
  
    
      
    
  


  
    
  


  ABOUT THIS BOOK


  Tales of Annwn — A Story Collection from The Hounds of Annwn


  


  The Call

  

  A very young Rhian discovers her beast-sense and, with it, the call of a lost hound.

  

  It's not safe in the woods where cries for help can attract unwelcome attention, but two youngsters discover their courage in the teeth of necessity.


  


  Under the Bough

  

  Angharad hasn’t lived with anyone for hundreds of years, but now she is ready to tie the knot with George Talbot Traherne, the human who has entered the fae otherworld to serve as huntsman for the Wild Hunt. As soon as she can make up her mind, anyway.

  

  George has been swept away by his new job and the people he has met, and by none more so than Angharad. But how can she value the short life of a human? And what will happen to her after he's gone?


  


  Night Hunt

  

  When George Talbot Traherne goes night hunting for fox in Virginia, he learns about unworthy men from the old-timers drinking moonshine around the fire and makes his own choices.

  

  Who could have anticipated that the same impulse that won him his old bluetick coonhound would lead him to his new wife and the hounds of Annwn? Every choice has a cost, he realizes, but never a regret.


  


  Cariad

  

  Luhedoc is off with his adopted nephew Benitoe to fetch horses for the Golden Cockerel Inn. He's been reunited with his beloved Maëlys at last, but how can he fit into her capable life as an innkeeper? What use is he to her now, after all these years?

  

  Luhedoc needs to relearn an important lesson about confidence.


  


  The Empty Hills

  

  George Talbot Traherne arranges a small tour of the local human world for his fae family and friends, hoping to share some of the sense of wonder he discovered when he encountered the fae otherworld.

  

  He's worried about discovery by other humans, but things don't turn out quite the way he expects.
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  THE CALL


  This story takes place several years before To Carry the Horn.


   


  In all of her eight years, Rhian had never had a better time out hunting. Her pony Dreinog had kept up with the bigger horses on this gorgeous fall day, and she’d jumped every obstacle that came her way. It was always fun, she thought, but somehow today seemed different, more exciting. It’s like I could feel what a good time Dreinog was having, following the hounds.


  She hastened to untack him and groom him in the stables behind her foster-father’s court. Gwyn insisted that she see to the care of each of her animals, and she enjoyed doing it. Normally she liked these quiet moments after the hunt with her pony, lingering to talk to him all about the adventures they had just had. But this time there was something wrong, something nagging at her. She wanted to find Isolda and talk to her instead. Isolda would know what to do. After all, she was three years older.


  She hurried out of the stables and ran to the kennels to look for her friend. Isolda was usually there, helping her father Ives and the other lutins who were responsible for the well-being of the hounds. She found the usual stir of the pack recently returned, the lucky hounds who had been out telling their left-behind packmates all about it, in their own way.


  Rhian ignored the noisy hounds, but she was surprised not to see any of the hunt staff. They hadn’t come to the stable, either. She ducked her head into the kennel-master’s office, and found Isolda there instead of her father.


  “What’s happened?” she asked.


  “Gwennol’s missing,” Isolda told her. “Iolo brought the rest of the pack home, but he’s gone back out with the hunt staff to find her.”


  Rhian was shocked. She liked Gwennol about best of all the bitch hounds. The young hound had a habit in the field of swooping after the quarry, like the swallow she was named for. Was that what was wrong, what had been bothering her in the stables?


  “Where are they looking for her?”


  “Over at Eagle’s Nest, where you were hunting,” Isolda said. “Where the hounds were last all on together, Iolo said.”


  “But that’s wrong,” Rhian blurted out. Something stabbed at her and she cried out. “She’s over there,” pointing to the southwest, “not back where we were.”


  “What’s the matter with you?” Isolda asked. “Are you hurt?”


  “I don’t know.” Rhian felt a pain in her leg. “I don’t think it’s me. Maybe it’s Gwennol.” As she said it, she thought that seemed right.


  “How can you know that?” Isolda said.


  “I just do,” Rhian said, frustrated. “I can’t explain it. I’m going to go find her. Come with me.”


  She didn’t think Isolda would do it. She knew this wasn’t something the adults would approve of but she couldn’t wait. Gwennol was hurt, she was sure of it.


  She saw Isolda weighing her choices. The older girl sometimes made her be more careful and she was afraid she’d have to go alone. Despite her years Isolda was no taller than Rhian, the lutins being a short people, and she looked her in the eyes to see if she was telling the truth.
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