


The Black Chalice of Broceliande

In the waning years of Albion, when the realm of Logres stood like a crag defiant
against the tide of shadow, there came whispers of a second grailone born not of
Christ's light, but of a rift in Heaven's own vault. This was the Chalice Obscura, the
Black Grail, and it was said to have drunk deep not of blood divine, but of all
sorrows ever shed by man. Where the Holy Vessel healed, this chalice withered.
Where it offered vision, this lent madness. And yet, as rumors drifted like smoke
through the realm, some dared to believe it might undo death itself.

Arthur, once the Bright King of Britain, now sat oft in silence, aged beyond his
years. His Round Table lay shattered by time and war, and the Quest of the Grail
had claimed the best of his company. Galahad had ascended, Percival vanished into
the wild, and Lancelot... his tale was silence and shame. But still, the land called for
hopeor vengeance.

It was Merlin who came last to Camelot, not as a man, but as a shadow cast by
lightning, hunched and whispering. The Grail's mirror is found, he murmured, in
Broceliande, where time lies buried beneath roots and bramble. It is not holy, but it
is powerful. If you seek salvation or end, go.

And so Arthur went, girded in the cold steel of final purpose.

With him rode nine knightsthose who remained. Gawain, sun-browed and
unbowed, whose strength waxed with day. Bedivere, ever loyal. Gareth, light of
heart. And among them also were Ector, Kay, and three nameless warriors of the
North, clad in wolfskins and bound by oaths unspoken. The last was Bors,
pale-eyed and scarred by visions no prayer could soothe.

Through rain and ruin they rode, into the haunted deeps of Broceliande. There, the
trees grew too thick and tall, their boughs hung with shreds of forgotten banners.
Mist clung like old grief. Once, they saw a hart with no eyes. Another time, they
heard a childs laughter echo from a well in which no child dwelled.

On the seventh night, they found the tower.

It was black and featureless, rising like a blade from the forest floor, its angles
wrong, its presence a wound in the world. No door showed upon it, and yet Bors
wept at its sight, whispering of towers he had seen in dreams.



It is alive, Gawain said, hand upon his hilt.

And it was.

In dreams that night, the knights saw visions.

Bedivere beheld his mother drowned and smiling. Gareth wandered an endless hall
of broken toys. Ector fought a younger self who begged him for mercy. Only
Arthur did not sleep. He sat before the tower with Excalibur laid across his knees,
and he sang an old hymn of Avalon, voice low and broken.

At dawn, the tower opened.

They entered in silence, swords drawn.

Before the dais. Before the guardian. There came the Green Knight.

He emerged from a wall of ivy that had not been there a moment before, tall as a
tower, his skin like living bark and eyes like twin shards of spring lightning. His
axe, older than iron, glowed faintly green where it rested across his shoulder.

Arthur halted. I know you, he said.

The Green Knight inclined his head. I am remembrance. I am what you buried with
your youth.

The tower moaned, stone grinding like bone. Around them, the air thickened with
the scent of pine and blood.

I have no time for riddles, Arthur said, lifting his blade.

The knight did not flinch. You came seeking salvationor end. But neither waits at
the altar. Only the truth.

He raised a hand, and the walls shimmered.

Arthur saw the Round Table whole again, shining and golden. He saw Guineveres
laugh, unspoiled. Lancelots vow. Gawains loyalty. The hope of Logres, before it
rotted.



Then, he saw fire.

Betrayal.

And himself.

You may still turn back, the Green Knight said. Drink and forget... or bleed and
remember.

Arthur passed him in silence.

The knight bowedand vanished into green.

Within, all light was false. Torches burned cold and gave no heat. The air tasted of
copper and betrayal. The Black Grail awaited atop a dais of bone and basalt, and at
its touch the chamber throbbed with lifeor something like it.

The chalice was wrong to behold. It moved though still, pulsed though inert. The
darkness within it curled like smoke and sang to each soul. And there stood its
guardian, no man nor beast, but a thing woven of every wound the world had
known.

It called itself Mordrain.

It bore no face, but many voices. Welcome, O Once and Future King, it said, who
seeks the end of ends. Drink, and make the world anew.

Battle was joined.

Mordrain wielded no blade, but its gaze alone split Gareth in two. Bedivere struck
it and turned to ash. The Northmen howled and were unmade, their forms
unraveling into strings of meat and mist. Ector charged and was folded into a mural
upon the walla knight in endless, silent agony.

Kay fought longest. He grappled the thing and drove a dagger of dragonbone into
its ribs, if ribs it had. In return, Mordrain whispered his true name, and Kay
crumbled to dust, his armor clanging empty to the floor.

Gawain stood beside Arthur at the end.



Back, my king, he cried. I burn too brightly!

And he didhis body became light, and the tower screamed as he smote Mordrain
with the sun of his spirit.

When the echoes faded, Arthur stood alone among corpses and cursed stone.

The Grail was untouched.

Arthur staggered forward. His mail was torn, his crown shattered. Blood ran from
both eyes, and a tremor shook his hand as he reached for the cup.

He remembered Galahads ascension. He remembered Guinevere's final kiss, and
the empty halls of Camelot. He remembered everything he had lost. But most of all,
he remembered duty.

The Grail whispered.

You need not die. The world need not die. Come. Let us begin again.

He drank.

Agony.

It was not water, but memory. Not wine, but every scream he had ever heard. It was
laughter twisted to mockery, and the love of a child turned into rot. He saw his
knights again, not as they were, but as they might have been had he never drawn
the sword from the stone.

He saw himselfcrowned by the Black Grail, ruler of a kingdom with no sun.

And still he drank.

Time passed, or ceased. Arthur did not know.

When he awoke, he was outside the tower. The structure had crumbled, its stones
scattered like teeth from a broken jaw. The forest was silent. Around him, the bones
of his companions lay in repose, each clutching their blades, their faces calm.

Arthur rose.



He was old now. Older than man should be. His hair was white, and a thin crimson
scar ran down his face, never to heal. One eye was black with madness, the other
wide with truth. The Grail was goneor perhaps inside him.

He returned to Camelot alone.

In the years that followed, songs were sungbut none knew their full meaning. The
king no longer ruled, but wandered the land in rags and armor, half-prophet,
half-ghost. He healed some with a touch. Others he drove mad with a word.

Children feared him. Priests crossed themselves when he passed. The animals
bowed their heads.

In the final winter, they say he stood upon the shore and looked west, where the sun
fell in red splendor.

He did not smile.

But he did not weep.

And in the mist beyond the sea, the sails of Avalon waited, tattered and dark.

Thus ends the tale of the Black Chalice, and the breaking of Logres. May no cup
rise in its likeness again.




