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“This year there was great
commotion in England in consequence of an invasion by the Danes,
who spread terror and devastation wheresoever they went, plundering
and burning and desolating the country with such rapidity, that
they advanced in one march as far as the town of Alton
...”




--Anglo-Saxon Chronicles, Entry for Year 1001
A.D.
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Aydith’s heart seemed to throb in her
throat, so completely did her rage and sorrow fill her. Breathing
became difficult as she waited for her father to exit the hall, but
she stood firm, swallowing down what fear she could. She watched as
the various nobles and clergymen exited the room first, their faces
cheerful, though she did not see anything to be cheerful about.
Some of the faces comforted her, such as Bishop Alphege’s, who wore
his usual expression of stoic calm. Others infuriated her, such as
the smirk of the man named Lord Alfric, who had betrayed her father
once before but now strolled about the palace as if he still ruled
Mercia as ealdorman.

Even more troubling, she realized, was the
number of faces missing. Recently the Danes had pillaged all the
way to Alton and met with a Saxon army, but so many great men died
that day, no one could consider the battle a victory. Among the
dead was the kind and scholarly Athelward, as well as Lord Leofric
of Whitchurch, and Wulfhere the thegn, and high-steward Lord
Leofwin, and Bishop Elfy’s son Godwin ... and many more which she
could not name. Her arms trembled as she clenched her fists at her
sides. Despite the deaths of those brave men, Sweyn Forkbeard
pillaged on with his army of Vikings. From Alton the pagans had
marched on to Devonshire, where another one of her father’s lords
betrayed the Anglo-Saxons. His name was Pallig, and he had been a
Dane living amongst the English; perhaps King Ethelred should have
seen it coming.

Her fury only raged hotter the longer she
waited, as did her determination to speak her mind. And though the
men passed by her and she knew almost all of them by name, as they
knew hers, they did not bother to look at her or address her, for
she was only an eleven-year-old female aetheling standing in the
middle of the palace. Even the fact she was an aetheling hardly
seemed to matter; after all, Ethelred had ten children in all.

At last, the king himself exited the hall.
Her stomach turned a somersault. King Ethelred looked rather
pleased with himself: his cheeks were rosy above his fair beard,
his blue eyes were crisp and bright, and his crown looked freshly
polished. Normally, Aydith would be proud of him, for of course a
king should always appear confident, no matter the circumstances.
What enraged her was the real reason why he felt victorious, which
had nothing to do with the Vikings.

When he saw her, his smile fell. “Aydith?”
He scratched at his beard and glanced nervously about, as if hoping
to see one of her retainers come fetch her away. “Something
wrong?”

“I ... I heard you,” she
gasped. “I heard everything. How could you?”

King Ethelred’s cheeks turned deep red. She
was not sure if the cause was embarrassment or fury—or perhaps
both. “You should not have heard anything,” he snapped. Of course,
he did not even address her question. He probably never would. “So
forget you heard it at all!”

Despite herself, Aydith felt tears filling
her eyes, blurring her vision. She knew it was bad for an aetheling
to be seen crying, especially with so many important men watching,
but she couldn’t help herself. “Mother has not even been dead a
year.”

He straightened himself, which was no small
feat under the heaviness of his thickly woven garments. “A king
must have a queen.”

“But Emma of Normandy!
She’s one of them!” Aydith was getting carried away with herself,
practically screaming. “Norman filth! The Normans are friends to
the Danes! Have you forgotten, Father?!”

“Of course not, you foolish
child! These are matters you cannot understand.” Ethelred’s eyes
darted desperately around the room, seizing the first available
hearth companion he could find. “You, Hastings! Take her to her
room, and don’t let her leave your sight, for God’s
sake!”

For the first time, Aydith understood the
extent of her own embarrassment. She looked around her, glimpsing
the smug faces leering and laughing at her, and she realized how
she must look to them. She was small and thin, any sturdiness of
her frame covered by the loose folds of her dress. She was eleven
years old, presuming to yell at her father, the king; and even
worse than that, she was a girl. To them she was nothing more than
a spoiled, childish girl.

Her humiliation filled her up and petrified
her. The sobs still wanted to come out, but she restricted them,
her body shaking violently as a result. All the while, a man walked
forward to take her away. She recognized him vaguely as he came
closer, but it was hard to see anything clearly through the deluge
of her sorrow. His hands on her shoulders were large but gentle,
gripping her and guiding her away from the crowd. His touch was
surprisingly relaxing.

“There, there,” he said,
though a bit awkwardly, and patted her back.

She bowed her head and sagged under his
fingers. What had she accomplished by making such a scene? Nothing.
What had she lost? A great deal. Her father would be more strict
from now on. The nobles would likely laugh at anything she said,
aetheling or not.

Despite the gravity of these defeats, the
words of the witenagemot resumed echoing in her head, again and
again and again. Her anger trickled back into her veins, granting
her new strength. She remembered the way the wise men had spoken to
her father, especially that treacherous man Alfric, and how from
the start of the gathering to the finish they had all managed to
turn the truth on its head. At the beginning of the meeting, King
Ethelred had still been filled with resolve to launch yet another
attack on the Vikings, despite his many failures. By the end,
everyone had convinced him that he should try a more friendly
approach instead.

When at last they reached her room, she
broke away from Hastings, storming in of her own will. She grabbed
the door and made to slam it, but he put his hand against it. Her
fierce brown gaze met his, blazing.

As she stared at him, however, she found she
could not remain angry for long. He seemed a strong and noble man,
his face kind and devoid of the selfishness and deceitfulness of
almost everyone she met in the king’s court. In truth, she had
known Hastings for some time now, who had served the royal family
as a retainer ever since becoming a man at the age of twelve, she
suspected. Though she had always seen him about, she had never
thought of him much, beyond pondering his somewhat large chin on an
otherwise box-shaped face. His eyes were so soft and unassuming,
his demeanor so quiet and graceful, that his presence was easy to
take for granted. He had shiny brown hair that barely fell below
his ears, and a close-cut beard that helped cover the largeness of
his chin. This close, she thought the beard looked very soft to the
touch.

“My lady,” he said, looking
somewhat abashed, then cleared his throat. “I’m to watch over
you.”

She lifted her chin high, but removed her
hand from the door, and went inside.

Two of her ladies already loitered within
her chamber, having abandoned their weaving work to whisper to each
other and giggle next to the brazier. At the sight of Aydith
entering with a red, swollen face and a soldierly companion, they
hushed immediately and straightened their postures.

Aydith glared at them. She already disliked
the maids, but now she disliked them even more, for they had been
talking about her older brother Aethelstan and blushing like tavern
wenches. Aydith did not not know exactly what they were whispering
to each other, but she knew it must be sinful, and even if it was
not, it was disrespectful to speak of an aetheling in such a
manner. Not sure what to say, she harrumphed and crossed her arms
over her chest, then went to sit at her table and chair.

This table was probably her favorite place
on earth to sit. It squatted in a cold corner of the stone room,
from which point the rest of the world seemed to grow quiet around
her. At the table, she did not have to focus on anything but her
wooden toys, and the precious manuscripts from which they were
inspired. No matter how bright the outdoors, the table always
seemed to collect a gentle glow around its corners, whether from
the nearby candles, the lit brazier, or the sunlight forcing its
way through the thick tapestry over the window. She sat in her
table and took a deep breath, feeling the way a breeze always
seemed to flutter here, making everything move and come alive, from
the fabric of her dress to the delicate parchment of her books.

Her fingers reached out and found the smooth
wooden piece tucked behind the books. She owned a few different
carvings: one of a horse, and a church, and a wooden palisade. But
most precious to her was the carving of a woman, crafted for Aydith
per her request to the royal carpenter. The woman wore a dress, but
leather armor was also carved onto her form, as well as a helm over
her bound hair. A sword hung from her hip. Aydith traced the rim of
the toy sword with her fingertip while staring longingly towards
the glowing window.

For a moment she began to feel peaceful and
alone once more. Then she realized Hastings stood only a few feet
away from her. She had not even heard him approach.

She started, then quickly put the carved
woman away. She looked at Hastings with a wary expression. “Don’t
worry,” she said. “I don’t think I can escape through the window
from here.”

“I am not so sure.” He
attempted a smile. “You look very fast.”

“Hmph!” She wanted to be
mad at him, but she could not resist smiling, herself. She turned
away to hide her expression and a heavy silence resumed. She wished
she could return to that quiet place in her mind, but she could
not, and it was not entirely Hastings’s fault.

“What was that you were
holding?” asked the hearth companion.

“It was nothing,” she said
quickly. “A silly trinket. But I’ve grown out of such
things.”

She heard the maids across the room start
whispering again, and it reminded her of the much louder, but no
less shameful, whisperings that took place among the king’s
witenagemot, or gathering of wise men. Much against her will, she
felt her tears and sobs returning.

“My lady?” Hastings watched
her face uncertainly. “Can I … do anything?”

“I don’t know.” She
sniffled and looked at him directly. “Can you? Can anyone?” She
shook her head so forcefully that some dark strands of her hair
fell over her small face. “My father tried. God knows he tried. He
even went across the sea and tried to fight the Danes in their
homeland, and I was so proud of him. But he failed. Then he went to
Normandy!” She smiled sadly, even as her chin quivered. “He said he
would capture Duke Richard and take him back to Engla-lond with his
hands tied behind his back, for all that he had done to help the
Danes! What changed, Hastings? Is there something I do not
understand? What makes my father go back and forth between being a
proud and brave king to a cowering fool? Whatever in heaven or hell
made him decide to marry Duke Richard’s daughter? Please tell me
that my father was right after all, and that I am simply too young
and foolish to understand!”

Hastings had a strange look on his face: one
of awe, and bewilderment, and a small degree of discomfort. “I … I
wish I knew, my lady. But in truth, I am as puzzled as you.”

She looked at him with fresh eyes, wondering
if at last she had found someone who did not think she was foolish.
But perhaps he was only being polite, because she was an aetheling
and he was a hearth companion, and perhaps she should not be
sharing her thoughts with him at all. Before she could make up her
mind whether or not to keep speaking, the door flung open, and in
strode her oldest brother.

He was only a few years older than Aydith,
and yet he was treated with a great deal more respect and given
many more responsibilities than she, for of course he was in line
to be king. His name was Aethelstan, and he was one of the fairest
of the royal children, taking more from their father than their
deceased mother. He still could not grow a beard, she noticed, and
had shaved off his last attempt. Nonetheless his face was twisted
into such a disapproving expression that her heart sank within her,
and if she could have she might have melted to the floor.

“Aydith,” he said, his
purple cloak still settling about him from his sudden stop, his
fists planting firmly on his hips. Aydith noticed with disgust that
her maids were watching him with huge, batting eyes. He was not
even a particularly good-looking man, for all that Aydtih could
judge. But he was a prince. “What’s this Father tells me about your
behavior?”

She clutched her table for support, staring
at him with a mixture of guilt and pleading. “I am just ... I am
just so confused, brother. Aren’t you?”

“I ...” He looked away in
thought, lowering his arms. “I understand that Father will be
marrying—” He looked uncertainly at the maids, then at Hastings.
Aydith thought it foolish he felt inclined to keep it a secret. The
decision had been made; the people would hear of it soon enough.
Perhaps the king wanted to put off telling everyone so that it
would not enrage them, as Aydith thought it should. “He’ll be
taking a new bride,” he said hoarsely. “For the good of the
country.”

“Do you really believe
that?”

“I ... I ...” Aethelstan
shook his head helplessly. “I trust Father!”

Aydith sighed. Aethelstan was always so
dignified and practical; perhaps he was right. Why couldn’t she
simply accept the king’s decisions like so many other people seemed
to do? She remembered the way Mother used to act submissive and
accepting of all Ethelred’s actions in public, but as soon as she
was alone with Aydith, she would curse and swear and insult her own
husband. Aydith never wanted to be like that, and she wondered how
many other people might be the same way, acting out their lives as
they felt they ought to, yet nearly bursting with anger inside. If
only people would come together and speak their true minds, perhaps
real progress could be made. But would anyone?

She stared at her brother for a long time,
marveling at him. He did not seem to be filled with secrets and
bitterness like so many other people. He simply did what he thought
he was supposed to do. Surely God must love him dearly. And so did
their father.

This thought sparked a new idea in her head.
“Perhaps ...” She swallowed thickly. “Perhaps you could talk to
him. Tell him to reconsider.”

“Why? Because you miss your
mother?” He guffawed, and she felt as if her heart melted.
Aethelstan rarely expressed such disdain. “Do you know how childish
you sound?”

Aydith set her mouth in a
firm line, glaring. “It’s not just about Mother. It’s about our
father appearing weak.” The word made her blood burn with nervousness. It was a
word her own mother had used to describe Ethelred often, but she
had never dared repeat it until now. Aethelstan blinked with
surprise. “First the Danegald. He took the people’s money and gave
it to the Danes to buy peace; but the Danes only come back for
more. Now this: marrying a Norman! When the only solution is to
keep fighting!”

Suddenly Aydith became all too aware that
she and Aethelstan were not alone. She saw the looks of shock on
the maids’ faces, and the abashed expression of Hastings, who
seemed embarrassed just to hear such things. Meanwhile Aethelstan’s
face turned bright red. He was not the sort to get angry, but even
he had his limits.

“What—what I mean is ...”
Aydith drooped in her chair, her voice slurring to something of a
mumble. “What I mean is that these things make him
look weak. Not that he
is.”

Aethelstan lifted his chin, which seemed to
require a great deal of effort, for his body seemed as stiff as
clay when cooked to the shattering point. Despite this, he managed
to keep his voice at a low, but grating, pitch. “Everyone … please
leave the room.”

Their eyes wide, the maids got up and
scurried out. Aydith was relieved, though she shuddered to think
how they would gossip about the scene they’d already witnessed.
Hastings, however, stood still.

“The king commanded me to
watch her, my lord,” he said.

Aethelstan did not seem to care, nor even
notice that Hastings remained, for all of his concentration was
focused on Aydith. When the maids were gone, he stormed up to her
table and grabbed one of the books.

“Hey—!” shouted
Aydith.

He pulled it out of her reach. “You’ve been
reading too many of these stories!”

“They’re not stories!”
cried Aydith. “They are history!
They chronicle the past of all Engla-lond, and
even some other parts of the world, Aethelstan!”

But because he had picked up the book, his
eyes found yet something else: the wooden woman. He seized this
next, and Aydith cried out with dismay.

“If those are history, then
what is this?” Her brother turned it in his hands, trying to figure
it out for himself. “Is this the Lady Aethelfleda you always talk
about?”

She clutched for it, but he stepped back so
far that she almost stumbled to the floor. “Give it back!” The
pitch of her voice rose nearly to a scream.

“I grow weary of hearing
you speak of her,” said Aethelstan. “'Lady of the Mercians.’ Her
story may be history, but it is still ridiculous! The Archbishop
was right: reading has filled your head with nonsense.”

Aydith clutched her face, nails digging into
her cheeks. “He … he said that?”

Aethelstan lowered the figurine somewhat,
taking her sorrow for submission. “Aydith, women should not lead
armies, nor rule in the place of an ealdorman.” He said it so
calmly, so matter-of-factly. “Your nature is to be peaceful and
supportive. It is the role God chose for you. I thought you knew
that?”

She shuddered. “But … she took Derby … and
built burgs … and—”

“Her husband was dead,”
said Aethelstan. “That was different. There was no one else to do
it. Do you remember what happened after she died, and Mercia fell
to the spindle side? Her daughter failed to rule, and had to give
it up to her brother, and … oh I forget the rest.” He looked
frustrated. “What does it matter? It’s not even your
concern!”

“Please, Aethelstan, I’m …
I’m trying to be good.” She felt cold inside out, and trembled
uncontrollably. “I’m trying to do what’s right. Tell me what to
do.”

He thought about this long and hard. Then
his eyes fixed on the figurine. “First, you have to forget about
her.” He walked towards the brazier.

“... What?” Aydith
scrambled to her feet. “What are you doing?”

Without any ceremony, he opened the brazier
and tossed the figurine into the flames. Aydith put her hands over
her mouth to cover her squeal.

Aethelstan stared into the brazier with deep
concentration, the bright orange light glinting in his eyes.
Despite all this, he seemed unsatisfied. He picked up a poker and
jabbed angrily at the embers, little sparks and pieces of burning
ash spraying up in a gruesome fountain.

“I will do that, my lord,”
said Hastings.

Aethelstan blinked with surprise, having
forgotten Hastings’s presence. He passed off the poker. “Er, thank
you,” he said.

Hastings took up the job of stoking the fire
with a grim, firmly-set expression. For some reason, Aydith felt
even more betrayed now than when Aethelstan had done it, for she
had thought maybe Hastings understood her mind. But of course, that
was foolish, and in both instances Hastings was only doing his
duty, serving the lord and lady according to their respective
ranks.

She crumpled in on herself, feeling her
tears return. Her eyes had nearly run dry, she thought. Perhaps
that was for the best.

Aethelstan walked up and stood over her. His
voice was soft. “Come now, sister. It’s for your own good.”

“I know. Th-thank you,
brother.” She could not bring herself to look at him. “Now … please
leave.”

He remained there a moment, unmoving. She
did not bother to glance at his expression; she did not care. At
last he turned, and she listened to the heavy thuds of his boots as
he walked out, and shut the door softly behind him.

Aydith did not budge for a long while. She
tried to find some peace and quietude within her mind, not thinking
about anything else. She forgot Hastings was even in the room until
she heard him shutting the lid of the brazier, and she shuddered.
She had managed to forget the destruction of her figurine until she
heard that terrible sound.

“My lady,” said the hearth
companion softly.

“Don’t speak to me,”
snapped Aydith. She wished she could order him to leave, but she
knew she could not. He would follow the king’s will over hers, as
he should.

He walked closer to her, his feet treading
much more quietly than Aethelstan’s, even though he was a bigger
man. She smelled the ash and smoke that must have blown on him from
the fire he encouraged, and it made her sick to her stomach.

She she heard a loud
thunk, and turned to see
that he had dropped something on the floor. She gasped aloud. It
was blackened with soot, but it did not look very damaged. It was
the Lady Aethelfleda.

She reached to grab it, then dropped it very
quickly, for it was still hot. Even so, she grinned from ear to ear
as she looked up at Hastings. “What ... how ... ?”

“It simply would not burn,
my lady.” But his eyes twinkled with mischief as he
smiled.

“Oh—oh—oh thank you,
Hastings!” Before she could restrain herself, she got up, opened
her arms wide, and flung herself against the hearth companion. She
hugged him tight, her face smashed against his tunic just beneath
his chest, the musky scent of his wools and sweat and leather
filling her nose.

She realized after a moment how still he
was, and quickly pulled away. This must be very unseemly. She
turned around and felt her cheeks burning with a blush. Surely it
was not normal for a male hearth companion to be alone with a woman
in her chamber, but then again, many of today’s circumstances were
not normal. She was only eleven years old, of course; but if she
remembered correctly, so was the Lady Emma of Normandy, who would
soon be marrying her father. If not eleven, Emma was only a year or
two older. Officially, Aydith was of a marrying age, herself. She
had already begun her monthly cycle.

Feeling a bit shy and confused, she picked
up the wooden figure from the floor—it was cool enough now to
touch—and clutched it close to her. She cleared some of the soot
from the wood, and as she revealed the woman underneath, she felt
as if Aethelfleda looked different to her now than she had
before.

“I ... I know little of
history,” said Hastings from the shadows. “Would you tell me about
the Lady Aethelfleda?”

Aydith took a deep breath, her heart
fluttering. It took no effort to tell the story of Aethelfleda; she
did not even have to search her memory. “She was born over a
hundred years ago, the daughter of the great King Alfred,” she
began. “Her husband was named Aethelred, like my father. Their
marriage helped bring the Angles and Saxons of Engla-lond together,
and united the kingdom against the Vikings. But he died. After his
death she ruled in his place, and the people called her the Lady of
Mercia, serving her almost like a queen. She built burgs and walls
all around the cities and boundaries of Mercia. She was a brilliant
strategist. She led armies against the Danes, and took back the
cities of Leicester and Derby. She even fought and recruited the
Welsh. She ruled for almost eight years before she died.”

She looked down at the toy in her hands.
Suddenly, it had gone from being scorching hot to numbingly cold,
and it looked ugly under its mask of black soot.

“And then her daughter,
Aelfwynn, tried to rule in her mother’s place. But Aethelstan was
right. She was weak.”

She walked back to the brazier and opened
the lid.

“My lady?” Hastings took a
step towards her, then stopped. “What are you doing?”

“Aethelstan’s right. I
shouldn’t keep such toys.”

Her hand trembled as she lifted the figurine
over the fire’s glow. She realized the fire was burning even higher
than she had anticipated. How had the figurine not burned before?
Had Hastings removed it from the fire right away? He must have, so
she tried to get mad at him for it, seeking anger to give her
strength. He had deceived his own lord, an aetheling! Perhaps he
was not trustworthy at all.

She felt a twinge of pain in her heart, then
she dropped the figurine into the flames. Before she could change
her mind, she threw down the lid.

She looked at Hastings, and he was scowling.
His normally kind eyes were narrowed, stinging her like alcohol
splashed on an open wound.

“Oh,” she cried suddenly.
“I wish you would go away!”

He bowed his head, though his fists were
clenched at his sides. Ethelred had told him not to let Aydith
leave his sight, and he stayed true to this as he backed away, ever
so slowly, moving further and further from the aetheling.
Eventually he was covered with shadows, and stood on the far side
of the room, and such a quiet fell over them that it seemed as if
he truly was gone, after all.

Aydith got up and dragged her feet toward
her bed. So much crying and fussing had exhausted her. She
collapsed on her knees before even climbing onto her soft sheets,
and folded her hands below her forehead. She closed her eyes and
whispered, so softly that she hoped Hastings could not hear
her.

“Dear Lord, Father in
Heaven, show me what to do. Teach me humility and give me
understanding. Drive the terrible pagans from Engla-lond. Smite
down our enemies with your Holy power, or show me what I can do in
your stead. Amen.”

It was a prayer she had muttered a few times
before, a prayer she had devised and felt very proud of, but it
seemed even more significant now than it had in the past.

Feeling somewhat better, she climbed onto
her sheets and drifted promptly to sleep.

*

Nightmares prevented her from resting that
night.

She dreamt of the Vikings making their way
through Engla-lond, burning homes and stabbing children, stealing
food and pissing on what they didn’t want, taking slaves and
killing monks.

She relived the horrendous scene she had
witnessed when she was four years old. She hid in a church in
Lundenburg when Sweyn Forkbeard and his army attacked the old Roman
city. They burned whatever they could, and even in the big stone
church the smoke stung Aydith’s eyes and filled her chest with a
terrible cough. Then some of them broke in, and one of them stabbed
a monk until his sword came out the other side, and he didn’t even
stop there. His blade opened the monk wide, and even though
Aydith’s maid tried to put a hand over the little girl’s eyes, she
still saw everything, spilling onto the church floor.

Then something strange happened in her
dream. She grew up suddenly and became Aethelfleda. She married the
ealdorman of Mercia and bore him children. But at the same time,
she was already ensuring her role as the Lady of Mercia. She did
this by advising her husband and signing his documents. People
began to call her the Lady of Mercia long before her husband died
and she led armies against the pagans.

Next she led a fyrd against Sweyn Forkbeard,
even though he had not yet been born in the time of Aethelfleda. He
had fought the men of Hampshire, and killed so many noble men, and
his Viking warriors ran all about burning and destroying. But she,
this new version of Aydith, knew exactly where they were headed
next, and knew how to gather an army there that could stop them.
But she could not gather the fyrd herself. She would have to tell
her husband to do it.

She woke up trembling and covered with
sweat, but even as she clutched her sticky blankets, a smile
stretched her face.

“Hastings?
Hastings!”

She sat up, searching for him in the
darkness. Only a few candles remained lit, and the brazier had
faded to the dull red glow of its embers. A shadow moved and she
turned hopefully, but she only saw one of her dim-witted maids,
peering at her with a weary face.

“He was relieved of duty,
my lady.”

Aydith plopped back down on her sheets,
strangely disappointed, even though Hastings was not the man to
which her dream, and thus God, had directed her.

She had no husband, of course, and her
father would not listen to her; but she had two older brothers who
were in line to take the throne and could make important decisions.
She knew without a doubt that God wanted her to keep talking to
Aethelstan, just as Aethelfleda had signed her husband’s documents.
She would do so more humbly, next time. Just like Aethelfleda, she
would provide support to those in power, and they would not even
notice what power she obtained for herself, in the meantime.
Besides, power was not the point. The point was to save Engla-lond
from the pagans.

Her eyes peered heavenward, glittering as if
with holy light, even as her eyelids drifted shut once more. “Yes,
Lord,” she whispered. “I understand. It is Aethelstan who must
gather the armies, and I must help him. I must ...”

Her body slipped from her consciousness, and
her mind returned happily to her dreams, which were much more
pleasant now than before.
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The Anglo-Saxon Chronicles,
as compiled by various monks until the year 1140, are my primary
sources of information. So, too, are the Chronicles of Florence of
Worcester and the Chronicles of the Kings of England as written by
William of Malmesbury. Without the devotion of these men to
chronicle the chaotic events of their time, so little of the Dark
Ages would be known. A full list of consulted sources is posted
on http://talesofmercia.wordpress.com.
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