrow which had 
begun to build in him was now on the wane.  
 ‘Your Majesty’, he said in a quiet, controlled voice, ‘I respect 
your convictions and as your prisoner I would not care to debate 
those convictions. We would need discussions, long and often, 
and I know that my opinions would never prevail with you. If 
you please, then, may we not enter into them. I pray you, Sire, to 
disclose to me your judgments on my life as also on the life of 
your beloved daughter. These judgments I promised to accept 
when we talked on the day of convocation in Cathrid. If it is 
death then I will go to that for the sake of the people I love and 
for the peace of the kingdoms and for the glory of Massia and his  
God.’ 
 Balwone saw the eagerness in the eyes of the king of Zed give 
way to disappointment, but there was no anger. He had come 
with the intention of making peace with the prince and the hope 
that Balwone would change his mind. Had that been the case then 
he would have given Balwone and Gothlic the opportunity to 
meet and to be wed. The last had not been a strongly formed 
intention, but its political advantages would have been many, and 
he could have endured the union, were they to forsake their new 
and novel deity for the sake of the kingdoms. 
 The king spoke in strong, firm tones. ‘If you will not renounce 
your deity and his so-called offspring, then I must banish you 
from this kingdom, separate you for ever from my daughter, and 
tell you that your life will forever be in jeopardy, for you will be 
an open prey to those who swear loyalty to the gods whom you 
call “pagan”.  
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 ‘I am grieved that you will not forswear a god who has 
brought you to this pass—a prisoner of Zed and an alien to my 
family. With your gifts and your character you could have been 
made much of in our southern kingdoms. Now you will be a 
refugee on all the face of the earth, and your life will be in con-
stant peril. Balwone, will you not change your mind now, or will 
you not spend the days needed to come to terms with the old 
ways and be a servant of the old and holy hierarchy of the power-
ful gods?’ 
 Balwone noted that when the king ceased speaking he was 
breathless, for the matter in hand was no light one. Balwone was 
sure that the monarch of Zed was a man divided. Doubtless much 
guilt lay upon him for the massacre of the non-resistant 
Shemgridions, and his conscience would not let him rest. He 
thought in triumphant moment, ‘No king is greater than his con-
science, and no human being can ever defeat this inborn faculty of 
all humanity’. He even had a moment’s pity for the king, but he 
knew where his loyalty lay and what he should do. He was cer-
tain, also, that it would work for good in the long run, however 
painful it might prove during that run. 
 ‘Sire’, he said, ‘I fully comprehend what this must mean to 
you and to me. Somehow you must resolve the matter of my 
being a prisoner in your kingdom, and my desire to wed your 
daughter who, in your eyes, dishonoured you. My yearning is to 
wed her, and your expulsion of me from the kingdom will 
prevent that. I am a helpless man. I have no choice but to be for-
ever a stranger in the very kingdoms I would long to see submit 
to Massia. In other kingdoms I would be accepted and even 
loved. To them, then, I must go. The price of that is the loss of 
your daughter, yet I believe I will not lose her, for our spirits are 
one. Even though you command me to marry another, that union 
can never be what every marriage ought to be.’ 
 Balwone saw a dark shadow come across the face of the mon-
arch, and his own voice faltered. ‘Sire, I do not wish to anger or 
distress you, but helpless as I am, I have a weapon given me which is 
stronger than any wielded by the gods. I have a power more potent 
than that of the armies of kings. I know Massia will prevail whilst 
even I know your thoughts are that such a victory is impossible.’ 
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 He looked again at the king whose countenance was frozen. 
He saw no anger there, and if there was fear it, too, did not show. 
What the king was thinking he could not discern, but he knew 
that the words he—Balwone—was speaking were pricks and 
pains in the conscience of the other man. He marvelled at the 
manner of human beings, the way the Most High had created 
them, and the realities they could not—even in the ultimate—
ever escape. With these thoughts in mind he was prepared for the 
unchanging judgment of the king. 
 The king, however, was not prepared to make a public pro-
nouncement as yet. He said in a normal voice, ‘Balwone, I fear 
for my daughter. I know that she loves you, and I am convinced 
she loves me. So I am in a state betwixt two, whether to pardon 
you wholly, not placing any conditions upon you, and allowing a 
royal wedding, or not departing from judgments. What you say 
holds me to my original judgment, since you cannot move from 
your own position.’ 
 Balwone scarcely knew what to say. Both he and the king 
remained in silence and so much so that the whole assembly 
became quiet. Conversation ended. The Manignian prince was 
thinking desperately, searching around in his mind for some 
solution. In the silence he dared not utter his thoughts, and after a 
few moments the general conversation began afresh. 
 It was then Balwone said, ‘Your Majesty, I wot not that we 
can find a solution. I am most grateful for your decision and will 
abide by it. Nonetheless I am sure Massia will find a way and tell 
us both.’ 
 A dry smile appeared on the face of the monarch. ‘May hap I 
wot that the true but ancient gods and lords may deliver a 
different counsel, but we shall see.’ 
 Balwone was greatly encouraged by this answer although he 
knew, as did the king also, that the hierarchy of lords and gods 
did not deliver such personal messages to human beings whom 
they scorned as inferior creatures—at best servants of their lord-
ship, and at the worst untrustworthy incompetents. In this lay the 
vast difference between the Most High and the pagan deities.  
 He said to the king, ‘I am most grateful for your expelling me 
from Zed, though I feel the misery of a life at peril and excluded 
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from part of the society of human beings. Even so, the sword of 
Massia—the one we call Lemery’s sword—will be with me in 
time of need.’ 
 The king gave a twisted sort of smile. ‘That is a myth’, he 
said, ‘this telling of Lemery’s sword. I would as lief trust my own 
sword, handed down through the royal generations. There is no 
sharper sword in the kingdoms both southern and northern. No, 
Prince Balwone, no sword will protect you from what will come 
upon you. I regret that, for your qualities for gaining leadership 
of people is greatly to be envied, but sharp steel is stronger than 
words in the long run.’ 
 Balwone was tempted to retort that it was words which 
brought about the saving of the people of Massia at Cathrid, but 
he simply said, ‘Words are but the expression of the ideas and 
wills of men and gods, and in that sense they can be of great 
profit, or the waste of good human breath.’ 
 Again the twisted smile appeared on Gothroyd’s features. 
‘Good reasoning, Prince Balwone, but a king may make all 
words against him to be foolish and worthless. It is better to trust 
the weapons which make the words good.’ 
 He paused and then he nodded to Balwone to indicate the time 
had come. The trumpeter had been watching for his cue and saw 
the indication. He put his instrument to his lips and blew a long 
and melodious blast. 
 Immediately the knights came to attention, and all stood at the 
ready. Balwone had also risen. 
 The king held up his hand. ‘Hear this, men of Zed. This day 
do I pronounce the judgment of our kingdom on the person of 
Balwone son of Facius, a royal knight of Manignia, and candi- 
date for the throne of that kingdom. I do here declare that in  
our royal selves we have conferred with our Council of Lords,  
and declare this man to be a person expelled from this king- 
dom of Zed. He is free to go where he will, but we exhort him to 
leave following the Massia and the God of Massia—called 
erroneously “the Most High”. We warn our brother to cease his 
activities of seeking to win kingdoms for his supposed lord, and 
warn that wherever he attempts such an action, we will seek to 
take his life. 
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 ‘Even so, it is our pleasure to release him from confinement in 
this castle, and to protect him until he arrives at the boundaries of 
our kingdom. We also generously permit his esquire Roget to 
accompany him, and both their steeds to be returned to them. We 
consider this a judgment both of grace and leniency, but repeat 
our warning about the future action of this prince and his com-
panions.  
 ‘In the name of our ancient gods, and through their guidance, 
we release this man who has so deeply offended us and the peo-
ple of our kingdom.’ 
 For a moment there was silence, many seeking to understand 
the cause and meaning of the pronouncement. Some puzzled, 
others were in disagreement for various reasons and some quite 
delighted. 
 ‘Very clever’, murmured some, and others said, ‘Brilliant. Our 
king is brilliant. He has gotten rid of the enemy of the gods. 
Those troubles are at an end.’ 
 Others said, ‘This is not a wise move for he is free now to do 
his mischief’, to which yet others replied, ‘His life is already for-
feit. Once out of the kingdom he will be destroyed. That is the 
king’s intention.’ 
 Outwardly they burst into applause and the closest followers 
cried, ‘A wise judgment indeed. Our king is the sage of sages.’ 
There was also much muttering, whether of agreement and praise 
or of disagreement and criticism Balwone could not tell, but he 
stood there, grateful for the remission of his perpetual sentence—
the term of his natural life. Now he was free; free in Massia and 
for him. He ached to see Gothlic but Gothroyd had said nothing 
concerning this matter.  
 Instead the king remained standing beyond the declaration of 
his judgment. He then motioned to Balwone to follow him. The 
knights stood stiffly to attention and their faces showed none of 
their feelings. They neither smiled nor scowled at the liberated 
prince. Proceeding along the hall the king stopped, nodded to 
Balwone and drew him into the drawing room. The knights con-
tinued along the hall, knowing they were to attend the king on his 
homeward journey. 
 Having seated Balwone, the king had little to say to him. 
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 ‘You have locked yourself into a dangerous and precarious 
life’, he said. ‘I have given no orders for my knights to pursue 
you, or have arrangements made to kill you, but you must be 
aware that some hate you for what you are and for your 
allegiance to the man and god they hate. Move carefully, travel 
warily, use the steel sword you have always used so effectively. 
Place no trust in Massia and his so-called sword. 
 ‘Who knows what the future will bring, what strange days we 
must all yet go through. It is the way of history. Always these 
times have come—some good, some not good. Should the gods 
protect you in spite of your abandoning them then we may meet 
again and in better circumstances.’ 
 He paused for a few moments, a faint smile on his face. ‘There 
was a time when you were a young warrior that I desired you be 
a suitor to my Gothlic. Now I know not what to think. If you 
returned as a champion of the old ways and the old gods, then 
such a marriage might even yet take place. I do not know.’ 
 He gazed steadily at Balwone. ‘Doubtless you would wish to 
see the princess, but this cannot be. Even my friends will become 
my enemies if they sense I am becoming soft towards you. The 
gods have their emissaries everywhere, and their slaves work in 
the dark when no man works, and much mischief can come to 
any of us. Even those of us who show our loyalty.’ 
 Balwone detected a shadow of fear on the monarch’s face, and 
he wondered. That was a shadow which passed like cloud moves 
swiftly under the sun and the light quickly replaces it. 
 The king frowned as he stared at the prince. ‘One thing I will 
allow thee’, he said, lapsing in his emotion into the old way of 
talking. ‘I will allow thee a letter be written and I will deliver it 
myself into her hand. I will request that she write you also a mis-
sive, and I will see that it is delivered to you before you set out on 
your travels tomorrow. It is as much as I can allow. Fate has set 
the matter this way.’ 
 At that juncture Balwone thanked him with a few words. He 
was trembling with emotion—many emotions—and words did 
not flow. 
 The king listened carefully, his head slightly bowed. He nod-
ded, bowed from the waist and was gone in a quick movement. 
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Balwone stood stock still, listening to the steps as they went 
down through the hall. Then a servant bowed to him and gestured 
respectfully to the doorway through which the prince then passed 
as he was led away by this man to his quarters. 
 
Roget had been eagerly awaiting his return. The pronouncement 
of the king had not been as yet spread abroad in the castle, though 
doubtless it was now being told. Roget looked keenly at his 
master, wondering what the judgment was. Morna, too, arose and 
padded forward to Balwone’s feet. He bent and rubbed the dog’s 
back affectionately with his hand. Then he looked towards Roget 
and spoke. 
 ‘The judgment is that we are freed from the castle, that we are 
expelled from the kingdom of Zed, that we must never return and 
that our lives are always to be in peril, for now there is freedom 
given to any who would kill me.’ He paused a moment and 
added, ‘Kill us, for you are allowed to accompany me’. 
 Roget showed no fear. ‘Praise be to Massia’, he said, ‘for he 
has dealt favourably with thee and me. Who would have thought 
that such a cruel monarch would give us this freedom? I thought 
he would surely demand your death. As for me—well that would 
not have mattered.’ 
 Uncharacteristically he broke into a hearty laugh. ‘What fools 
they are’, he said, ‘that they think they can kill thee. Can any man 
kill the anointed of the Most High? Yes, they may, but not until it 
is his time, until he has performed the commandment of his Lord, 
and this is yet to be in the life that is thine.’ He smiled and he 
added, ‘And in mine also’. 
 The plain thinking of the one-time murderer in such high spiri-
tual terms heartened Balwone, and he joined in the laughter. This 
one hearty laugh of his companion had blown away the dark 
clouds of sadness and dull fear which once threatened to gather 
and overwhelm him. 
 ‘What of Princess Gothlic?’ asked Roget. ‘What of her? Does 
the king allow you to see her ere we depart?’ 
 ‘He allows me but to write her a missive’, explained the 
prince. ‘He himself will deliver it to her hand, and so I must set 
about this immediately, before he returns to the palace.’ 



CHAPTER THREE 

The New Life  
of Prince Balwone 

AILY, throughout the time of his incarceration in the Zed 
castle, Balwone had written whatever thoughts came to him. 

Now he hurried to his room to take quill and writing fluid in 
order to write to the princess. He had a fair parchment piece and 
inscribed upon it passionately, ‘Dearest Gothlic’, but he could 
write no further even though the time was limited and he was 
obliged to complete his letter quickly. He knew that since 
Gothroyd would surely read the short scroll he must not write 
words which would enrage the king. Yet it was not this fact 
which stopped him in his writing, but a sudden vision of Gothlic, 
and memories of the times he had met her and then come to 
know her. He remembered the historic occasion when he had 
won the golden spurs at the tournament in Zed when he had his 
final battle, it being with the dark warrior Kanavah who immense 
in size was also a man with a proud and murderous spirit for he 
had threatened Balwone with death. He smiled now as he thought 
of the man who had since changed and become a gentle giant, a 
willing servant of Massia and a loyal friend to Balwone and all 
his ilk. At the time of the tournament Gothlic had called him a 
man of peace and bid him bring peace to the world. 
 Other times he had met her, and one of those was the time 
when her father Gothroyd had come upon the gentle tribe of 
Shemgridions, living quietly in one of his far forests. That king 
was bent upon eliminating all followers of Massia. Gothlic had 
come with the army of Zed, and he saw her trying to prevent her 
father from senseless slaughter of this harmless people, but  
then to no avail. It was following the horrific massacre of the 

D 
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Shemgridions that Balwone had found her in a nearby dell, 
weeping passionately for the people her father had destroyed. In 
that convulsion of emotions he had declared his love for her and 
she had clung to him. Then he had known of a truth that she 
would one day be his wife. 
 Incidents had happened over the years and at last she had been 
driven to flee her father’s kingdom and to arrive in Cathrid just 
before the Great Convocation. This large gathering was being 
attended by thousands of Massia’s followers, many of them from 
the northern kingdoms where worship of the Most High was the 
accepted way of life. This time, when Gothlic had come to 
Balwone, it was directly into his arms, her life committed to him 
and his work for Massia. As the prince remembered this incident 
the glory of what mankind calls ‘love’ swept over him afresh. It 
was as though she were with him now as she had been on that 
night under the silence of a silvery moon and in a world which 
had been preternaturally quiet when they had sat and worshipped 
each other.  
 Then there were the days, days when he knew her as the 
woman of golden flowing hair, of eyes that were intensely blue, 
and as one whose skin was almost translucent in its purity. Much 
as he thrilled to this outward glory which was hers, and the 
unashamed expression of her passionate femininity—the whole 
elegance and form and charm of her which set his pulse racing 
and his blood coursing through every part of his body—yet it was 
the inner beauty which gave such true life to the outer. He had 
always found her mind keen and kindly, her love for men and 
women of gracefulness, and he wondered how her father had not 
yielded to this daughter so lovely of mind and body. He marvelled 
again that Gothroyd could not understand the love which comes 
from Massia and rises above even the best of human love. 
 It was then he remembered his own sad history in respect of 
love. It had been a mixture of human sentiment, high idealism and 
yet an arrogance which had ultimately revealed itself in a murder-
ous act. Pondering these things he knew he could not rightly be 
critical of the king of Zed. At that point he also remembered 
Gothlic’s mother, Mabila the queen. She was a mild woman, yet 
most wise. She had been the one who had helped to form the 
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character of her daughter, to train her in a simple elegance of life 
and yet to the majesty of a true royal. Mild she may have been, 
but there was strength in her that even Gothroyd had to acknow-
ledge and in some cases submit to.  
 Time was passing quickly. The king was to be his courier so 
he bent over his piece of parchment scroll, his whole being 
flooded with love, and he wrote rapidly, but at the same time cir-
cumspectly. He knew Gothroyd would not be angry with his wor-
ship of Gothlic. For the rest, having declared his love to her, 
Balwone said he would never forget the princess, whatever might 
happen in her life and his. He then sealed the scroll and gave it  
to Roget to take to the king. He had an inner conviction that  
his writing of this letter was part of a plan or plot of Gothroyd 
and that the act would play a large part in the future of both of 
them. 
 It was not long after he received Balwone’s letter that the king 
and his entourage departed. The two men stood on the balcony 
watching their going. Something of the training of both men 
made them delight in the sight of the departing knights. 
Caparisoned mounts trained to hold their heads high, knights who 
knew their station and the dignity accorded to them in the king’s 
service, brought to both watchers the old thrill of human 
government. Whether this respect of authority came from the old 
gods, or was part of man’s created honour under the Most High 
God, Balwone could not determine. It did not matter: he was 
simply caught in the human thrill of it all. Both men sighed when 
the cortege was almost lost to sight in the distance. It was as 
though the banners of the contingent dipped in homage to 
unknown powers in a ritual which had been lost in time.   
 It was as they watched this departure of the king’s presence 
that the liberation of the two men—knight and esquire—came 
home to them. Their feelings were mixed, for on the one hand 
there was their coming expulsion from Zed, and on the other 
hand a wonderful sense of freedom. If anything marred their new 
found delight it was the hard fact of the persecution they must 
suffer. Yet in the light of Massia’s pleasure in their service and 
the magisterial power of the Most High, this apprehension of  
the powers which opposed them faded, and their delight was 
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uppermost. In reality nothing had changed, since they had always 
faced the possibility of sudden death. 
 It was then that it struck Balwone to feel at his left side and 
sure enough there was the golden sword of Massia. Both he and 
Roget were mightily comforted, and they spontaneously burst 
into one of their old songs: 
 

Our Most High, he is the Rock, 
And never this Rock shall turn to dust. 
He is th’ Eternal who is love,  
And in his righteousness is just. 
The hills may fade, the oceans dry, 
But he for ever is Most High. 

 
As they sang the song in all its verses, old Morna rose and 
padded across to them, standing with them and looking out 
across the fields, as though to share in the changed spirits of his 
masters. He was there as they sang the last verse: 
 

Our Most High, he is the Rock, 
And never this Rock shall turn to dust. 
He is the Lord of life and peace,  
And in his faithfulness we trust. 
As pilgrims now we forward go 
With him whose love we see and know.  

  
 Neither of the two men was aware, but a carrier was on his 
way from the palace with a letter from Gothlic to Balwone. He 
had set out from the royal palace even before the king left the 
castle in which Balwone was interned. Now, as they noticed a 
mounted figure coming into sight they wondered what he might 
be about. He was certainly fast and purposive in his riding. 
Clouds of dust followed him. They were soon to discover that 
the courier had brought a missive from Gothlic, princess of Zed. 
 The carrier was brought to Balwone and with due ceremony 
of saluting and bowing he handed a letter to the prince. He then 
saluted a second time and departed posthaste. They saw him rid-
ing his horse over the drawbridge and rapidly galloping into the 
distance. 
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 It was then that Balwone realised the clever planning of 
Gothroyd. All the time he had known what Balwone’s answer 
would be to his appeal and to his promises of freedom from 
internment. He must surely have arranged all things before his 
coming. It was fitting that he as the princess’s father should take 
a letter from Balwone to Gothlic. It was equally fitting that 
Gothlic should have written after her own heart, not knowing 
the plan of her father. In this way Gothroyd could not lose. The 
relationship would be sealed between the two, and it could well 
fit in with other plans the king had for the future of these royal 
two in the time of the victory of the old gods. Even so, Balwone 
delighted in the fact of a letter from his beloved Gothlic. His 
pulse began racing as he opened the sealed missive. 
 He could only read the letter with wonder as the princess’s 
love was poured out no less passionately than in his own letter to 
her. Roget had moved further along the balcony to give some pri-
vacy to the prince as he read his lover’s letter. Balwone was 
caught up again in the same passion as that of his distant sweet-
heart. He was caught in the vortex of different streams of emotion 
and thought which were now cascading about him. How often he 
was to read that precious document in the times which lay ahead, 
but really every word was imprinted on his mind. 
 The two men had come dressed in their garb as knight and 
esquire. They decided to be thus dressed as they passed on their 
way from Zed to Cathrid. A servant brought them news that their 
horses had been prepared for travel. They were also informed that 
Gothroyd had gifted them with an extra mount apiece and this 
news greatly heartened them. They were not leaving the country 
as disgraced persons, but as those held in respect by the king, and 
therefore not to be looked upon as common prisoners. Also a 
posse of noble guards would escort them to the border of the 
kingdom where they would pass over into Cathrid. 
 They mounted their steeds in the stable yards, Roget leading 
both the fine mounts gifted to them by the king. The two men 
recognised that they were horses of good blood, and the sight of 
them lifted their spirits as good gifts should do. Their baggage 
was modest in weight, and Roget was glad to lead both reserve 
mounts from his own steed. The posse of guardsmen was waiting 
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outside the stable yards and their dress was ceremonial, the horses 
being handsomely caparisoned. Their leader saluted Balwone, 
whilst the rest of the mounted guards sat upright at attention. 
People had gathered for the start of the two men and their escort 
as they moved towards Cathrid and their freedom. The crowd 
stared at the four mounts of quality, and here and there folk 
bowed or touched their foreheads with respect. Often gaze met 
gaze as eyes met eyes, and Balwone saw encouragement. Even so, 
it was known that they were of Massia and so some stared coldly 
at them. 
 As they went through the town where houses were crowded 
and inhabitants seemed somewhat dispirited, Balwone felt the old 
ache for men and women, and his desire to bring them to love, 
and to vital living. The old debate was there in his mind about the 
rich and the poor, about those who saw much purpose in life and 
those who were cynical of it or lethargic towards it. He wondered 
how many servants of the old gods held rich views of the life and 
of the future towards which they were moving. He knew he must 
not drift into cynicism since that would mean disbelief in Massia 
and the Most High and their plan for the whole creation. Such 
thoughts passed through his mind whilst they were in the town 
and he trusted that many amongst the humble folk were followers 
of Massia and could bring comfort in life to their fellow crea- 
tures.  
 It was a long ride to the border crossing and the two men 
chatted freely about many things. One was the delight of being 
liberated. Another was their appreciation of their new mounts 
which would be valuable for them in their future journeying. Yet 
another was the pleasurable anticipation of meeting their friends 
in Cathrid, both royal and those of the people. For Balwone, only 
the thought of further separation from Gothlic marred the perfec-
tion of the ride, but he ruminated on her letter and the sweet 
words of it, and it was healing balm to his spirit.  
 They reached the border towards the time of sundown. To their 
delight there was a royal posse which had come to meet them and 
to escort them to Endomin and the royal palace. The entourage 
was of even larger size than the posse of Zed. Gothroyd must have 
informed King Paelfric of his release of the prisoners, and it was 
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Prince Zenli, son of Paelfric, who first greeted them, for he led the 
Cathrid posse. He welcomed them with a dignified warmth, and 
then the great dark knight, Kanavah by name, met them with bear 
hugs, huge embraces which almost left them breathless. There 
was much laughter from the whole group.  
 The Zed contingent watched this display of affection with 
some surprise. As the official royal guard they were used to a 
regular formality and they were bewildered by the open display 
of affection and humour. Doubtless they were also affected by it. 
Their leader waited until the greetings were over and he rode up 
to Prince Zenli, saluted and then bowed from the waist. The 
prince thanked him for the duty done, and the squad of horsemen 
turned their mounts about and trotted off in military fashion 
towards the palace so far in the distance. 
 
That evening there was to be a celebration banquet at the palace in 
the city of Endomin. Whilst the contingent made its way towards 
that destination, folk flocked out, in some places lining the road to 
greet the liberated captives of Zed. As they neared the great town, 
they saw banners flying and they were met by the royal squadron 
of cavalry and a contingent of foot soldiers. The faces of both 
Balwone and Roget became stiff with continuous smiling. The 
singing of the songs of praise to Massia and the Most High sent 
tremors through them. Balwone had a yearning to have his 
elaina—his personal instrument he called ‘Fidelia’—in his hands, 
but he suppressed his desire and sang along with the crowd. The 
portcullis was up and they rode across the bridge of the moat, the 
timbers clattering with the sound of horses’ hooves and infantry-
men in step.  
 At the great gate of the palace were King Paelfric and Queen 
Paelmin. With them was Aelfric Collenthribben, looking even 
more in health than when last they had seen him. Others of the 
nobility were gathered with them, and their genuine delight at 
seeing the returned prisoners encouraged Balwone to believe they 
had finally accepted the strange act of his former surrender and 
with it also the submission of Gothlic to Gothroyd so that  
the people of Cathrid should be saved, that day, from a bloody 
massacre. He surmised that they had thought over the whole 
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unorthodox event and had concluded that for all its unusual nature 
the transaction had been very wise. 
 Some of the leading nobles, as they chatted with Balwone, 
expressed their disappointment that Gothroyd had not released his 
daughter, but as political persons they understood and even 
admired the astute reasoning of the king of Zed, albeit they did 
not agree with it. 
 
Following the banquet, when Balwone and Roget had retired, 
Kanavah the great dark knight of Miridon, the western kingdom 
of the continent, came to the two men. This strong man had a 
special purpose in mind and he was not long in unfolding it. Once 
he had been Balwone’s greatest enemy. For some reason which 
he could not himself understand, he had hated this fair prince of 
Manignia. Once, before the fair Gothlic, he had gone outside of 
the rules of knightly chivalry to try to murder Balwone. The next 
occasion had been when Balwone and Roget made pilgrimage 
towards the Holy Mountain in the region of the Forest of Allein. 
Being in the kingdom of Miridon they had not given thought to 
the grim knight Kanavah. Unwittingly they were moving through 
the knight’s principality, and Kanavah had appeared to challenge 
Balwone who was forced to fight with him.  
 Kanavah’s hatred was such that he had dismissed all rules of 
chivalrous encounter. Balwone’s mount Ballia helped to foil his 
brutal attack and the eventual outcome of the savage conflict was 
the defeat of the treacherous knight of Miridon. Balwone knew 
he had made a life-long enemy when Kanavah was humiliated 
before his knightly peers and he deeply regretted this. 
 The third occasion was when Balwone and a Shemgridion 
band were moving through Miridon on their way to the kingdom 
of Mantria. The former Kanavah the Terrible met them again, but 
to their amazement it was with a great show of hearty affection. 
Unknowingly Balwone had saved the knight’s brother—Kanasha 
—from a fearful and monstrous set of creatures called ‘Clutter-
ers’. Having sent back to Miridon the human creatures who had 
been depraved by the Clutterer monsters, Kanavah’s brother had 
told of their deliverance by Balwone and his golden sword. That 
had changed the Miridon knight from a bitter enemy to a grateful 
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friend of Prince Balwone and to a believer and follower of 
Massia. 
 It was this Kanavah who now pleaded with Balwone to take 
the message of Massia to the whole kingdom of Miridon. So 
moved was he, that he lapsed back into his old manner of speech. 
 ‘Thou wilt remember’, he said to the prince, ‘that I greatly 
outraged my fellow knights by my evil treatment of thee. How I 
hated thee, but they gladly let thee pass unto Allein. Most of my 
peers were warm towards thee. My brother had been a pilgrim to 
the Holy Mountain and he had a certain yearning for Massia and 
the Most High. I verily believe that Miridon would as lief follow 
Lord Massia as they would cast off the yoke of the ancients gods, 
the tyrants of our ancient continent.’ 
 Balwone looked up at the huge knight. ‘And I would as lief 
make journey to Miridon, if this be the mind and will of our 
beloved Massia.’ 
 
 
The next day rose in golden beauty as the sun sent its honeyed 
blood to gild the clouds caught in foamed stillness. The sky was 
alight with a suffusing glory, and to Balwone, Kanavah and Roget 
it also seemed to be a sign, a signifier of beautiful and wholesome 
things to come. The terms of the release of the two erstwhile pris-
oners may have hung over them somewhat, but richer memories 
of their sorties into Mantria, Frimpone and Cathrid still glowed in 
their minds. The memories of thousands of men, women and 
children being filled with love and deep pleasure was no light 
matter. The man of great faith and great mirth—the former 
Kanavah the Terrible—was even now declaiming how Miridon 
would surely plight its troth in faith to Massia and the Most High. 
 ‘Often’, said Balwone warningly, ‘the enemies of Massia arise 
to do battle and thwart Massia’s warriors from their firm intent’. 
 ‘Let those opposing powers be in great awareness’, said 
Kanavah, ‘lest the end of their endeavours bring great harm to 
themselves’. 
 Roget grinned at the warning. ‘Thou art a mighty warrior no 
doubt, Kanavah the Terrible, but ever keep in mind that the 
enemy is no fool. Think on Gothroyd. Think on his enmity.’ 
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 ‘I wot that the princess will yet bring him to Massia’, Kanavah 
opined in prophetic tones.  
 Even Balwone could not withhold from smiling. ‘Come now’, 
he said, ‘King Paelfric and Prince Zenli desire us to attend on 
them within the hour. You must postpone your verbal jousting. 
We will confer with our royal friends in respect to Miridon.’  
 They checked each other’s dress lest it present disrespect to 
the king and his prince.  
 
Once closeted away from interruption, they discussed with the 
king and prince the matter of Miridon and the kingdoms beyond. 
They concluded that it would be best to have conference with the 
king of Miridon, Clandius, and if he were pleased to do so, then 
to seek the goodwill of the knights and other leaders. Kanavah 
was sure there were no insurmountable difficulties to these 
arrangements. Known as ‘Lord Kanavah’ in his homeland, he 
had been a member of the Council and was close to the king. 
This had happened after Kanavah’s brother had returned from 
Allein and the change had come in the great, hulking knight. 
From that point onwards Kanavah had been a favourite of the 
Miridon royal household and the court nobles.  
 Queen Wonan had also conceived a great admiration for the 
changed knight, for most women would have approved of him 
because of his birth and exceptional nobility of bearing. In her 
heart she had planned, one day, to wed him to her oldest daughter 
Lenon, but so well kept had this secret been that the great knight 
of a man never even dreamed of this possibility, a possibility of 
which he would have strongly approved. 
 
The group of five discussed going on into Mantria and Frimpone, 
and then spending time in Cautria as formerly they had been 
unable to do. They all wondered about Manignia and whether the 
king, Zagon, who reigned there, might now be prepared to give 
total freedom of worship of Massia and the Most High. Balwone 
felt his heart grow hot at the thought of his home kingdom 
declaring allegiance to Lord Massia. This warmth surged through 
his whole being, but he said little to the group. His confidence 
was that one day this would come to pass.  
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 The remaining kingdom of Flagland they did not discuss at 
length. Formerly Balwone and Roget had suffered greatly at the 
hands of a landowner and squire by the name of Corsini who  
had sought to take their lives. Thankfully the misconduct of this 
scoundrelly farmer had been requited when the sheriff of the city 
of Cotillon had liberated the imprisoned Balwone and Roget and 
meted out appropriate judgment to Corsini. Balwone knew that 
one day Corsini would seek to take his revenge. In spite of this 
and other troubles, he and his Shemgridion friends might, at some 
later time, visit this southern kingdom. 
 The final judgment of the five men was that Balwone and his 
friends should visit all the kingdoms they had discussed. Zed, of 
course, they would leave unvisited. Flagland also, they would 
leave unvisited for the time being. 
 King Paelfric stood and other members seated at the same table 
arose. As they did a servant came to the door. 
 ‘Your Majesty’, he said to Paelfric, ‘there is one come from the 
kingdom of Cautria. He has begged an audience with your 
majesty, and stands now without.’ 
 It was not courtly observance of protocol to show one’s curi-
osity, but the five men were indeed deeply curious since the king-
dom of Cautria was very much on their minds. They regarded the 
fact as rather wonderful—the fact that a man had arrived from that 
kingdom at the time when they had been discussing it. Used to 
similar happenings which Massia would bring into play, and often 
without warning, all five waited whilst a most imposing person 
was ushered into their midst. 
 None of the five men was unimpressed. Before them stood a 
man worthy of being Kanavah’s peer so far as stature, looks and 
intelligence were concerned. Perhaps it was Kanavah who stared 
most with amazement. He recovered himself quickly and hid his 
astonishment.  
 
The man they saw before them was of enormous height, nigh on 
seven feet. He looked very much like a hillsman, which he was, 
but then his strong, black eyes and face also held a look of deep 
intelligence, even of sagacity. The eyes though strong in their gaze 
were also gentle and lustrous. They were the eyes of a thinker.  
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The face was bearded, and a turban held the short locks of his hair 
together. He was broadchested, thick of limb, and all this added 
up to a look which held no cynicism, but which was noble without 
seeming to be imperious. The hands which the man held before 
him showed that he was a person used to manual work, and yet 
they were not hard and gnarled. 
 As to his age, none could guess. They recognised him as a 
person of wisdom, but all were puzzled until the visitor handed a 
missive to Balwone who, receiving permission from Paelfric to 
read it, opened it and scanned the news it brought. 
 ‘Why!’ exclaimed Balwone, looking up at the great height of 
the visitor, ‘this is from my old companion, Shemmalin. How 
wonderful!’ 
 His eyes scanned further and he said, ‘Where is Shemmalin, 
my friend? Where is he now?’ 
 ‘Ah, sire’, said the visitor, ‘I perceive that you are Prince 
Balwone’. At this he bowed slightly, as though bowing were not 
part of his normal ritual. ‘He is even now in the city for he has 
many friends in this place. He sends his greetings and well-
wishes and says that he will come soon to have converse with 
you. He required me to come into the presence of the king, and 
into your presence. The reason for this you will read in that let-
ter.’  
 He motioned towards the letter, stepped back a pace and then 
studied the group with his thoughtful gaze. 
 Balwone read for a time, unfolding the scroll as he did so. 
Then he looked up. 
 ‘You, then, are Oranias the famous Storyteller.’ As he spoke, 
others in the group started, and looked at the visitor with respect 
in their eyes. 
 Balwone continued reading without waiting for an answer. As 
he did his eyes shone, every moment increasing his sense of plea-
sure. One hand was motioning outwardly, his delight being 
expressed by gesture as well as smile. Finally he made a quick 
rolling movement with the scroll and then held it before him with 
both hands. 
 ‘Your Majesty’, he said to the king, ‘this great Storyteller has 
come to share in our travels and our teaching. He has the great 
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power of the true storyteller and when he tells the Story of the 
Most High, then men and women listen closely though some, 
doubtless, are also moved to anger by that Story. Our friend is a 
great teacher, forsooth, for both friend and foe of Massia.’ 
 ‘I have heard much of this our visitor’, said Paelfric. ‘It  
is good news for us as your journeying begins. With Prince 
Kanavah, your doughty squire Roget and yourself, he will help  
to make a goodly and powerful company.’ 
 He looked towards the Storyteller. ‘Your friend Shemmalin is 
also our friend’, he said. ‘I had not heard of his travelling to 
Cautria to seek you out, for he was one who stayed with the peo-
ple of Frimpone for their good. It is good that you have come. 
Doubtless you will be an adornment to our Lord Massia for he 
himself was once such a Storyteller and it is he who creates the 
continuing Story of his grace. Peace be on you, and welcome to 
Cathrid and the southern kingdoms.’ 
 Again Oranias bowed slightly. ‘I am grateful, your Majesty, for 
your welcome. I am grateful for what Shemmalin has told me of 
your service to our Lord Massia. I am grateful for what he has 
called us to be and to do in these days.’ 
 Having given a slight bow he stepped back, as though knowing 
the two royal persons would leave. He had well anticipated the 
king and Prince Zenli. With formal nods they quietly filed from 
the room, but Balwone, Kanavah and Roget remained and the 
conversation became animated. Still standing, Oranias outlined 
the purposes for which he had been called by Shemmalin. 
 Balwone, Kanavah and Roget listened with growing wonder. 
They did not interrupt their visitor, though with each sentence 
their astonishment grew. The three listeners from time to time 
exchanged glances, smiles and amazement. Then as Oranias fin-
ished speaking, his hands dropped to his sides and he gazed at 
them keenly, his eyes roving from one to another. 
 It was Kanavah who could not withhold his speaking. ‘You 
bring astonishing news and ideas, friend Oranias’, he said. ‘None 
of us has heard the like of it before. What you say must be true, 
but we have not hitherto heard it this wise. You are surely a man 
of great inwit and possess the gift of wisdom. Of a truth we have 
great need of you. We are grateful to Lord Massia for sending you.’ 
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 Balwone was staring at the Storyteller. ‘Doubtless you have 
stories new and old to tell us, but Shemmalin is telling us of even 
more. You have history and knowledge that is of rare acquire-
ment. He says you will be telling of such things as we have not 
heard before.’ 
 Oranias nodded his great head, and his gaze softened as it 
rested on the prince.  
 ‘It is a grand gift that Massia has given me, that I should come 
these many miles and talk to him whom I have known as Balwone 
the Great. I had told Shemmalin that nought that I would say 
would be new to this Master, but Shemmalin says that even 
Balwone has much yet to hear that will bring him to wonder, and 
that by means of these revelations many will be stirred to new 
endeavours in the service of Massia and the telling of the good 
news. He claims it will be of such overwhelming power that the 
nations will be aroused.’ 
 Balwone felt as though he had a sharp pain in his heart. The 
pain was not that of a killing dagger but as though in some man-
ner the golden sword of Lemery itself had pierced him with such 
intense and sharp joy that new life had leapt up in him, stirring all 
his vitals, and was making him anew.  
 Kanavah felt for his companion for he saw the pain on the 
other man’s face and thought it was because he was hurt by 
sensing his knowledge was not as yet full knowledge or all 
knowledge. The dark knight remembered the leather wallet for 
which he had always had high respect. He had always believed 
that these precious and ancient manuscripts which were treasured 
possessions were the sum of all knowledge and wisdom. Now he 
wondered about their quality and their sufficiency in themselves. 
It seemed that such thoughts were not in Balwone’s mind, for 
even as he looked, Kanavah saw Balwone’s face glow with a light 
that reminded him of the morning flush of light in the still, 
cumulus clouds. His friend obviously was agog with anticipation 
of some-thing wonderful.  
 Balwone said to Oranias, ‘It is good that there is ever, more. 
There is more to know than what we know. Oranias, dear friend, 
we look forward to what there will be for us to share in the times 
that lie ahead.’ 
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 Kanavah did not know why in him there was a throbbing pain, 
though he had no way of knowing what had happened within 
Balwone. At first he had felt jealousy for his companion, but that 
had quickly died, to be replaced by the sweet ache which brought 
back to him memories of his brother arriving home from Allein, 
and the revolution that his coming had brought in both their lives. 
At this very moment he could see the tragedy wrought in the 
returned pilgrims, the tragedy brought by the Clutterers who suck 
the very life from their terrified victims. His own brother had been 
pale, grey unto death, his skin bleached where he had been made 
nigh bloodless, and the face which was leached of all colour and 
life. 
 Then there had been the slow miracle of recovery. Kanavah 
had fed his brother and the others with him. He had given them 
drinks of herbs and wine and cider. He had had his cook make  
up for them tasty foods, and meats and many kinds of fruit,  
and slowly life had come back into them. The eyes of all these 
men had receded until they were lifeless in their sockets and they 
indeed resembled death heads. Yet he had seen life come to the 
eyes, and flesh on the bones. The miserable fluff that the hair had 
become was steadily replaced by a new thatch which bespoke life. 
The limbs, from being nerveless, thin and without strength, gradu-
ally gained strength, and out of these near-corpses grew men who 
were alive again, and whose cracked and broken voices gained 
strength to control their speech and help them to break into soft 
songs, until they could, after a certain time, become as living 
persons again.  
 The feeling of that amazing time was being replayed in 
Kanavah’s heart and, as he watched his companions, he knew that 
Balwone was more vivid in himself than for some long time, and 
that Roget was ablaze with a new spirit. Oranias’s eyes were also 
astonished with what was happening. 
 ‘Of a truth’, he exclaimed, ‘friend Shemmalin was right! The 
spirit has come in a new way to you and to me! This is indeed the 
beginning of a great conquest of the Most High’s creation. The 
power is working!’ 
 After a time silence fell on the four men, and they stood in its 
quietness, marvelling that some power had visited them, and some 
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pain and joy, mingled, had met them and told them that human 
beings are not lacklustre creatures, nor are they those who need to 
vivify themselves—as though, anyway, they had that power! No: 
something of the unseen Massia and his Spirit was now in their 
midst, and they cared not to speak or to move, so beautiful was 
the visitation, and so filled with new hope were their trembling 
hearts.  
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deeply assisted him, had looked to him for leadership, and yet had 
the true inwit of wise and noble people. Now they came forward to 
greet him, first the men and then the women with their children. 
Some of the men had been on the team and some he had come to 
know at the Great Convocation held at the time of Gothroyd’s 
invasion. 
 As they came forward wonderful memories of those other days 
swept over him and so much so that he was nigh on 
overwhelmed. His yearning to go into other kingdoms was further 
enlarged and he almost wept for joy. Likewise Kanavah swept 
two or three Shemgridions into the one hug. Thus he gathered all 
into himself, whereas Balwone could meet them only one by one. 
He noticed, in passing, that Oranias was greatly enlivened, 
keeping conversation with many. Shemmalin had a glow of peace 
and satisfaction on his elder’s countenance.  
 
 
The other elders commissioned the women to bring refreshing 
drinks whilst the men gathered in a circle, seated on a grassy 
knoll, and began their deliberations as to the plans for travelling 
and the selection of those who should constitute the contingent. 
Balwone’s mind was keenly enough on the discussion but in a 
second layer of his mind he was observing the beauty of this 
humble and quiet clan of people. They represented to him the 
fruitfulness of the work of Massia. Long ago this people had been 
no people. They had been wanderers without a set country, and 
ever itinerant. Doubtless they had been under some of the cruel 
deities of their time, but before even the advent of Massia they 
had come—at least in part, and good part—to know and worship 
the Most High God.  
 As he looked he meditated that it had been many centuries of 
teaching by the Most High, the giving of laws to them, and 
moving amongst them by a covenant of loving relationship that 
their character had been formed. Even as the deliberations by the 
Shemgridion elders were proceeding, he marvelled at what was 
required to turn human beings from self-centred, self-seeking 
creatures to the kind of creatures they had become in the unseen 
Kingdom of Massia and the Most High. 
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 He wrenched himself from this kind of thinking, back to the 
conversation which was flowing about him. ‘Of a truth’, he 
thought, ‘these men are the most living marvel I see, and yet they 
are not aware of it’. 
 The sun was high in the sky when the women brought platters 
of food with leavened bread and cool cider. The men broke off 
from their planning and shouted and laughed as they carried on 
the conversation of friendship. Old stories were shared afresh, and 
the five men exchanged looks of delight and pleasant satisfaction. 
By now the plans had been made and they would need but two 
days to gather together sufficient mounts, with a mule or two for 
transporting the luggage and camping gear.  
 So they were sharing their satisfaction in different ways when 
they saw a group of men which had penetrated the Shemgridion 
locality and were making their way towards them. By the stan-
dards of Cathridion dress they were ruffians, untidy and uncouth, 
but it was the way they walked and the harsh demeanour of them 
which caused all Shemgridions to suddenly go quiet.  
 ‘Corsini’s men’, thought Balwone and Roget simultaneously. 
They watched the oncoming band in the same silence as their 
friends. Both Kanavah and Oranias rose from the seated group 
and at the sight of them there was a slight pause by the gang, for 
gang it certainly was. All knew that. This was not a new 
happening for the Shemgridions who were known to be a pacific 
people who did not seek conflict with others, and from time to 
time were the butt of cruel and salacious men.  
 They recognised Roget and at the same time saw how changed 
was their former comrade in treachery. 
 ‘Ah! Roget the Assassin’, they said, as though that had been 
his name. 
 Roget had risen with Balwone and the other two men. The four 
looked formidable, but they seemed to rouse no fear in the com-
pany of criminals. 
 ‘Roget the old sinner’, replied their former companion. ‘He is 
always the old sinner’, he said. ‘He has been too wicked to now 
deny that. Even so, Massia has dealt wonderfully with him.’ 
 He regarded them without anger or enmity. ‘Would that you 
were all now as old Roget has become. Is it that you, too, would 
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become children of Massia and his God. Is that why you have 
come?’ 
 A roar went up from the men. ‘Nay, Roget’, said one. ‘We are 
here to serve the true gods and lords which have ever been ours—
those whom you have betrayed.’ 
 When Roget said nothing, then various of them sought to bait 
him with threats, invitations and witticisms of a crude order. The 
Shemgridions looked on without fear, watchful as to what would 
happen, and held fascinated by the quiet fearlessness of the 
former murderer. 
 ‘What would you have of us, since you have visited us?’ said 
Balwone. 
 At his words and the tone of his words they quickly lapsed into 
silence. The most bold of them advanced towards the knoll on 
which the prince stood. 
 It could be seen that the man—like his fellow-villains—was 
armed with a long-bladed knife, a sword and a bludgeon. He 
stood stock-still, with one hand on his sword and the other 
holding the bludgeon.  
 ‘It is thee, thyself, that we have come for’, the man said. ‘Aye, 
and for this we have been commissioned. Thou art naught but a 
troublemaker in all the kingdoms, and it is time for thee to be 
silenced for ever.’ 
 He paused and gave forth a noise which sounded like a pig 
snorting. ‘We know we will meet little resistance for these 
Shemgridions have been taught not to fight. So much for their 
cowardice. If thee and thy companions will fight then so be it. We 
are more than thee and thy comrades. Like as not they will not 
fight. So it is easy for us to deal with thee alone, but if they be for 
thee, then we will unhand all who present.’ 
 Balwone asked, ‘It is to Corsini you answer? Is this for past 
deeds remembered by that man of cruelty and avarice?’ 
 For a moment they all started at the words of the prince, and 
then their leader laughed coarsely. 
 ‘Indeed thou art clever to recognise us, and of a surety it is 
Corsini who employs us, but he who would rid this earth of you is 
one who is above Corsini, though he employs him for this present 
service.’ 
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 Balwone made his way through the men on the knoll, and 
walked towards the leader.  
 ‘In one thing you err’, he said, ‘and that is to say we will not 
fight’. He indicated the men on the knoll. ‘In these people are 
powers beyond your swords and knives and bludgeons. I exhort 
you then to lay down your arms for ever, and join us as your once 
companion Roget joined me under Massia our Lord.’ 
 The leader almost choked with unbelief at the invitation. His 
mouth then filled with filthy vituperation and unbelieving laugh- 
ter. 
 ‘Where is thy weapon’, he cried, ‘and theirs also?’ 
 Balwone felt the peace which so often came to him in such 
situations. The last lesson he had learned was not to dally with 
such hatred and enmity, nor to enter into argument since it bred 
foul offspring and spawned increased evil. 
 ‘To sword!’ he commanded the leader. ‘To sword!’ 
 The man was astonished by the change in tone, and his hand 
quickly went to his sword. As he withdrew it he saw a slim 
golden blade in the hand of the prince. At first he was inclined to 
laugh and he was certainly strengthened by the sound of fourteen 
other swords of his fellows being withdrawn, but he knew 
Balwone to be famous for his ability with a fighting blade. He 
was about to retreat a pace when suddenly the pack of swordsmen 
were with him, facing Balwone in hatred, scowling, swearing and 
preparing for the killing drive. 
 ‘You would all fight me at once?’ exclaimed Balwone with a 
contemptuous laugh. ‘Then let it be. Come forward!’ 
 As they hesitated, the scorn in his voice sharpened. ‘Up, cow-
ards and destroy me!’ he shouted. ‘Why now do you tarry?’ 
 None of them moved. They felt gripped by some power that 
almost paralysed them. There was shock in their minds, and 
superstition ran rife in their blood. The Shemgridions had raised 
no anger in their spirits, but calmly and quietly observed those 
who, having murdered the four men, would turn on them for mat-
ters of killing and theft and rape. The power of the opposing 
quietness appalled the villans. 
 Balwone took a step forward and his raised sword shone in the 
sun. The company of evildoers took a step back. 
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 ‘See’, said Balwone, ‘it is simply a slim sword and a light one, 
but you dare not try to defeat it. It is not my sword, nor is it made 
by man, but it is Massia’s sword and he and not I is the one who 
wields it. It is the very word of God. It is this sword and not our 
swords which smites the nations.’  
 He walked within striking distance of them, but none moved, 
paralysed as they were. 
 ‘Begone!’ said Balwone in a voice more steely than their own 
weapons.  
 Life came to their bodies and they galvanised into life. At first 
they retreated as they faced the prince, but then they discovered 
they could turn. Turn they did, and they ran in terror out of the 
midst of that quiet scene. 
 Had they once turned and looked they would have seen 
Balwone without a weapon. It had been no magical weapon con-
jured out of the air by a brilliant magician, but the true sword 
which is part of the weaponry of all who serve under Massia. 
 Peace, if ever it had departed, came quietly on the group, and 
as the thieves and murderers and vagabonds fled into the distance 
they could not but hear the great song of praise which was raised 
to the skies.  
 Those in the city who belonged to Massia thrilled to the beauti-
ful singing, whilst those who still adhered to the old gods shook 
their heads and said, ‘Those Shemgridions are becoming more 
powerful day by day’, and they left it at that. 
 Up on the knoll, in the whole place, all were resonating with 
living worship. It was in this that they knew the present power of 
their loving Massia, and they knew his intimate presence also. It 
was not their worship which created the power and the presence. 
Rather it was the reverse. The initiative in what happened was not 
taken by Balwone, but by Massia. Proof that Massia did this can-
not be produced, but divine presence amongst humans is the 
mystery which itself discloses to one whilst it closes off its under-
standing to another. 
 
As they were making their way back to the palace, Roget told 
them quietly, ‘They have known defeat today. Now, because they 
are paid and because they overstepped themselves in attacking us 
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in daylight, they will work in devilish ways. We must watch our-
selves until we leave Cathrid, and then we must be even more 
watchful. These men are mean in spirit. Whilst they have been 
frightened from coming at us in such a way as they did today, yet 
they will grow even meaner in their spirits. They thought they 
were having an easy way of earning their blood-money. Now they 
will be nasty as devils and, being frustrated, will stop at nothing 
that is evil.’ 
 It was a long speech for Roget, but the men listened carefully. 
Whilst they were convinced Massia would confound the evil of 
their opponents, yet they knew they had been rightly warned.  
 ‘We will be careful’, they said to Roget.  
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