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The second book in the Arthurian fantasy series, The Return of King Arthur.It is 2021, and Sir
Agravain's nemesis, Malagant, is back.But Agravain, who hunted the Dread Knight during the
18th and 19th centuries, is now serving a prison sentence. Nimue, a mysterious student of
Merlin, seeks King Arthur to offer him a choice.Arthur can settle into the normal life he yearns,
abandoning his estranged knight. Or risk everything he has, all he has achieved, to aid in
Agravain’s escape.'Join Agravain as he prowls the streets of Victorian London in the dark era of
Spring-Heeled Jack and Jack the Ripper!' - Jacob Sannox

'Sannox's writing style is fresh and brings a slightly darker turn for the subject but it works so
well!' - Ebook Tops Review 'The Ravenmaster's Revenge -- was a compelling read with a
beautifully constructed twist. The follow-up, Agravain's Escape, is a longer, deeply layered read,
with Arthur taking more of a back seat as his estranged knight Agravain battles both evil -- in the
form of Malagant, the Dread Knight -- and the sorrow in his life.' - Ebook Tops Review 'Agravain
is a compelling hero and the attention to historic detail adds to the enjoyment of the story.' -
Ebook Tops Review
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NineAcknowledgementsChapter OnePadstow, CornwallNovember 2019Nimuë felt Merlin’s
absence. After all the long centuries, despite all that had happened between them, it seemed
their connection had never been severed. She stood on the beach before dawn, her eyes glazed
and her border collie whining and nosing a chewed-up tennis ball towards her, drawing a shallow
groove in the sand.Nimuë felt Merlin die. Felt a sudden void within her being.She shuddered and
dropped to her knees in the sand, her hands trembling and her hair whipping against her
face.Her consciousness drifted out of her body and hung in the air about her like a mist until the
dog began furiously licking her face. The wet tongue on her skin brought her back round, and
her spirit re-entered her body.‘He’s finally gone,’ said Nimuë, fussing the animal. ‘Perhaps it’s
nearly time.’With the sound of waves lapping at the shore, she picked up the ball and threw it into
the water. The collie went haring after it, and she stood, not bothering to brush the sand from her
skirt. Nimuë walked barefoot to the water’s edge until the shallows washed her toes. She looked
left, up the dark beach, then right, back towards Padstow.Nobody in sight.Nimuë checked
behind her and then, slowly, she walked into the surf until the water covered first her ankles, then
her knees, and her hips. She did not stop walking when the waves lapped against her breasts,
nor did she tilt her head up as her chin sank below the surface. She walked on until she had
disappeared from view, breathing deep and taking the salt water into her lungs.She closed her
eyes and her consciousness ran upriver and down, out to sea. She rose as vapour and fell as
rain upon the land that had been her home when King Arthur had still ruled, and Merlin gave



counsel.She sought them out, all of them, Arthur and his knights, but one in particular.She
sought news of Agravain.Sometime later, when the sun was up, Nimuë’s head once again broke
the surface of the water, like that of a seal keeping a cautious watch. Her dog waited with his
head upon his paws and a doleful expression. He perked up, however, as he saw his mistress
stride back up the sand. His tail wagged cautiously, once in each direction, but he did not hold
on to his grudge at being abandoned.She crouched beside him and stroked his head.‘Sorry,
Bobbi,’ she said, as she fastened a lead to his collar. ‘Let’s go home. We have to prepare. I still
cannot reach Agravain, but Arthur will need us before long.’The words reminded her and,
cursing, she dug her hands into her jacket pockets. Nimuë pulled her house keys from her left
pocket and her waterlogged mobile phone from her right.Muttering, she set off up the beach
towards her cottage.EnglandChristmas Day 2020Arthur sat perched on the edge of an armchair
with an ill-fitting, crumpled, orange tissue paper crown on his head. He felt bloated, and he
waved away a tray of pineapple chunks and cheddar on cocktail sticks that an elderly lady held
out for him.‘Thank you, I couldn’t eat another thing,’ he intoned, his face aching from all the
forced smiling.This was not his usual Christmas experience, but he had to adjust, he reminded
himself as yet another package, wrapped in ridiculous candy cane patterned paper, was thrust
into his hands while Slade blared in the background.He tore open the paper to reveal a book
about the First World War. It took all he had not to throw the damned thing across the room, and
his heart rate leapt when he saw the photograph on the cover of an English soldier making his
way across no-man’s land. Images of his own experiences flashed before his eyes, but he
widened his smile and nodded, hoping to appear grateful as his hands trembled ever so slightly.
He hoped nobody would notice.‘Cat said you were interested in history,’ said Caitlyn’s mother,
setting down her tray and plucking the book from his hands before he could make a comment.
She turned it over and started reading out the text on the back of the book and pointed at the
pictures.‘Thank you. You’re very kind,’ said Arthur. He felt Caitlyn curl a sympathetic arm around
his shoulder, and she kissed him on the forehead. He was grateful for that, for sure.‘He’s already
got it,’ said her father, sitting in an armchair on the other side of the room, arms folded and
cheeks red, his moustache stained port red. ‘I told you he would. He’s ex-military, Veronica.’‘I’m
sure he hasn’t, Dad,’ said Caitlyn.‘It really is very gracious of you,’ said Arthur, as he stood. He
set the book down and took the old lady in an embrace before crossing the room with the aid of
his cane to shake Roger’s hand.The old man grunted and nodded in acknowledgement.‘I
haven’t read it,’ said Arthur. ‘Thank you both.’Veronica blushed and told him it was nothing then
reached for a tray of mini pork pies and cocktail sausages with silverskin onions on sticks.This,
reflected Arthur, was going to be a long day.Not so very far away, deep within the woods where
both Caitlyn and Arthur made their respective homes, a pool occupied a clearing in the trees, its
waters murky and its surface still.Trees creaked, birds called, but the woods were empty of
wandering humans, all of whom were busy elsewhere that Christmas afternoon. The dog
walkers had walked their dogs and abandoned the woods in favour of hearth and home.All save
one.Bobbi the border collie waited, stretched out with his head on his forelegs beside the pool,



his eyes fixed on the spot where his mistress had disappeared, except for the odd occasion
when a squirrel distracted him. He resisted the temptation to follow.Bobbi raised his head
suddenly, and moments later, the still surface of the pool was broken by the tip of a sword
bursting from the depths. Birds took to the skies as the rest of the sword emerged, and a
woman’s hand appeared, grasping the hilt.It held Excalibur aloft, seemingly already dry, a faint
green light emanating from the blade.The dog tilted its head and watched as, still holding the
sword, Nimuë rose from the pool, naked and beautiful, her pale body slick with water. She
walked up onto the grass, shivering, and wrapped Excalibur in a length of cloth before slipping
into her clothes and sitting down to pull on her boots.Later the same evening, Caitlyn drove
Arthur back to her home, down the private road through the very same woods as those that
surrounded the pond into which Arthur had thrown Excalibur a year ago, after Merlin’s death.
Once she parked, they walked through the gate to Hunter’s Cottage and, arm in arm, up the path
to the front door, surrounded by towering trees, centuries old.Samson, Caitlyn’s Rottweiler, met
them at the door with a mix of glee at their return and resentment at having been left in the first
place.‘Thank you for coming with me today,’ she said, closing the door behind them, ‘I know
you’d rather have been elsewhere.’Arthur paused, sitting on a chair with one boot off and in the
midst of prying off the other. He finished the task and stood to take Caitlyn in his arms.‘It’s a
privilege to spend the day in your company, wherever we may be. Your parents are . . . ’ he
frowned, searching for words, ‘ . . . considerate, and they love you very much, that much is
clear.’‘Smoothie,’ she scoffed and ducked out of his arms.Arthur smiled and hung up his
coat.‘Get a fire going,’ Caitlyn called from the kitchen. ‘I’ll make hot chocolate and then . . . ’Her
head appeared, sideways in the doorway.‘Presents!’ she grinned. Arthur laughed as she
disappeared again and did as instructed.Caitlyn joined Arthur where he sat on the rug by the
fireplace, and set down the mugs, topped with tiny, chocolate-sprinkled marshmallows, on the
stone hearth. They sat almost too close to the flames, and Arthur felt his skin protest, but it was a
somehow pleasant sensation.‘Thank you,’ he said, sipping at the hot chocolate then wiping his
mouth when Caitlyn nearly spat hers out, laughing at how the marshmallow stuck in his
moustache.He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. When he pulled back, he saw that she
was holding out a gift, wrapped in brown paper and tied with two ribbons, one red and one
green.‘For you. Happy first Christmas together,’ said Caitlyn. She sat cross-legged, leaning back
against an armchair, and stroking Samson.His heart beating a little faster, slightly nervous about
finding what was inside and worrying how he would react, Arthur carefully began to remove the
ribbon and unfold the paper.‘So delicate! Just rip it open!’ teased Caitlyn.He did so, and found a
beautiful, hand-crafted box within, a tiny brass lock in its centre.Arthur turned it in his hands,
looking it over with a growing smile upon his lips.‘Open it,’ said Caitlyn, her voice quiet.Arthur set
down the box and opened the lid to reveal several smaller items, wrapped in different shades of
tissue paper.‘Caitlyn,’ whispered Arthur, moved by the care she had taken in presenting the
gifts.She made no reply, but sidled next to him and leaned her head against his shoulder to
watch as he revealed first a jet-black fountain pen with gold trim, then a silver pocket watch and



then, finally, an earthenware mug.‘For your coffee,’ she said, adding cautiously, ‘Do you like
them?’Arthur set the box down and kissed her on the top of her head.‘I love them, and I love you,’
he said.‘You’re a wise man, Grimwood,’ she said, drawing him into a kiss.‘Now,’ she said, pulling
back, closing her eyes and holding out her hands, ‘Gimme!’Gifts were exchanged with success,
Arthur felt, and then the two of them whiled away the early evening together. Arthur prepared a
light supper, all they could manage after the over-indulgent lunch, and Caitlyn dozed off on the
sofa. Arthur kept an eye on the time and, eventually, covered her with a blanket and slipped into
the hall.‘Are you going?’ Her voice floated after him.He fastened his coat and turned up the
collar before stepping back into the living room.‘I’m meeting Tristan and the others,’ he nodded.
‘Do you want to come with me?’Caitlyn shook her head.‘Go have fun,’ she said. ‘I’ll kidnap you
tomorrow.’ And with that, she closed her eyes once more. Samson settled down on the rug
beside Caitlyn as Arthur headed out into the dark of evening, snatching up his cane from the
stand beside the door as he went.The woods were dark and silent, but Arthur knew the way. The
branches of the trees formed an arched tunnel over him as he walked up the slope away from
Hunter’s Cottage. He emerged on to the wide public bridleway, lined on one side by great oaks.
On the other, a nearly treeless meadow stretched away from the path, and Arthur had a clear
view of the night sky. No clouds, and the silver arc of the moon looked down upon the former
king of Britain as he made his way past the monument and down to the main road. No cars were
on it, which would be unusual on any other day.He crossed over, pausing in the middle of the
road to watch three deer emerge from the trees and dash for cover again. He followed the
tarmac as it wound back and forth to the left until he saw the double gates of his estate, set in a
high stone wall.As Arthur drew closer, he heard raised voices. He frowned, reminded of the night
the previous year when Branok the Ravenmaster had violated his home with his raven familiars,
killing Percival and mutilating Merlin. The old wizard’s warlock apprentice had been dead for a
year now, but Arthur picked up the pace, ignoring the protests from his injured leg.The dim moon
and starlight showed him Tristan and Kay, also using a cane now, apparently remonstrating with
a third person whose back was towards him. A black and white border collie wandered between
them, sniffing at the men. Tristan’s arms were folded across his chest, his brow lowered, while
Kay gesticulated with his free hand.‘Is everything alright?’ asked Arthur as he approached.As
the third person turned, Arthur caught a glimpse of a sword in her hand. Of Excalibur.He
hesitated momentarily, caught between springing forward in instinct and holding back, knowing
the havoc his sword could cause, the blade that felled both Merlin and Branok.But the woman
turned Excalibur’s hilt towards Arthur, holding it out to him, and he recognised her.‘Nimuë,’ he
said, his voice low, as much to himself as to anyone. He had met the woman, who had sealed
Merlin away for centuries before Arthur’s return, only once; in 1888. That meeting had lasted less
than a minute.She smiled and offered him the sword.‘You lost this, Arthur,’ she said, ‘You have
lost much this past year, it seems.’‘I gave it up,’ he replied, saying no more about his other
losses, for he did not know how much the enchantress knew.Does she know about Merlin?‘You
gave it up?’ said Nimuë, but she did not sound surprised. ‘The fates have not idly bade me return



to your company, it seems. We must talk of Agravain. Shall we?’And with that, as though she had
issued an undeniable command, Arthur led her through the gates to the estate and up the path
to his home.‘Agravain is in prison, Nimuë, and will be incarcerated for some time yet.’ The
thought pained him, despite the rift between them, especially since his company had finally
begun to age since Merlin’s demise, his former brother’s vitality dwindling day by day in a
cell.Nimuë let out a little laugh and when Arthur met her gaze, he saw she was smiling.‘You do
not know Agravain as well as you think,’ said the enchantress, and she passed under the boughs
of the oak in the centre of the courtyard, making for the warm light that spilled through the door
to Arthur’s mansion.Chapter TwoThe 5th CenturyMordred, the son born of sorcery and incest to
Morgana Le Fay, Arthur’s half sister, wages war against King Arthur. It is mere weeks until father
and son will slay one another during the battle of Camlann.Morgana Le Fay counsels Mordred
and though it is he who vies for the throne, he is but her instrument. While Mordred leads his
army, the sorceress wields power through more subtle means, as she has ever done.Arthur
paced back and forth across his great hall, smoke billowing from a central fire, next to which his
many hounds were dozing. Tapestries adorned the walls, hanging from beams, and a large,
round table made of oak stood upon the dais, behind which was the throne itself. Sir Tristan, Sir
Agravain, Sir Bors and Sir Kay were seated around the table, each waiting patiently. Finally the
door behind the throne opened, and Merlin emerged through it, flanked by two attendants. He
paused and bowed his head first to King Arthur and then to each of the knights, who rose and
bowed to him before taking their seats once more as Merlin moved to stand behind the
throne.‘Welcome home, Merlin. Your return has been long anticipated. What news do you bring?
Have you had word from Sir Malagant?’Merlin laid his staff upon the throne and, hands clasped
behind his back, he stepped down from the dais to stand before his pupil and king.‘I bring ill
tidings, lord,’ said Merlin. ‘I have ridden far alone and met with Morgana Le Fay.’Arthur knew
better than to chide the wizard for acting on his own initiative.‘What had she to say of our offer?’
he said instead. ‘Why has Sir Malagant not returned with her answer?’‘Alas, sire, your sister will
not be dissuaded. She means to put Mordred on the throne at any cost. As for Sir Malagant,’
said Merlin, ‘you have been betrayed.’Arthur tucked his thumbs into his belt, glowering at
Merlin.‘Be careful, Merlin. I will not have the name of one of my brothers besmirched without
proof,’ he said.The wizard shook his head and muttered something which Arthur could not
comprehend.‘Malagant came late to your service, did he not?’ said Merlin.‘Aye, it has been less
than a year since I knighted him. He felled thirty of Mordred’s men, holding open a pass through
the hills for one of my defeated companies,’ said Arthur.‘I saw it with my own eyes,’ said Bors.
‘When I arrived to aid Gareth, the remnants of his people had already escaped while Malagant
stood alone against all comers.’‘Noble, brave, foolhardy,’ nodded Merlin, stepping onto the dais
and standing over the knight.‘Indeed,’ said Bors, looking up at the wizard, who sighed at his
response.‘A contrivance. You are no judge of character, Sir Bors,’ said Merlin, rounding on
Arthur.‘He was sent by Morgana to listen at your table and return with tidings. He has fulfilled his
task and more.’Arthur dropped to sit on a bench with his back to the fire, stroking one of his



hounds when it came to him for affection.‘How many more of those I hold close to my heart will
prove faithless before the end, I wonder?’ said Arthur.‘I wonder,’ said Merlin, casting a look back
at Agravain. The knight frowned.The wizard retrieved his staff and stood beside the
throne.‘Those you sent with Malagant have all been imprisoned or slaughtered, save one man. I
found him, a beggar on the road, walking back to you to tell all he has seen and heard on the
way,’ said Merlin.‘And what is that, pray tell?’ asked Arthur.‘That Sir Malagant has taken up the
command of Mordred’s lands on our southwest border. That Morgana has taken him to her bed.
And worse . . . ’The king and knights waited for Merlin to continue.‘That Malagant was never a
man at all. Your sister summoned him up from the Otherworld to wreak terror on Mordred’s
behalf. It is said that he feeds on terror, growing stronger as his enemies run before him.’‘Should
you not have sensed such a thing, Merlin?’ said Bors. ‘You are no judge of character, wizard.’ He
grinned, and all the more so when Merlin scowled at him.‘That is the talk of the small folk, no
more true than their tales of pixies and goblins,’ said Arthur.Merlin sighed, shaking his head.‘I
thought it best not to return without seeing this with my own eyes,’ said Merlin. ‘And so I rode to
the borderlands. The villages within your realm have been burned, the children lie dead in the
streets, and from every tree, your people hang by their necks, Arthur. Men and women alike
wander as refugees, mutilated or driven mad by torture. Those who have escaped Malagant’s
reach speak of him as the Dread Knight. They say he rode in the midst of the carnage, arms
outstretched, his eyes naught but empty sockets, drawing the life from his victims.’Arthur said
nothing.‘When I met with Morgana,’ said Merlin, ‘she was not alone. A man rode with her, and I
did not recognise him until he spoke as though he knew me well. When I heard his words, I
discerned the truth of the rumours which trouble all the lands, Arthur. Malagant is no man, but a
spirit who had but possessed the body of the man we knew as Malagant. He had taken a
younger, more handsome host, perhaps to better please Morgana. As my trepidation grew, I
could feel him drawing on my fears, until I resisted him with all my will and cast him back. He was
flung from his saddle, and I saw that his arm was badly broken, though he did not cry out.
Malagant rose from the injured man as a red mist and after a moment, he possessed one of
Morgana’s guards. I saw the abandoned body crumble into dust before my eyes. I could not
contest both the sorceress and her Dread Knight alone, and so I withdrew and now stand before
you, whole,’ finished Merlin.‘And I am glad of it,’ said Arthur, ‘if not of your tidings for they are ill
indeed. It seems that if I ride to meet Mordred, Morgana and Malagant may devour my realm
while I do battle.’‘Malagant cannot be allowed to rampage across the borderlands, tormenting
the small folk,’ said Agravain. ‘They are defenceless with all our strength gathering to do battle
with Mordred’s host.’Arthur brooded on the words of both Merlin and Agravain.‘I cannot send an
army to deal with Morgana and Malagant lest I find I am too weak to withstand Mordred,’ said
Arthur.‘Morgana knows that full well,’ said Merlin, ‘but strength of arms may not be enough to fell
the Dread Knight. Perhaps given time, I could draw him forth and banish him, were I defended
whilst so doing,’ mused Merlin, ‘but if his body is slain, he would but take a new host. Only my
arts or Excalibur can rid us of Malagant, I deem.’Arthur looked up as Agravain pushed back his



chair.‘Those are my homelands he has ravaged, my people he has put to the sword,’ said the
knight. ‘With your permission, sire, I will ride out and aid Merlin in putting an end to the Dread
Knight.’‘You could go with but a small company,’ said Arthur. ‘You are willing to take the
risk?’‘Malagant must be brought to justice for his crimes, sire,’ said Agravain.Tristan stood, as
Arthur had expected he would, so close were the two knights.‘I will go with him, if the king
desires it,’ said Tristan, ‘though I am reluctant to leave your side when war is brewing.’‘It may be
that the three of us can achieve by stealth what could not be wrought with strength,’ said Merlin.
‘These two are your boldest knights, Arthur. Together, we may prevail.’Arthur caught Bors
scowling at the wizard.‘So be it,’ said Arthur. ‘Go forth. Bring Morgana and Malagant to
justice.’One week later‘This may have been a mistake,’ said Tristan, just audible above the
shrieking of the gulls that made their nests on the sheer faces of the nearby cliffs, spending their
days wheeling high above the crashing waves. Tristan shrank down to squat behind the boulder
beside Agravain, both men clad in leather armour and soft boots, hoods covering their heads.
Agravain supported himself on a wooden quarterstaff.‘What did you see?’ he asked. ‘Any sign of
Merlin?’‘At least twenty of Malagant’s soldiers crossed the road while I was watching. Who
knows how many more guard the gate?’ said Tristan.Agravain grunted and turned back the way
they had come.‘Where are you going?’ hissed Tristan, but Agravain made no reply. Tristan
hurried to keep up, staying low as they ducked into the cover of the trees beside the coast.‘We
have to at least try. Morgana and Malagant could be up there,’ he whispered.‘I know,’ said
Agravain, ‘but you said attacking the gate was a mistake. Don’t say I don’t listen to you,
brother.’Agravain pressed on through the trees as the land began to slope downwards, confident
that Tristan would follow on behind.Finally the trees gave way to scrubland, and Agravain could
see a sandy beach strewn with rocks between him and the ocean. Before Tristan stepped out to
block his view, Agravain saw that the beach stretched away north at the base of the cliffs, the
woods they had just crept through atop them. The land curled out into the sea and there,
perched at the very end, was a broken-down stone fort, the seat of Malagant’s power for miles
around.Agravain nodded towards the distant stone fort then started off in that direction, tucking
himself in at the base of the cliffs as he moved.‘This way,’ he said, leaving Tristan staring
up.‘You’re mad,’ the knight whispered, but seeing few other choices, he set off after Agravain,
watching for signs of scouts as he did so.Once they had rounded the bay, Agravain stepped
back onto the beach and looked up, contemplating the task ahead of him. He stood over six feet
tall, muscled and lean, his black beard and hair streaked with grey. The height overcame him,
and he staggered slightly, then heard Tristan laugh.‘You really want to do this? You’ve nearly
fallen before leaving the ground,’ said his friend and brother knight.Agravain grunted.‘We’ll see if
you are still as amused once your face is in a gull’s nest and your feet are slipping out from under
you,’ he said, and without waiting for a reply, he set off towards the cliff.Agravain lay both hands
on the cliff face, hung his head and closed his eyes while he said a silent prayer. He heard
Tristan move up beside him.‘Good luck, brother,’ said Agravain, and Tristan slapped him on the
back of the shoulder.‘To us both,’ said Tristan.Arthur’s knights searched for somewhere they



could get purchase and began to climb.Less than head-height off the ground, Agravain lost his
footing. He cried out as first his left foot went out from under him and his right followed. He held
on with his fingertips momentarily then dropped and rolled on the sand below.He lay on his back
and looked up at Tristan far above, looking back down at him, a panic-stricken expression on his
face, but unable to call out. The knight started to step back down, but Agravain held up his hand
as soon as he realised he was intact. His heart was beating fast, but he took several deep
breaths, steadied his nerve and began the attempt again.He moved slowly and steadily,
ensuring he was grabbing and standing on solid rock, wiping sweat from his eyes on the sleeve
of his shirt whenever it threatened to spill into his eyes. His whole body shook with fear and the
exertion as he crept up and up.The higher the knights climbed, the more the wind buffeted
them.At one point the calling of gulls intensified and a spray of shingle hit Agravain in the face.
He blinked as grit got into his eye, and he froze where he was, blinking furiously, terrified that he
would lose concentration and fall. The moisture in his eye did the job, his vision cleared and he
looked up to see Tristan fending off a gull with one hand, having drawn too close to its
nest.Tristan, strong but also nimble like Agravain never would be, moved swiftly away from the
ledge and continued his climb. Breathing hard, Agravain adjusted his route and climbed on.By
the time Agravain had reached the top, he had drawn level with Tristan, and he could see the
younger knight’s body shaking. Agravain, who was the stronger, moved in beside him and
supported him as they climbed up onto the top of the cliff into the narrow space between the
base of the castle wall and the drop below.‘Are you aware, oh knights, that there is a path up to
the gate down yonder?’ said a quiet voice. Agravain looked up, still gathering his breath, to see
Merlin leaning back against the wall, a knowing smile upon his face.‘You . . . old . . . goat,’ said
Agravain. He clambered on to his knees and, once standing, he hauled Tristan to his feet.‘Goats
climb. Wizards arrive,’ said Merlin. ‘Take a moment to recover, and we’ll see what we shall see
inside.’The three men kept close to the wall of the fort, which bowed out towards the bottom and
was bolstered by rotting timbers. It was largely intact at ground level though they had to clamber
over stones which had tumbled down where the walls had crumbled during the years the fort
had stood empty. Tristan took the lead and the others halted when he approached a section
where a crack ran down from the top of the wall. He came back and whispered to Agravain.‘We
could shin up there and climb over.’Agravain looked back at the drop behind him, and,
reluctantly, nodded.Both knights were on their way up when they noticed Merlin had settled
down to sit upon a rock and was looking out across the churning grey ocean, far below.‘Merlin,’
whispered Agravain. ‘Are you with us?’‘Goats climb,’ Merlin repeated without looking up at the
knight. ‘I will join you when I am needed.’Agravain muttered a curse under his breath and
continued to climb, already regretting having looked down.They struggled over a gap in the wall
on the seaward side of the fort and dropped into the rear of the camp. Tents, huts and
rudimentary stone buildings were crowded all about.Agravain led Tristan forward, both men
crouching with short swords drawn, moving stealthily towards the sound of voices. Oh so
carefully, Agravain listened at every tent, peered through every gap while Tristan watched



out.Finally, the knights took cover behind a wagon at the edge of a clearing in the centre of the
tents.Various men in simple armour were standing around a fire, warming their hands, playing
dice games and talking.‘We’ll surprise them,’ said Tristan, and, seeing that his companion was
readying himself to spring into the circle, Agravain took his arm. When Tristan looked back at
him, he shook his head then nodded towards a particular tent, outside which hung Mordred’s
banner, a green dragon on a black background.They circled back behind the last row of tents
and began to work their way towards Mordred’s tent, but before they were halfway there, the sky
lit up above the gate, and the ground began to shake. Just out of sight, stones tumbled from the
fort and crashed down to the beach below. Agravain readied his sword and both he and Tristan
looked all about them as raised voices travelled away from them towards the gate.‘Merlin,’
whispered Tristan.‘Now’s the time,’ said Agravain. He burst into a run towards Mordred’s tent, still
using the tents to shield himself from view until the last second. He burst into the clearing, Tristan
close behind him, to find the campfire deserted and just glimpsed the last of the soldiers
disappearing between the tents.‘The Dread Knight!’Agravain wheeled as he heard Tristan’s cry,
turning towards Mordred’s banner. He saw a man with his eyes closed, arm outstretched, fingers
clawing at the sky in the direction that the soldiers had run, and it seemed as though tendrils of
black clouds were drawn in through his fingertips, forming from the air a few metres ahead of
him. The man was tall and pale with long brown hair flying out behind him in the wind, his beard
reaching down to his waist. He wore a fur-trimmed cloak over mail, a mace hung from his belt,
and the man was smiling, his eyes closed, as though savouring a sensation. Black veins crept all
over his white skin.Malagant, thought Agravain, but is Morgana here as well?Malagant, the
Dread Knight, opened his eyes, hearing Tristan’s call. For a moment it appeared as though the
sockets were empty, a glowing, swirling green mist within, and then the Dread Knight blinked.
His eyes returned to normal and he started at Agravain.Agravain and Tristan raised their swords
and charged.Malagant raised both hands, reaching out as though to seize the knights by the
throat though they were still some distance away. Agravain felt his windpipe constrict and was
suddenly struggling to breathe. He slowed and heard Tristan spluttering beside him. They strove
forward, but Agravain saw a plume of red smoke emanating from Malagant as vapour rises from
a warm body on a cold day. It swirled around Malagant, who grasped at it with his fingers, taking
a deep breath. Agravain felt Malagant strumming his fears like the strings of a lute. He shivered,
his steps faltered and a terror welled up in him so that he felt for a moment that he must escape,
must do anything he could to get away.‘Enough of that,’ said Merlin, striding into the firelight from
the direction of the gate, and Agravain noticed for the first time that the voices in that direction
had fallen silent.Merlin held up his staff as Malagant’s head snapped around, and the Dread
Knight’s mouth fell open as though he had been shot between the eyes with a crossbow bolt. He
staggered and fell back into the canvas of the tent. A woman’s cry issued from within.‘Take him,’
ordered Merlin, his ancient voice rising to compete with the crashing sea below. Agravain, his
courage restored, ran towards Malagant who lay dazed on the floor.The king’s sister stepped out
from the tent.‘What is . . . ’ she said, but her words turned into a low growl as she laid eyes on



Merlin.‘Morgana,’ he said, walking towards her. For an instant, her brow lowered, her
countenance fearsome, Agravain thought she might dart forward and leap at the wizard, but
instead she dashed away between the tents, her cloak billowing behind her.The wizard stalked
after her, not increasing his speed, and as Agravain and Tristan approached the rising Dread
Knight, who shook his head free of the spell, Merlin and Morgana were lost from sight.Malagant
held out one hand and raised his mace in the other. Agravain hesitated, cowed by the towering
figure, gripped with fear, knowing the rumours of Malagant’s creation, how he had been
summoned by Morgana from the Otherworld. Stuff of stories, he knew, and yet he could not
dismiss his trepidation.The Dread Knight grinned as the knights crept forward and once more
that icy terror swept through Agravain. Malagant drew the wisps of red smoke from him.‘There is
nothing more potent,’ said Malagant, ‘than the terror of a powerful man.’He took a step forward,
hissing, and Agravain flinched. The Dread Knight laughed, and his fingers toyed with the smoke.
He gathered it up into his fist and released it into his eyes.Once more the sockets were empty,
that swirling green mist billowing out and into the wind.‘Do not stand between me and my
mistress,’ said Malagant. He strode forward and swung the mace at Tristan, then arched his back
when the knight parried, and Agravain’s sword sliced the air where his throat had been less than
a second before.White light flashed from the seaward side of the fort, and a woman’s scream
rent the air.Malagant’s eyes appeared once more and, a pained expression on his face, he
turned and ran back into the tents behind him. Agravain saw Tristan give chase and, rather than
follow, he darted left in the direction that Merlin had walked, thinking to cut the Dread Knight off
as he went to assist Morgana.He could hear Malagant and Tristan’s footsteps nearby, and ran
around the tents towards the screaming, which intensified as they drew near to the perimeter
wall. He broke the line of tents just as Malagant stepped into view.Both men stood aghast upon
seeing Merlin down on one knee, his staff raised and white light emanating from him as though
he were a star. Morgana drifted above him, thirty feet in the air, suspended. She flailed her limbs,
roaring in anger, and, Agravain could see, she was pointing a finger towards Merlin. The wizard
seemed to dwindle even as he kept the sorceress imprisoned, his hair turning from grey to white,
his shoulders hunching.Malagant stepped forward, but Tristan hit him from behind, throwing his
arms around the Dread Knight’s waist and carrying him off his feet so that both men landed hard
in the dirt.Agravain moved up to Merlin, calling his name and laid a hand on the wizard’s
shoulder. He felt a jolt run up his arm and tried to pull back, but it was as though his hand was
stuck fast. He felt the energy drain from his body and when he looked down, he saw that the
fingers of Merlin’s hand were thrust into the soil and pearlescent vapour twisted up the wizard’s
arm.The wizard forced himself to his feet as the vapour wreathed his staff. Agravain, still holding
Merlin’s shoulder, became light-headed, but then the wizard let out a bestial cry and thrust his
staff towards the sky.Morgana was flung high over the wall, struck by an invisible force that sent
her wheeling high, still shrieking until she dropped, falling down to the sea, her screams echoing
all around. Merlin sank to his knees.‘Morgana!’ cried Malagant.Agravain turned to aid Tristan, but
saw that the Dread Knight was on all fours, his head hanging, his mace lying some distance



away at the base of the stone wall. Agravain realised Malagant was weeping. Tristan clambered
to one knee and grappled the fallen Dread Knight around the throat, hauling him over so that he
lay face up, chest exposed to the approaching Agravain.‘Do you yield?’ asked
Agravain.Malagant reached out his fingers, but all fear had departed Agravain, who now fully
understood the source of the Dread Knight’s power, of how terror nourished him.Malagant’s
body began to shake, but Merlin clambered to his feet, panting and stood over him. Tristan’s arm
pressed harder against the struggling Dread Knight’s throat.‘Yield,’ he uttered and stopped
struggling. ‘I yield.’Agravain stood over him.‘You will answer for your crimes, Malagant. The law
will judge you when we return to Arthur’s hall,’ said the knight, hauling the sobbing Dread Knight
to his feet.‘So ends Morgana Le Fay,’ said Merlin as the two knights led Malagant towards the
gate and their horses, hidden in the woodland nearby.‘For now,’ said Malagant. ‘Death is not the
end.’Agravain felt his skin turn to gooseflesh as the Dread Knight spoke, the words like clammy
fingers running over his body. He and Tristan secured the Dread Knight on a spare horse then
made for home.Sir Malagant, the Dread Knight, spoke no more on the long ride back to Arthur’s
hall. Agravain sometimes heard him weeping or muttering when he thought the others could not
hear. The knights took the Dread Knight before Arthur, who charged him with treason and a list
of atrocities which had been compiled. Malagant gave no account of himself during his trial and
stood silent as witnesses were called. When Arthur sentenced him to death, Malagant smiled
and offered no resistance as he was led away to his cell, there to pass his last night on
Earth.When morning came and Arthur sent Agravain to fetch the condemned Dread Knight, the
reason for the prisoner’s nonchalance became apparent.One of the two guards lay slain in the
corridor outside the cell, his body punctured in many places. Agravain raised the alarm and ran
to the cell, seeing it was still barred from the outside. He looked through the small barred window
at head-height and saw Malagant’s clothes in a heap in the middle of the cell. Of the second
guard, there was no sign.‘Malagant must have possessed the guard and escaped,’ said Merlin,
shaking his head.‘I was foolish to have so few watch over him,’ said Arthur.‘Let me ride out once
more,’ said Agravain. ‘He has been condemned, and I will carry out his sentence on your behalf,
sire.’But Arthur shook his head and held up his hand.‘There is no time now. Mordred’s host is
nearly upon us, and I must have you with me, Sir Agravain,’ said Arthur. ‘Like as not, the Dread
Knight will join his master, and if he has fled elsewhere, there will be time enough to hunt him
down when battle is done.’Arthur, Merlin, Agravain and the rest of the knights rode to meet
Mordred at the head of their host. Little did Arthur know that the coming battle at Camlann would
be his last.He defeated Mordred’s army, and killed his son in single combat, but was mortally
wounded himself. Merlin cast a deep enchantment, binding his soul to his body. Merlin lay
Agravain and the other knights to rest and to wait in their tomb beneath Stonehenge, where they
would sleep until the 17th century, when the wizard and the Ravenmaster would summon them
to England’s aid.While the Dread Knight roamed free.Chapter ThreeEnglandChristmas Day
2020Arthur followed Nimuë up the steps and into his home. She swept into the hall and stood,
hands balled on her hips, looking left and right, up and back down the stairs, then turned to face



him, eyebrows raised expectantly.‘Where shall we talk?’ she asked, waving one hand about at
the various routes.‘Follow me,’ said Arthur and led her towards the drawing-room. Tristan and
Kay began to follow, but as Arthur turned the door handle, he nodded towards the
kitchen.‘Perhaps the lady would like some refreshment?’ he suggested. Nimuë smiled.‘Tea
would be lovely,’ she said, then added, ‘peppermint tea if you have it.’Arthur could have sworn
she relished his reaction.There would be peppermint tea in the kitchen, which nobody had ever
drank but Percival. Arthur saw the box every time he opened the cupboard, and it never failed to
wound him, but he could not bring himself to throw it away. He had never asked, but he assumed
his companions felt the same. How they had ribbed poor Percival over his choice of drink and so
many other things, relishing how ready he was to blush.‘Would you mind?’ he asked Tristan, who
made no reply, but set out down the corridor towards the kitchen. Arthur showed her into his
drawing-room and closed the door behind him, noting that Kay had taken up position just
outside.Arthur watched as Nimuë circled the room, fondling every ornament, lifting and flicking
through every book, caressing the frame of every picture. The way she whirled around the
furniture, dashing from here to there, reminded Arthur of a dance. He laid Excalibur across his
desk then settled into an armchair by the fire and waited for Nimuë.Tristan brought coffee for
Arthur and peppermint tea for Nimuë, the scent of the latter inflicting yet another wound as it
drifted up under Arthur’s nose.
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Jacquelin V., “Interesting concept of Arthur. I have always loved book of Arthur, Merlin and his
knights of the round table...this book was quite different, jumping back and forth between
decades and centuries .. I am really not sure how well I liked this book series, but I did read both
books to the end And will get the next book so I can see how it all plays out!”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Epic sequel. A worthy sequel to Ravenmaster. The story of perhaps the
greatest knight of Arthur's Table.Although it leaves some questions unanswered it does make
for a longing for a trilogy.”

Malvie, “This was great!. King Arthur and James Bond rolled into one. I couldn’t put either book
down, both total page turners. Great read!”

Thomasa Massey, “Legends never die. A worthy sequel to Ravenmaster!! Getting to peer into
the life of Agravain made for a emotional connection, and seeing a different Nimue emerge was
refreshing. Agravain’s Escape leaves the reader wanting to know what’s next for Arthur and his
knights.”

A Viking and a Gentleman, “A strong sequel!. I enjoyed my first foray into Arthurian legend with
Sannox's first offering of the Ravenmasters revenge. Naturally I was excited for this sequel but of
course had my reservations as so many follow-ups just don't compare. Not so here!Sannox's
writing style is fresh and brings a slightly darker turn for the subject but it works so well! I do
sometimes find it had to care about characters on paper but he brings them to life with depth
and intricacy that is refreshing and enjoyable. I think what struck me the most is my desire to
know more after finishing! I can't wait for the third installment.”

Hatter1950, “A fantastic sequel. Sannox's first book in the Arthurian series -- The Ravenmaster's
Revenge -- was a compelling read with a beautifully constructed twist. The follow-up, Agravain's
Escape, is a longer, deeply layered read, with Arthur taking more of a back seat as his estranged
knight Agravain battles both evil -- in the form of Malagant, the Dread Knight -- and the sorrow in
his life. The action, and there's plenty of it, spans the centuries, with Sannox demonstrating his
knowledge of historical events. Agravain is a gripping character, and Sannox has cleverly drawn
his strengths and weaknesses in a sympathetic way. If you enjoyed Ravenmaster, you'll love
Agravain. And if you haven't read it, buy both books and settle down to a satisfying read.”

Mrs F O Quest, “Agravain's Escape.. I loved this book. It is a great follow-up to The
Ravenmaster's Revenge. Agravain is a compelling hero and the attention to historic detail adds
to the enjoyment of the story.”



Zoë, “An excellent follow on from the first :). An excellent follow on to the original story by the
same author, this is a fun and creative twist on the old legends.”

The book by Jacob Sannox has a rating of  5 out of 4.3. 96 people have provided feedback.
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