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SECRET KNIGHT - CONSPIRACYArthurian Saga Series Book 1After Guinevere's death
Camelot has become a sad and quiet place. King Arthur never shows his face in public anymore.
The golden age of chivalry has ended. The Order of the Round Table was broken up, its gallant
youth dead or have moved on. Shining armors and beautiful horses are hardly ever seen
anymore in Camelot until one day when the first proper knight comes to town. His appearance
stirs great excitement in Eric, a young working lad, who often daydreams about knights and the
good old days of Camelot. When he overhears the stranger plotting to kill King Arthur he
becomes greatly distressed. Eric risks his own life to save the kingdom and warn the King. Can
Eric restore Camelot to its former glory and save the King and save Camelot?The entire series is
available as box set and has been honored as a "Shelf Unbound Notable 100" for 2015

From the Back CoverGalapagos Wildlife focuses on the unique inhabitants of the Pacific islands
west of Ecuador which have intrigued visitors and natural history enthusiasts ever since Charles
Darwin's fist visit on HMS Beagle. Written and illustrated by licensed Galapagos tour guides,
Galapagos Wildlife covers every aspect of both land and marine wildlife. From the giant tortoises
that gave their name to the island to the 13 species of Darwin's finches, readers will be by turns
fascinated, amused and amazed. This guide contains over 120 color photographs, island
habitats, conservation and ecology and visitor sites with full-color trail plans. (5 1/4 x 8 1/2, 144
pages, maps, color photos)--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Punta SuarezFrom the moment the
dinghy heads to the rocky point you are spell-bound by surfing young sea lions, and a reception
committee of their parents barking on the tiny beach. A promontory of wave-rounded boulders
protects the landing from some of the biggest waves in the archipelago. Large marine iguanas lie
motionless like sentinels upon the rocks - here more colorful than elsewhere with hues of red
and green. First you walk South through dense saltbush then... the trail continues on through a
colony of Nazca boobies at the western edge of the island. The trail dips down to an eroded
pebble beach; tread carefully as marine iguanas nest here! A pair of oystercatchers can usually
be heard as you step into their domain. All along the coast the distinctive red-billed tropic birds
utter their screeching alarm call, and if you are lucky can spot them entering a cave where they
nest. Boobies will keep a watchful eye for a Galápagos hawk that will pick off any chicks left
unguarded. The lava lizards are bigger here than other islands, especially the black-spotted
males and the mockingbirds also differ with longer bills and aggressive behaviour, e.g. perching
on tourists' hats.--This text refers to the paperback edition.Review"A great guide."--
Global"Extremely useful, with a good section detailing all of the main visitor sites."--The Daily
Telegraph--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the



AuthorDavid Horwell, a fellow of the Royal Geographical Society, is a tour operator,
photographer, and writer who specializes in the Galápagos.Peter Oxford is a professional
naturalist, based in Ecuador, who leads trips to the islands.--This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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SECRET KNIGHT - CONSPIRACY(Arthurian Saga Series Book 1)Joshua Elliot JamesCopyright
©2016, Joshua Elliot JamesAll Rights Reservedjoshuaelliotjames@gmail.com License
NotesThis eBook is licensed for personal enjoyment only. It may not be resold or given away to
others. If you wish to share this book, please purchase an additional copy. If you are reading this
book and it was not purchased then, you should purchase your own copy. Your continued
respect for author's right is appreciated. This story is a work of fiction and any resemblance to
people is purely coincidence. All places, names, events, business, etc. are used in a fictional
manner. All characters are from the imagination of the author. If you would like to be informed of
new releases by Joshua Elliot James, join our exclusive newsletter. Your information will never
be shared and will only be used for new release announcements, special offers on books and
exclusive previews and content. Contents:SECRET KNIGHT - CONSPIRACY(Arthurian Saga
Series Book 1)Joshua Elliot JamesContents:Chapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter
5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter 8Chapter 9Chapter 10About the AuthorChapter 1 It was a
blazing afternoon in Camelot, nearing Midsummer's day. The sky was a cerulean blue above the
white towers of the castle, and the banners of King Arthur's court stirred gently in the breeze,
scarlet and gold. It had not rained for two moons, and the surrounding fields were turning brown
in the dry heat. In the narrow sloping streets of the castle town, the warm air shimmered, and
light reverberated from the cobblestones. Down in the hottest corner of the narrowest street, Eric
Berinon was labouring in the blacksmith's forge. The sweat poured down his face as he
worked the bellows near to the open fire. Eric was seventeen, but tall for his age, broad and
strong from his efforts here at the forge. He gazed intently into the fire, brown eyes trained onto
the small piece of iron in its depths. With the tongs, he flipped the horseshoe over, and as sparks
flew the metal glowed an intense orange. Eric was not the blacksmith's son though he did in fact
rather resemble Hadrian−they shared the same black hair, the same tanned skin and broad
shoulders. But Eric had been raised by his grandfather in another part of town. He had come to
Hadrian five years ago, bored and restless on a summer's day as hot as this one. Hadrian had
taken pity on him and showed him how to mould little birds and horses from scraps of spare
metal. From that day to this, Eric had arrived at the forge every morning with his natural smile,
willing to work hard and learn everything Hadrian taught him. Now, in the summer of his
seventeenth year, he was Hadrian's trusted apprentice and friend. The smith was growing older,
and whenever possible Eric took on the heavier duties in the forge. Carefully, he used the tongs
to transfer the horseshoe from the flames and dipped it into the water butt. Clouds of steam
hissed into the air. Eric examined the metal carefully, checking for flaws or dents. He was
shoeing the horse of a strange northern knight today, and he wanted everything to be perfect. He
left the shoe cooling on the side and turned back to his work, just as Hadrian came in whistling a
tune. The smith looked over Eric's shoulder at the steaming horseshoe and made a
sound of approval. They may not be father and son, but there was an easy familiarity between
the two of them, a comfortable silence. Hadrian held up the basket in his left hand and the clay
jug in the other, and smiling, turned on his heel and went back out the door. Eric washed the soot



from his hands and followed. The blacksmith's tiny yard was dominated by the slender
trunk and sprawling branches of an apple tree. In the springtime, the blossom on this tree was a
thing to behold, and in the summer, it offered a welcome green shade against the heat. The two
men settled on the bench beneath the tree, and Eric helped himself to cheese and bread from
the basket and beer from the flagon. They ate in silence for a time. Then, plucking an apple from
a low hanging bough, Eric peeled the fruit in a deft spiral with his pocket knife. He threw a slice
across the table to Hadrian."Did you see that knight again on your errands?" he asked.Hadrian
swallowed his mouthful. "Just for a moment lad. He was strolling about being gallant to the
ladies, talking with the town folk and so on. It was gracious enough."Eric smiled. "What it must
be like to be him... that shining armour, and the beautiful horse! He's the first proper knight come
through here in many a moon.""Ay, there aren't so many these days, that's true. Our king likes to
keep to his own company."
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taken pity on him and showed him how to mould little birds and horses from scraps of spare
metal. From that day to this, Eric had arrived at the forge every morning with his natural smile,
willing to work hard and learn everything Hadrian taught him. Now, in the summer of his
seventeenth year, he was Hadrian's trusted apprentice and friend. The smith was growing older,
and whenever possible Eric took on the heavier duties in the forge. Carefully, he used the tongs
to transfer the horseshoe from the flames and dipped it into the water butt. Clouds of steam
hissed into the air. Eric examined the metal carefully, checking for flaws or dents. He was
shoeing the horse of a strange northern knight today, and he wanted everything to be perfect. He
left the shoe cooling on the side and turned back to his work, just as Hadrian came in whistling a
tune. The smith looked over Eric's shoulder at the steaming horseshoe and made a
sound of approval. They may not be father and son, but there was an easy familiarity between
the two of them, a comfortable silence. Hadrian held up the basket in his left hand and the clay
jug in the other, and smiling, turned on his heel and went back out the door. Eric washed the soot
from his hands and followed. The blacksmith's tiny yard was dominated by the slender
trunk and sprawling branches of an apple tree. In the springtime, the blossom on this tree was a
thing to behold, and in the summer, it offered a welcome green shade against the heat. The two
men settled on the bench beneath the tree, and Eric helped himself to cheese and bread from
the basket and beer from the flagon. They ate in silence for a time. Then, plucking an apple from
a low hanging bough, Eric peeled the fruit in a deft spiral with his pocket knife. He threw a slice
across the table to Hadrian."Did you see that knight again on your errands?" he asked.Hadrian
swallowed his mouthful. "Just for a moment lad. He was strolling about being gallant to the
ladies, talking with the town folk and so on. It was gracious enough."Eric smiled. "What it must
be like to be him... that shining armour, and the beautiful horse! He's the first proper knight come
through here in many a moon.""Ay, there aren't so many these days, that's true. Our king likes to
keep to his own company."In the year that Eric was born, the kingdom had been caught in a
terrible war. For ninety days, the armies of Morgana Le Faye laid siege upon Camelot, and the
people had been trapped inside its walls, starving and suffering. Finally, there was a devastating
battle in these very streets, and victory had been won... but at great cost. Eric often heard stories
of how it had been before, the gallant Knights of the Round Table, and Camelot, full of people,
the beating heart of Britannia. They had rebuilt after the battle, and the city was prosperous once
more. But something changed in their Great king back then, and the golden age of chivalry
seemed to be over. The Order of the Round Table was broken up, its gallant youths dead or
moved away. A light breeze ruffled the leaves of the apple tree as the two men sat in the
shade. Hadrian's ginger car Peg climbed over the fence and sauntered over, purring and winding
herself around Eric's legs. Hadrian leant back and wiped the crumbs from his mouth, closing his
eyes. It was in this moment of their daily routine that he would talk about Alice."She was the
same as you, you know. Always liked to see the knights riding by. 'It makes you proud', she used
to say, 'watching them. Gives you faith in our Great king." Hadrian's wife Alice had died in
childbirth years before, and the boy with her. Perhaps that was why Hadrian and Eric needed



each other. Eric's parents died in the Great battle, like so many others, and Hadrian had lost his
family soon after. They both knew loss and loneliness, but together they had created a kind of
family from the ashes. And every day, in the shade of the apple tree, Hadrian would tell a story of
his lost love. Eric had heard them all before of course, but it didn't matter. He knew that Hadrian
and Alice had planted this tree together and that every spring when it blossomed in pink and
white, he thought of her. He knew that Alice had liked to sing as she worked and that she was
fond of taking in stray animals and nursing them to health. He knew that this was how Peg had
joined the family, brought to the safety of the forge as a half-starved ginger kitten. And above all,
he knew that Hadrian needed this, that these words and stories kept Alice alive in his memory.
Eric couldn't remember his parents, and had no stories of his own. But Hadrian's tales of Alice
−her kindness, her bravery, her sense of humour−when Eric thought of his own lost family, it was
the quiet rhythm of these stories which came to mind. He settled back into his chair and listened
to the smith's deep, slow voice. After lunch, the two men returned to the forge and worked
in companionable silence. Now and again, Eric's eyes would stray to the magnificent sword in
the corner, which the northern knight had left for remounting. Eric himself had been training with
the sword for several years. His grandfather had come home one November day with two rough
training blades and announced that they would be practising together from now on. Letholdus
was old and frail looking, but surprisingly strong. He knew how to fight well enough, and several
times a week he would take Eric into the yard and teach him to cut, parry and thrust. He always
supposed it was for his grandfather's enjoyment more than anything else. He knew that
Letholdus had done his bit in the Great battle, though the details of exactly what had passed
were hazy to his mind. Eric assumed that Letholdus, like so many others in the town, was
nostalgic for the days of chivalry. After all, Eric was a peasant lad, and there was no real purpose
in this learning. Even so, he enjoyed training immensely and seemed to have something of a
natural talent for it. Although Eric had some skill with a blade, he had never seen so
beautiful a sword as this one. Nor did he have any notion of how to remount it. Though Eric had
begged his master to give him a try, the smith had done the work himself last night. As they
laboured through the late afternoon, Eric was sorely tempted to pick up the strange northern
blade, to feel the weight of it in his grasp and watch the flames reflected in its shining length. A
sword like that would make a man feel different−stronger, braver. Perhaps it was growing up
under his grandfather's influence, but Eric felt a deep nostalgia for the old Camelot, the one he
had never known. He liked to hear stories of Galahad, Gawain and Lancelot, brave knights long
vanished from these lands. Around four, the knight from the north came to see his horse
fitted with the shoe. The mare was a beauty, a sleek grey in the late sunshine, her mane braided
with ribbons and tiny bells. She was a gentle creature and crooked her foreleg obediently as
Hadrian fitted the shoe. The knight, meanwhile, took up his sword with its new handle, making
some experimental thrusts and parries against an invisible opponent. He looked up and saw Eric
watching him."Very good, very good. An excellent balanced weight now, and a comfortable grip.
Did you make this lad?""No sir," said Eric, "I haven't the skill. There's not much call for weapon



craft in Camelot these days.""No? No, I suppose not," said the knight, glancing up at the castle
keep."Please sir, if you don't mind me asking... did you used to come here? Before, I mean,
before the battle. When the Round Table was still..."The knight laughed, a little wistfully. "I did
indeed. Those were the glory days of Camelot, and all Britannia, I tell you. Feasts, dances,
quests, tournaments.... there never was a merrier court. And those knights!" He looked up again
at the distant castle towers. "I tell you, my generation could live a thousand years, and never live
up to the deeds of our Great king and his old company.""What happened, sir? I mean, I know
about the battle, but why did the court break up afterwards?"The knight looked back at Eric and
hesitated, frowning slightly and scrutinising his face."You boy. Who are you?" He asked
suddenly."Sir?""Your family. Is this your father?" the knight gestured to where Hadrian was
working."Oh no sir, no Hadrian is teaching me his craft. I live with my grandfather. We're nobody
really, my parents, they...""All done!" said Hadrian, coming around the mare's other side and
patting her flank. "She should ride like a beauty now sir.""Good, good, thank you..." said the
knight. He cast a long glance back at Eric, then handed a small bag of silver to the smith."Well, I
must be back on the road before nightfall. I thank you, gentlemen, for your excellent work. God
bless you." The knight mounted lightly and rode away, his mare's hooves clopping over
the cobbles as he disappeared around the corner. Eric and Hadrian watched him go. The sun
was setting now, dazzling them with a deep golden light that poured through the thatched roofs
around them. The two men went inside, tidying and closing up the forge for the night. Eric left just
as dusk fell, calling out his farewells to Hadrian. The smith would go to a lonely meal at his
hearth, but for Eric, the evening was just beginning. After his dinner, he must go to the local inn,
where he earned money sweeping, scrubbing and serving beer to the thirsty common folk. He
was young and strong, but these long working days and the hot summer left him aching and
exhausted each night. Stretching out his arms, Eric walked up the steep lane towards his
grandfather's house. The heat of the day was still in the air, and the crickets were humming and
whirring. Above him, the first of the night stars twinkled into being, and the towers of Camelot
made a dark silhouette against the pinkish haze of the sky. Chapter 2 On his way home,
Eric turned down a sloping alley, heading for the local bakery. It was dark now, but the scent of
fresh bread still lingered in the narrow street from the morning's batch. He pushed open the
wooden door and entered, stooping a little as he passed beneath the low frame."Just a moment
please," called a voice from the cellar stairway. "Oh, Eric it's you." The flushed face of
Eric's childhood friend Ellyn Farfelee appeared as she came up the steps into the shop carrying
a heavy sack of flour. She smiled at him, put the flour down in the corner and brushed the dust
from her hands. Ellyn was a beautiful young woman though at this moment there were flecks of
flour in her long auburn braid, and she wore a grubby apron over her dress.
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Ebook Tops Reader, “Couldn't put it down, but it ended too soon!. This was more of a 'first part'
of a story than an entire novel, as it ends very abruptly, but I forgive the author for leaving me
hanging as long as he gets the next installment out soon!Eric is a great character, an apprentice
blacksmith who is clueless about the feelings his lifelong friend has for him. I loved all the
characters, especially his grandfather. I really like the way the story flows, with lots of little details
about Camelot and its tragic history woven in without it seeming like a history lesson. The author
has a great, easy tone to his writing that I really enjoyed, much different to the last story I read by
him.I will definitely be looking out for the next installment, and recommend this to fans of YA
adventure books, or anyone who loves a good tale of Knights and castles, good and evil, or
young heroes discovering their destiny!”

Sam Elder, “Brilliant new series!. The Secret Knight Conspiracy is the first book in the newly
emerged Arthurian Saga by Joshua Elliot James. Having previously read the majority of his
books, I was very excited to see that he was working on a new series. This is clearly a bold
change of pace from the adventures of Arcadia Jones that I have become accustomed to.
However this book is now by far my favorite work from James. The book is very well written, it
provides a polished and complete story that leaves you wishing there was more. This book is
short, but fun read that will keep you engrossed the entire time. I sincerely hope that the second
book is well underway.The book is a unique imagined history of what would have come to pass
after the fall of the Round Table. Camelot and its people have become a much less grand
society and the ways of knights and chivalry are gone, but not forgotten. The story follows a
young man named Eric, an orphaned child who has found success in the forge as an
apprentice. After over hearing a treasonous plot, he discovers that he is destined for a higher
calling.”

Pat Nichols, “Excellent!. The Secret Knight Conspiracy was a very pleasant surprise. This is not
typically a genre that I would venture into, but a friend strongly recommended this story. It was
an easy read for an afternoon off and I thoroughly enjoyed the story from start to finish. The
characters are well developed and relatable. The plot is fast paced and keeps you engrossed
from start to finish. The book is a quick read, but the abrupt conclusion leaves you longing for
more. I suppose that is how the first chapter of a saga should leave a reader.This book marks
the start of a new undertaking by Joshua Elliott James. I previously thought that it would be
challenging for the author to write a lead character that could step out of Arcadia Jones' shadow,
but I think the author has succeeded in doing so. A few more installments in this series and I
would not be surprised if our new hero begins to eclipse Arcadia.I sincerely enjoyed this book
and I am eager for the release of the next chapter of this saga. You cannot go wrong with this
purchase.”



Tara C, “Steller, quick read. I have read another book by this author that was just as stellar, but to
other fans looking for more Arcadia, this is not her series. However it is just as fast paced,
amazingly written with deep engrossing characters as the books which follow her. This time we
follow an orphaned apprentice, Eric, as he follows the journey of a hero after overhearing an
insidious conspiracy. Through him we learn of the social repercussions from the downfall of the
Round Table of lore. This includes the details of King Arthur's reaction to Gwenevere's death and
the overall fallout. This event in particular is used as the catalysts for the cultural change of the
land, loss of chivalry and valiant knights.I look forward to reading the rest of the series!”

The book by Joshua Elliot James has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 5 people have provided feedback.
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