Prologue

“I sweutdreckon that we should have reekened—we'd-seeseen some sign of the battle, even from
eut-this fardistance, my lord.”

Lancelot could only nod his head to the quartermaster in assent, his hands tight-againsttightly
gripping- the gunnel'sgunwale's edge, heldingsteadying his body steady-against the constant rocking of
the vessel. -The white cliffs looked as imposing as they always havehad, but ef-battle-there was little
sign—They of battle. While they were still too far eutfrom shore to have a clear view of the beach at the
base, but-Lancelot theught-was sure that he could see the wreckage of boats;—the remains of Arthur's
fleet, perhaps—? It was hard_impossible to tell-and, his mind's-eye-trtedimagination presuming to fill
the gaps ereated-byborne of his limited vision andin the fatlingpre-dawn light. -

Stepping back from the rail, he looked again, squinting, at the crumpled letter in his hand. -He
had kept it with him since receiving it on the previous morning from his castellan. -Gawain'
was aE\ssive from Gawain, written on his deathbed. -Oh, how ned fate laughs at us all in the end,
he tholu_glllt, as he labored to read it for the hundredth time that-smce the day before.

“Sir Lancelot, for all the love that-ever_there was between us, make no tarrying, but come over
the sea in all the goodly haste that thewghthou may have, with knights-and, to rescue that noble KingE
who made thee knight, for he is full straitly besetbestead by a false traitor who is my half brother,
Mordred.”

“I never hated you, brother,” Lancelot whispered. -“Never.”

“Pardon, my lord?” came a voice over his shoulder.

Lancelot glanced up to see one of the mate'sship’s mates looking at him expectantly.- The crew
was in awe of the-this legendary knightKnight, ever eager to address his every want or need er-of
comfort. -Like so many _others, they saw only the shine, and never the tarnish, of knighthood.

“Nothing, good man. -Please, carry on.”

“Aye, my lord. -Captain says that we'll make land by dawn.”

“My thanks, then. -Please, den'tdo not let me keep you from your duties,” said the kntghtKnight,
but the man was already moving en-ahead with his duties. -

Turning back to look again at the cliffs, Lancelot prayed that his fears were swrerngmistaken.

The water was freezingfrigid as he-Lancelot waded ashere—to shore. The small boats eeulda't
tand-atamong them were kept from the beach due-toby the wrecked fleet that barred its path. -Hundreds
of ships were battered to little more than kindling;: the stench from the dead barelymaskedwas only
thinly veiled by the constant. salted spray ef—salt—water from the waves breaking enagainst the
batteredcrippled hulks.

The fact that the dead stitttarrtedremained here, rotting in their watery graves, was a poor sign.
Regardless of whewhom the victor had been, these bodies would have been recovered—Fhe—wreeks-
were-_ by now, but the wreckage was adorned with the-livery effrom both sides of the conflict. -Lancelot
prayed this meant-to mean that the battle was still being fought further inland. “Whenhe-sawHowever.
upon sight of- Bedevere alone on the beach, staring out at the waves, he knew that all was-had been
lost.

But he had to know _for certain.

“Bedevere!” he called. -““Here, man! -It's Lancelot! -Where's Arthur? -How stands Camelot?”

Sir Bedevere, the Mighty MarshatMarshal of Camelot, wwietderWielder of the magie—
laneeMagic Lance who fought the Giant at-of Mont MiehaelSaint Michel, sat still-and-said, saying
nothing. -If he had even noticed Lancelot splashing #p-ennoisily onto the beach, he gave no sign. -Face
slack, he simply stared out at the open sea, his mind still seeing something long genesince disappeared.
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“Bedevere,” said Lancelot softly, as he came upen-unto his old friend. <“What happened here,
man? -Where is Arthur?”

At the mention of his liege, Bedevere finally acknowledged his former comrade. -He looked up
at Lancelot—His—, his face wwas—still ashen-and-—stiH-erusted, encrusted with sand and salt and blood.
Gaunt with hungerstarving, his throat dry with thirst, he could only give a feeblesmall moan as he
pointed out tewardstoward the sea.

“Is he drowned? -No, Bedevere, I don't believe that! -Arthur's fate was stronger than these tides.
Where is he? -What happened here?”

Bedevere opened his mouth to speaks-his-. His voice;——that which had once commanded the
most powerful army in the world;—was now barelyscarcely a whisper. <““The women came for him,
took him away.”

“The women?”” questioned Lancelot—, urgently. “What women? -Jenny? -Did Jenny come?”

As if burned, the wounded knightKnight pulled away with a hiss aat the mention of
Guentvere'sGuinevere’s name. -His eyes hardened and a small strength returned to his voice. “No.”

Laneelot—dewn—-onOn his knees now, Lancelot held Bedevere by the shoulders and looked
squarely into his emptyvacant eyes. -“It's me, brotherEancelot Please, tell me what has happened.
Did we take the field? -Did Arthur prevail?”

Slowly, like the dawndawn’s light burringburns away a heavy fog, Lancelot saw his old friend
stewdy-return from the gentle sverldrealm of dreamhis reverie to this hardharsh and unforgiving world
of sand and salt. ““That's it, Bedevere, come back to me. -We're here at Dover, down by the beach. -You
landed here, yes?”

\ “Yes,” whispered Bedevere. -“We landed here, and battled that black bastard all the way up to
the plain.”

“So Arthur lived? -He prevailed?”

“No,” said the broken knight—Knight. “He died. -He died. and then the ladies came and took
him away.”

It was then that the—real—world—these fearsome realities finally washed—away—that—of
dreamovertook the last vestiges of his dreaming, and Bedevere was raeked-by-suddenly wracked with
gigaantic sobs. -He cried for his brothers, his kingdom, and his kingKing, as Lancelot held him close.

They stayed on the beach for another day, allowings—they—waited for Bedevere's strength to
return. -Lancelot created a shelter to house the big-man-and-fedlarge Knight, offering to feed him what
smatfrom whatever provisions he had brought. -After eatinghaving a small bit of the-cheese and wine,
Bedevere finally slept. -Lancelot then watvedwaved off the vessels, ordering them to return to France
and te—passsend word along to his staff at Jeyeawsx—GardeJoyous Gard that he would remain—_in
Camelot for the time being.

Throughout that day, Bedevere would moan and flail in his sleep, fighting a battle in his dreams;
and. Lancelot Would rush to his side with a gentle hand and comforting words. Faneelot-wontdtisten
As he sat outside tending the fire—, Lancelot would hear Bedevere relive
that battle. The mutteringsmuttering and wwatlswailing of his old friend only deepening-htsunderscored
Lancelot’s growing discomfort. -He was—=afraid-efdreaded in advance what he would see when they
climbed the cliffs_into Camelot!

At the dawn on their second day_on the beach, as the knightsKnights broke their fast on thedast
of-Lancelot's EL?HS Bedevere looked across at his friend. -<“He didn't hold you responsible. -At the
end. -He didnT=Neither of them.”

“Thank you, my friend. -But their feelings matter not—; I failed them. -I was created and placed
enupon this Earth to preserve and protect Arthur and Camelot. -It was my purpose, and I failed.”
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Lancelot looked out at the shattered fleet, up at the white cliffs, and then back at his friend. T dared to
try and carve out a piece of this world for myself, and in doing so, I destroyed it all. -How did it all get
so out of hand? -I never wanted this. -Never...”

“ThatmMay be se;-Lance, but things are rarely how we wish them.”

“No, they rarely are,” Lancelot said. -Coming to his feet, he looked towards the path up the
cliffs. ““Are you ready?”

“No,” said Bedevere with a mirthless grin. -“‘But I'll come with you.”

The waytrek up the cliffs was a-slow and laboriousesne, but the two men were in no hurry. -As
Bedevere grew tired, Lancelot kelpedwould help him to carry on.- Neither man thought to call a halt.
While hardgrueling, the climb was less a physical journey than a spiritual ene;-one—as if that small
stretch of beach wasserved as more than merely the transition between the-stone and the-sea, but also a
resting point between the werldworlds of fantasy and reality. -Down thereat that beach, the world
appeared to havehas stopped still.-and-elndeed, one could pretend that, just over the ridge, the walls of
Camelot stood intact, with Arthur's colors flying on the post. -As they gained-en-theridgemoved closer
to Camelot, however, the reality of war ereptinencroached to feree-thedispel any fantasy-way.— The
carrion birds cawed, and the smell of death began to win its own war with the brine of the sea. -By the
time the two men reached the peak of the ridge, they were ready to see what lay before them.

Lancelot was no stranger to battle;-but——even so, he was shocked by the state of the field.
Thousands dead, with the mud as their last embraceembraces and the carrion birds as their only
attendants. —Horses and men haphazardly piled atop one another, with the stench of shit and rot
eeveringshrouding it all like death's blanket. -The old warrior felt the sheer devastation in his gut
whtleguts as his mind sti-struggled to comprehendatateg the destruction. -Surely, this swashad been the
battle thethat destroyed the shining jewel of civilization. —Nothing less could have extinguished
Camelot's bright light. -

Turning away, Lancelot looked to Bedevere. -“Show me where he died.”

“Aye,” said the battered knight-as-he-steppedKnight, stepping over a young page's body on his
way across the field.

Lancelot followed his friend across the wretched plainfield. -At first, he weuldlooked about
constantlyJeek—abeut,——trying to see what had become of old friends—Searehing, and searching—#
vainly for someone still alive. -Butseen;-Soon, though—after seeing Ber'sthe body of Bor, pierced by a
spear and pinned by arrows;——he could bear it no longer.- He looked only at Bedevere's back as the
two traversedmade-theirway-aeress the unkept graveyard.

Finally, Bedevere stopped and pointed down atto the groundearth.— There was waswhat
remained of Sir Lucan, whom Bedevere claimesatd had borne Arthur's colors at the ends... but there
was no Arthur.- “Where is Arthur, then?”” Lancelot blurted out, his grief overcoming his breeding.

“I told you;>Bedewver!” Bedevere growled, “~theThe ladies came and got Arthur and took him
out to sea.- This is where he took his death fighting that damn bastard.”

Lancelot's eyes followed Bedevere's finger out to a patch of blackened grass where Mordred lay.
Unlike the rest of the dead, Mordred was almost perfectly preserved.- Never looted, his armor remained
intact, the spear that killed him still thrusting upward into the sky. -

“Not even the crows want a piece of that one.” -

Lancelot nodded, remembering the day that Mordred had first come to court. -Morgause's
whelpeget, he was an arrogant little thing with a vicious streak. -From the first, Lancelot had-disliked the
boy, and-but the more time spent around each other, the worsestronger his feelingsdisdain toward him
became. -To look at him now, surrounded by the destruction that he so craved, Lancelot was overcome
by remorse for not killing the child when he first eame-teappeared in court. -The act would surely have
sullied his honor, and possibly even banished him from Camelot, but-—seeing all of the destruction he
had caused;-—it surely would have been worth it.

“I should have killed him,” said Bedevere. -<“When you were out with that little French girl, he




arranged a charge against eurOur Queen's honor. -No one else would defend her, so I stood for the
challenge.”

Lancelot looked to his old friend. -“Thank you, brother.”

“Don't thank me, Lance!” he exclaimed, extending his arms toward the ratredruinous field.
“This is what that challenge brought! -For the King's sake, don't thank me!” -Angry now, Bedevere
turned on his friend, his voice rising. -“I knew damn well that the Queen was guilty of the charges. -We
all knew what the two of you were doing. -Hell, I think even Arthur knew!- But, as long as you were
discreet and no one brought it to the fore, we all were willing to cover it up—Fer—for the good of the
King and_of Camelot.”

Bedevere turned away, no longer willing to look erupon the man he had once called his brother.
“I should have let her die, is what I should have done. -She was finally caught, and her betrayal was
finally out in the open——. and it could have ended there. —It would have been painful, sure-
Despite—despite it all-eaeh, every one of us loved Jenny;——but that would have been the end.
Instead...”

Bedevere knelt down to put his hand on Sir Lucan's helm and look into the dead knight-in-
hisKnight’s empty eyes. -“Instead, everything was destroyed.”

“I dent—do not believe that,” Lancelot declared. —“Nothing would have steppedsatisfied
Mordred's lust. -He needed to destroy like we need to breathe. H¥Had it swasn‘t-not been Jenny, it would
have been something else. -He would never have stopped.”

“Maybe senot,” Bedevere agreed. -“But no one else gave him the opening he wanted. -You did.
You and her. -Mordred was a right knave, there was no denying it. -But you were the 'Greatest Knight
in the Werld"—WhatWorld'—what was your excuse, Lance? -How could you let this happen?”

Surrounded by death, Lancelot could not bear to meet Bedevere's gaze. —His—heart—
brekenHeartbroken, he turned away. -“We tried to stop. -Many times. -When 1 eewddn'tcould bear it no
more, [ would beg Arthur for a quest. ButStill, it re-mattered not how long I was gone, for as soon as |
returned, the fire was there. -In the end, we just couldn't fight it anymore. -We thought we were being so
careful, but Mordred's petty little eyes saw-=.

“One night! -One damn night with me, and you were all going to burn her at the stake! -Jenny!
Our Jenny!” -AndnewNow, it was Lancelot's turn to anger. -“You would defend her honor, but still let
her be burned for treason? -Treason! -Why was I the only one whe-rede-to ride to her rescue? -Why did
I have to ride at all? -She was surOur Queen, not some village harlot! -She could have been put in a
tower! -She could have been banished!- Why the stake?”

“Because...” Bedevere faltered.

“Because that black bastard of a shit over there pulled you all along on his string!” Lancelot
cried, pointing teat the pristine corpse on its bed of black grass.

Then, in his fury, Lancelot ran to Mordred's body and grabbed it by the chest piece. -ArmsHis
arms, strengthened by a lifetime of war, easily yanked the corpse up into the air. = *+“You’ll not
come out of this so damndamned clean, you piece of Orkney Frash*>Andtrash!” With that, he slammed
the body down to the ground, its arms cracking from the impact. <““You brought this!” he screamed,
kicking theMordred’s remains with such ferocity thatse-hard-the-echestplate—rippedthat his breastplate
was torn off. -He landed another blow-as-he-yeHed, yelling, “All this death!”- He kicked again, his boot
tearing the flesh of the villain's face, “All this destruction!”
| “Lance!” Bedevere cried, as he grabbed hold of his friend. ““He's dead, Lance!- This is not the
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way.

EaneeLancelot turned to his friend, tears of rage and shame streaming down his cheeks. -““Damn
it, brother. -Damn him, and damn me, and damn us all.” -Then, the great man sank to the bloodstained
ground, and his grief finally teteeseburst forth.

| wee



They spent the next week puttinglaying to rest their fellow membersKnights of the Round
Table. -Once that-was-denethey were finished doing so, they went back to the field for their squires and
pages. -It was grisly work, but neither man could bear to leave his fallen brothers in such a place. -

WithFor each kntghtKnight, they held a small funeral, both men remembering how the fallen
had come to court, had-been knighted, kad-and fared in this tewrneytournament or that battle. -They
recalled teaching the squires and pages, remarking about one's arm or the other's speed. Ht=wasn'tWhile
not the honors these-menthat the deceased deserved, but+tthis was all they-that Lancelot and Bedevere
could give them. -In many ways, it was best, for these two last twwe-old kntghtsKnights knew each man
better than their families ever had.- They had fought and feasted together, they were close as brothers,
and they were the only kntghtsKnights of the Round Table there would now ever be.

Neither man had the slightest concern of disrupting a family's wishes. -They knew that no
family would be coming to claim any of the remains. ~With the fall of Camelot, the nobility was
destroyed, and the houses were fortifying their arms. -It would be war and strife for decades as every
petty duke or baron ferwghtwould fight for the-scraps effrom Arthur's rich table. -There was no time to
waste, as those who moved with the mest-greatest haste would have the greatest advantage. -There was
more work to do tending to the living than there was providing for the dead.

When the last page was laid—+te—restfinally interred, Bedevere looked to Lancelot. —*“What will

you do now, brother? -Return to Jeyeaux-Garde?Joyous Gard? Find Jenny?”
Lancelot looked out across the Channel to France. -“No,” he said softly. -“I den'tdare not think
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SO.
| “Should we wade into the sueeessten—warSuccession War?” asked Bedevere.— “We could
influence the outcome, try and preserve as much of the Table's ideals as we can.”

Lancelot turned back to him. -“No. -I den't-think Ithat neither can I do that;etther™.”” Looking
down at the grave at their feet, he said, “I just don't think that I can make war again, brother. -The skill
is there, certainly, but the heart is no longer willing.”

“And Jenny?” Bedevere prompted.

“I love Jenny, Bedevere. -Adways-I always have done, and I always will—_do. But this-...is what
our love has wrought;—." Lancelot said—as. sweeping his arm swept-across their—the impromptu
graveyard. -“I see now t—h&t—'sthat this is all that it was ever meant to do. -We were fate's instrument,
Mordred's tool. -No, wiHnever shall [ see Jenny again.”

“What then, Lance?” Bedevere asked again. -““You can't stay here.”

Lancelot looked over at his friend. -Together, they had created a kingdemKingdom for Arthur.
Bedevere, the MarshallMarshal of Arthur's armies;! Lancelot, the invincible champion:! They had-
civilized a land that had known only chaos-and-built, building a kingdom whose legend would span the
ages. -

And here, in this place;—on this land, standing over this lowly grave;—he saw Bedevere
anew. -Without his kirngbeloved King Arthur, Bedevere was lost. -He needed something to believe and
someone to follow. -He swas-hepinghad hoped that Lancelot, the greatestdnight-entife’ Greatest Knight
in the World’, would fulfill that need—¥hat—that the legend would have some plan to salvage their
hfe'slives’ purpose.

But Lancelot had no plan. -He had no vision, no path to glory; —Hhe was just another tired old
man, covered in mud and standing over the graves of his friends.

“Listen to me, Bedevere,” he said. -“Our friends are dead, Camelot is destroyed, and our King is
has been killed and taken—_from us. All that we have feughtforsought to defend is in ratns—ruin. Others
may look on this and say that we need to keep fighting, that we need to overcome our fate-and, to take
it all back. -But I say ne—otherwise. Camelot is lost, and we ean—snetcannot bring it back. -The only
thing we-ean-de-tskilthat it would accomplish is killing more good men and women. -Our villain was




cast out of Hell-and, with his body left to rot over there. “Whe-wilWhom would we fight?- We can't kill
him again.”

Lancelot looked again to the edge of the cliffs—, and continued. “I think ¥HI shall go home. -+
hawven't]'ve not been home since I first came to Arthur's court. -It was always peaceful there. -Yes,” he
said; his voice growing firm with the decision. —“I will go home, for now. -After that, isit’s in God's
hands.”

Lancelot turned to his friend. -“And you, brother? -Will you return to the battlefield?”

Bedevere kicked an errant stone at his feet. <“Not 1. -Like you, I am weary of combat. -After
30thirty years of fighting, I think I have done enough for any man.” -Grinning, he added, “I should
have stopped -with that Giant, truth be told. -Never fought anything since then that amounted to a
challenge. -Maybe I peaked teea bit early, eh?”

It weuld-was a good time to smile-nthat-plaee, and Lancelot let the power of surrendering to it
wash over him. <““Hell, Bedevere, you fought that thing when you were but twenty! -What would you
have done all these years if you had stopped then?”

“I don't know, Lance;started. Started a family, maybe? -Raised a-eeuplesome giant killers of my
own, eh? -Who knows?”

“You-with? With children?”” Lancelot laughed. -““Even in fantasy, I pity your wife!”

“Ha;maybe! Maybe you're right at that. -Never fancied myself a family man. -Looking back,
that was probably a mistake. -I could be home with my children and grandchildren now, a warm fire
and a horn of ale. -Instead, I'm in this horridwreteked place.”

“I wish that things had been different with my own son.” Lancelot whispered. -““Galahad was all
I could ever have ever-wished for, but he didn't know me. -Even worse, he hated me for my weakness.
When I saw him take the Grail, no man was ever mere-preudprouder, or more ashamed-, than [ was. It
was my sin that brought him to this world| = |t my sin also that also kept me apart from him. -If I could
change anything in my life, I# would changse that. -1 wish Hhad-to have known him better.”

At that, Bedevere picked up the-their shovels and started walking to their small camp. -“Come
on, Lance. -Standing out in these graves tsa't-deingdoes us any-no favors. -The past is the past, neo-tse
dwelingand there is not any sense to dwell on it. Jslt’s the future that we need to have our eyes on.”

“Agreed,” said Lancelot as-he-felfalling in step behind his friend.

The next morning, the two knightsKnights shared the last of thea rabbit that they’d recently
caught, and broke their camp in silence. -While both men were used to field conditions, neither had
slept well that night. -Whether from poor dreams, cold ground, or concern for the future, neither gave
reasen—said. They knew that #this would be the last time they would see each other, and they chose the
comfort of thethis simple task to process their farewell.

As Bedevere was harnessing his horse;—an old charger that they had found wandering the edge
of the battlefield, whose owner was long dead;—and—witheutJeoking—ap;,——he finally voiced his
question—, without looking up. “Have you decided which way yeu'Htyou will go, Lance?”

Lancelot, busy putting out the coals from their small fire with some handfuls of dirt, looked up
at his friend and answered. <FHT will be geingbaekreturning home.”

Bedevere stopped his preparations to focus on his friend. -“I know that, Lance. -You said as
much last night. -What I wanted to know was which direction you'd be heading and how you planned to
get there. -As you can see, | have this nice horse here, but you have only your boots. -It's not like you to
be so ill--prepared for a journey, so I'm asking you what you plan to do to get to your home. -And,
while we're at it, since you're not returning to Jeyeaux—GanrdeJoyous Gard, where in the kingdom and
beyond is your home exactly?”’

“FHI shall be traveling by sea, you nosy old bastard. —~Other than that, my journey is my
21" snapped Lancelot.
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“Suit yourself, then;2!” replied Bedevere. -“God, but you always were a moody one, Lancelot.
€an'tCan you not see that we are all that's left?- I'd just like to know how you'll be getting on.”

At this Lancelot stood up from the extinguished fire. —“You're right, Bedevere, and I'm sorry.
We are all that's left, and perhaps that's what has my back up. Never have | reverwwasbeen good atwith
farewells. -My home is across the sea. —I was planning to make my way up the coastline andto see what
ships swere-are available. -If memory suits me, there's a small port not too far from here where I might
be able to find passage across the ekannel—And;you?Where-are-youheaded?Channel.

And you? Where are you headed?”

“Ah,” said Bedevere as he turned back to resume securing his gear to the harness. -“I think I'll
go anand become a monk, try and find some peace. It —mMust be much like being a knight-
Knight—the discipline, I mean—and —I always thought the monks seemed so content whenever I
woul'd stop over at a monastery while on quest. -Regardless, I thought I'd give it a go and see how 1|
like it. -Hopefully it'll be quiet, and none of them robed monks'll snore too loud. -Hate to have to thump
one, eonstderingseeing as how they're God's men and all.”

“A monk, eh?- Well, I hear they do brew good beer, so maybe-youHftinperhaps you will take
to it better than you expect,” Lancelot remarked as he gathered what little of his equipment remained.

“Beer! -Ha! J-didn'tthink]’d not thought of that, Lance. -Maybe a monk's life is for me!”
laughed Bedevere, tightening his last strap. —“Are you sure you don't want me to travel with you,
Lance?- At least till you find that port?”

“No, my friend. +HI shall be fine;just.My next-anether quest will find me. I’ve no doubt. -We
do have to part sometime, Bedevere—¥'d, and I would rather that it behappen here. Nethingl can
imagine nothing worse than having your {ast-memory of our parting involve seeing me-beingknee
deep, to my knees in mud, in some backwater fishing village. -It's better this way.”

“I suppose so,” replied Bedevere, as he swung up into the saddle. <““Peace be with you, Lance.
May our Lord watch over you on your journey home.”

Lancelot came over to his friend and held out his hand. —“Same to you, Sir Bedevere of the
Magic Lance, Marshal of the Army of Camelot, and killer of giants. -Be kind to those poor monks, and
may you finally find rest.”

“Aye, brother,” said Bedevere as he took the knight'sKnight's hand.

Lancelot stayed and stood in their camp as he watched Bedevere ride away North. “WherOnce
he was gene—frem—viewno longer in sight, he turned and grabbed his sword belt from his gear-and-
strapped, strapping it on about his waist. -Then, he reached for his scabbarded sword and slung it from
the belt.- Checking againensure that Bedevere washad gone from view, Lancelot headed South to
the cliff's edge and the patmback down_to the small beach where he had come ashore, leaving the rest
of his belongings where they lay.

As the elimb—upascent had been a spiritual preparation for the horrific sights of thethat final
battle, the return journey dewn—was—amounted to a cleansing of Lancelot's spirit.— Each step was—a
wayallowed to him to forget this world and prepare himself for the rext-one—By—the—+time_that lay
ahead. As he had-reached the bottom, he was ready to return to the only_true mer&herlmthat he
had ever known.

As he approached the water's edge, he grabbed held-ef-the hilt of his sword and took enetasta
final look at the weorld—place from which he was forever departing| = )en, he walked out into the waves.

The water was shockingly cold, but he marched on. -The waves-sea battered him_without mercy,
threatening to throw him up against the wreeks—Heleaned-inte-themwooden carcasses of the destroyed
fleet. Lancelot steeled himself and kept-mevingpressed forward, leaning into each rush of the waves
trying, which appeared to try and push him back to the shore, as if the sea itself was—strivingwere
toiling to change his course.- But Lancelot would not be deterred. -He walkedtrudged out passedbeyond
the last of the shatteredHeetwreckage and started to swim, his powerful arms pulling him farther out
into the water.- He knew that it seuldn'twould not be much farther—Seen;longer: he would seesoon be



Benjamin Gallaher, 03/13/11
The dramatic tension here regards Lancelot’s departure from Camelot; whether or not he returns to the site, he is saying goodbye to what once existed there.

Benjamin Gallaher, 03/13/11
Some pretext is needed when referring to Lancelot’s “mother”―is she the sea? Is she a divine presence? The premise under which this is to be edited assumes, as the text implies, that there is significant subtext regarding Lancelot’s origin. This element of mystery would not be especially jarring were it not for a) his obvious familial friendship with Bedevere and others, or b) his lack of concern for “family’s wishes” per the remains of the fallen. The jump from a concretized notion of family to an utterly esoteric one is a potential source of confusion for the reader. As such, “mother” has been changed to “home.” 

Benjamin Gallaher, 03/13/11
This portrays a deceitful element to Lancelot’s conduct, which is uncharacteristic.


at his-metherhome| = hin.

He looked aswsinto the water and saw thea comforting, faint light underneath-hisfeet-and-he
beneath him. He heard and felt the faint call of home.— Smiling, he ceased tohis resistanee—te the
waves, stilled his arms, and sank beneath-below the surface.


Benjamin Gallaher, 03/13/11


Benjamin Gallaher, 03/13/11



