Passages from “A History of Caer Taghairm” by an unknown author:

The Count paced the great hall of Caer Taghairm.  He addressed the tree in the corner. "It is odd, Baroness.  I trust this strange knight's words, but not his intent.  In sending a single man, our ancient enemies have accomplished what whole armies could never; they have thrust their reign upon Caer Taghairm and its fiefs.  And yet I am pleased." The tree's branches rustled. "Still.  The Sidhe of old were ever treacherous, or so the stories say. This knight's arts and wiles may have clouded my judgement.  I will, for now, take him at his word, but if he should prove untrue... "My Lady, summon the knights and thanes.  And have the infants brought to me."

--

The count's voice boomed through the stone hall.  Three infant children lay in front of the Balefire - two boys and a girl.

"The die is cast, and the pact is sealed.  I have sworn an oath that Sariel's heirs will take precedence over my own.  So it will be. "But if it the Sidhe's treachery means that my own heir is forced to retake the throne and title, then I will Name all his plans and designs Undone. If he should fail in his vaunted aims and my heir takes the throne through the terms of our pact, then I will Name his plans and designs Undone. 

"Taron, Darron, Helge.  Son, nephew, niece.  Should it come to pass that any of these children should reach chrysalis and take the throne at Caer Taghairm, then through the Sidhe's treachery or failure will his plans have come to naught.  Should this come to pass, the Canberry fiefs will reject their Sidhe overlords.  Their masters will be cast out.  I will Name Caer Taghairm and its associated freeholds a Commoner Court, and the Sidhe shall have no dominion!  By my Name, by the Names of my heirs, by the Name of the Place of Stories, I swear my Oath.  By my arts and charms, by my skill and puissance, by the will of the Dreaming, and as I have sworn, it will be so."  
Beaufort drew his sword across his palm, and then gently used it to crease the skin of the children.  They screamed.  "By my blood and the blood of my heirs, it will be so!"
--

And in a time yet to come, Lord Tristan staggered through the Arch to Enverona.  With the magic of blood and glamour surrounding him, controlling him, impelling him forward even as his will began to break, he forged anew the Silver Path.  He entered the Keep and approached the Balefire.  He boldly restated his possession of the freehold by his right as Baron.

"That's odd," he whispered.

