Chapter Eight

p——__

The king’s
bridge

C c S o I left my hall and travelled
with Sherwyn. And on the way
we were met by Sherwyn’s son

Kenhelm —” Beogard paused and pointed to

the young man sitting beside him. The boy

nodded, stern faced.

“This is Kenhelm, son of Sherwyn, a
fine young warrior. His only fault is that he
doesn’t much like Jutes — but I think that
is changing. Now that he has finally tasted
your ale he starts to love you a bit more.”

'Everyone laughed and Kenhelm blushed.
“And the same is true of brave Sigwyn































