
The Centaur and the Heir

Chapter 2

King Rilian stood tall in the middle of the room. He refused to concede to the grief that 
bore so close. The news he had heard the night before adding to his woe. Not only did he 
have no heir to take the thrown when his ailing body spent its last, but his enemies did 
not seem to even wish to wait for that misfortune to press their claims. 

The scouts reported raiding parties from the Calormen had made it into the Archenland 
lowlands and would soon be pushing towards Narnia. The new of Prince Rilian's death had 
sparked ambitions long quietened by the stability and security of the kings of Narnia. 
Without a strong prince to pave the way for the next era of Narnia the long standing 
enemies of the Lion were ready to seize the opportunity. 

Not since Queen Susan had turned down the Calormene Prince Rabadash in the Golden 
Era had the lands to the south, beyond the desert posed such a grave threat. King Rilian 
thought they were certain to make a move before too long, but he wished they would at 
least give him a moment to grieve the loss of his son. The son who he was sure would 
bring Narnia the inheritance it deserved. He was sure that his son would see what neither 
he nor his forefathers for the past two centuries had seen. The stars were beginning to 
align, Aslan was once again expected in these parts. 

Casterwic was the oldest and wisest of the court centaurs, he had served the past three 
King Rilians,  because as you surely know centaurs live far longer than humans. He had 
studied the stars in the days before young Prince Rilian had died at the hands of the 
giants and he had foreseen a constellation of stars painted a portrait of trauma and 
redemption, and redemption at the hands of Aslan. It was this that gave him faith to 
continue, to push on despite the tragedy and despite the threat of attack that loomed on 
the southern border. 

He did not quite know what to make of the two scrawny lumps of flesh and bones 
deposited at the feet of his royal highess. Casterwic had heard from the owls that 
Trufflewing had insisted on flying east to find Aslan and bring help for Narnia in its time of 
need, and that was before the threat from the Calormen had reached it's current level. 
The leopards were even worried about the battles that seemed sure to come soon. 

When Trufflewing had woke Casterwic in the early hours he didn't make a great deal of 
sense. “They have come, they have come again, what a to do, what a to do, they have 
come again”, he started and insisted he must present them to the king in the morning. 
Casterwic was not one to ignore the council of the owls, even if this particular owl was 
known for his impetuous nature – he had heard rumours Trufflewing had once changed 
his hunting ground after only considering and deliberating it for five days.    

This was why early the following morning, although it was actually just a few hours later, 
Casterwic woke King Rilian from his bed on the barge and prepared him to meet the 
humans. It was a disappointment not to see King Peter in his splendor or Eustace who had 
fought with Caspian and rescued the first King Rilian. Nor could he believe that before him 
lay Queen Susan, who once sat beside the High King in the first palace at Cair Paravel. 
Quite who the Son of Adam was who got to his feet first he had no idea.



For Archie and Susan this scene was part of a continual unfolding of incredulity. First they 
had to cope with the owls, and for Archie a talking owl, and now they were presented with 
a remarkable tableau of men and beasts. They were both just about able to make their 
own way off the owls' backs. The short flight around the corner of the palace had woken 
Susan from the trance like state she was in, and Archie was given enough of a spin to 
make the likelihood that this was all a dream completely implausible. 

It was therefore Archie who was least surprised when a centaur started speaking. In fact, 
Archie didn't know at the time quite what it was, at first he had thought it was a 
particularly hairy man, but as he looked further he saw the hind legs of a horse. If you 
haven't read these sorts of stories before, or were encouraged by your parents to not 
indulge your imagination it is likely you would have reacted rather like Archie. Seeing the 
centaur beside the king he at first wondered if he wasn't in a dream after all because that 
was the only simple explanation. When the Casterwic began to speak in his booming voice 
a mixture of fear and excitement over took him and he stopped trying to work out what 
was going on. 

“Son of Adam and Daughter of Eve, by the Lion's mane we welcome you to Narnia.” Archie 
made to go and shake the centaur's hand because that seemed like the sort of thing one 
should do at a moment such as this. Casterwic pre-empted this gesture with a low bow 
and introduced him to King Rilian, to whom in turn Archie bowed even lower. 

“Your majesty, thank you most kindly for your incredibly warm welcome. We are honoured 
to be your guests.” Archie began like this because it is how he thought he should. He had 
never met royalty in real life before and but assumed he would say something along these 
lines. “Your majesty,” he went on, “if you would be so kind, I wondered if you could tell us 
where we are and what we are doing here?” Realising that he had not been introduced, 
for there was no one to introduce him and Susan was in no fit state to do so, he did so 
himself, “Archibald Turner at your service, but call me Archie”.

“Archibald Turner, you are welcome to Narnia, you have been brought in on the wings of 
Trufflewing and his brother, and I shouldn't wonder guided by the breathe of the lion 
himself.” None of this made very much sense to Archie, and as no one but his parents 
called him Archibald it seemed a little awkward. At least he had learnt the name of the 
owl, but to credit the flight down from the room as requiring the breath of a lion seemed a 
little far fetched. 

Seeing his confusion King Rilian went on. “Several days ago the owls departed Narnia to 
seek aid for our kingdom, for we are in a time of great peril. They flew in search of Aslan 
but found the two of you at the end of their flight. Seeing you beneath the gaze of the lion 
they felt his call and brought you here.”

The most curious part of this encounter was Susan's silence. She heard Archie speak and 
she realised to her relief that the man he was addressing as you majesty was at least 
human. That was a minor improvement after the disturbing hairy half man half horse who 
had babbled at them when they first arrived in the room. Her silence was caused not 
because she did not want to speak, by now she had more questions than the Encyclopedia 
Britannica housed answers to. Susan could not hear a word that anyone was saying - it 
was just noise. 



She heard Archie's questions to the person who looked like a human, indeed from his 
clothing he looked like a king, but the noises that came back towards Archie were not in 
any tongue she recognised, apart from the gobbledygook more associated with very 
young children. Susan noticed the gaze of the person she assumed was a king come on 
her and the gobbledygook continued.

What she might have heard, and what Archie did hear was: “Daughter of Eve, you have 
been in these lands before. You have the look of one who has been in Narnia, and yet you 
cower before us. Trufflewing is right, you do look like Susan and yet you do not recognise 
us. I do not mean recognise me because it was in my great-grandfather's grandfather's 
day that you were last in these lands. But you do not recognise the talking beasts, you do 
not hear them speak. And if I am not mistaken you cannot hear me speak even though I 
do so in your own tongue?” All the while Susan continued to stare blankly at the gathered 
crowd who's eyes were now solely focused on her. 

“I think she must not be able to hear you, she is in a terrible state I am afraid, she has 
experienced an awful tragedy.” At this the King knew immediately what to do. It is funny 
how sometimes that is the case, how you can try and solve a problem many times over 
but then a idea comes to you in a moment and it works. It was like that for Rilian at this 
very time.

“Queen Susan the gentle, by the name of Aslan, you have been called into Narnia, for I 
too have suffered an unspeakable tragedy.” It was the 'by the name of Aslan' that Rilian 
thought would do the trick, it had been the words of salvation for his predecessor when 
Eustace, Jill and Puddleglum. In the event he didn't even need to get that far. As soon as 
the words 'Queen Susan' were uttered it was as though chains were released and she 
suddenly became aware once again of her identity. It was as though she looked in a 
mirror and saw herself for the very first time.

*  *  * 
     
The words were not magical words, although they seemed to awaken in Susan something 
that seemed otherworldly, the title, the calling, not that she recognised it as such but the 
place no longer seemed like a strange land and more like home. Susan stood tall to 
respond to the King.

“I'm just Susan Pevensie, and I'm not supposed to be here, I should be at home, there is 
so much to do.” Susan realised she had forgotten her manners, “It is very nice to meet 
you, I was a bit distracted earlier, I didn't quite catch your name.”

“King Rilian the sixth, and you are never just Susan Pevensie, I am not just King Rilian, 
and my friend here is not just Casterwic. We are more than our names, and we come with 
a purpose, and you dear friends have come to Narnia at our time of greatest need.

“My father had five sons, three before me and one after. The eldest two died fighting the 
Calormen – the eldest weeks after he had married, the next suffered from a weak 
constitution and did not reach adult hood. Only my younger brother and I survived. The 
youngest of my father's clan, Prince Salillion bore no children, loathe as I am to criticise 
the dead for he died last year, but he was never much interested in the responsibilities of 



being Narnian royalty, although I dare say he made the most of the privilege, always off 
on a stag hunt or frolicking with the nymphs and dryads. 

“But I digress. My son, Rilian, was born as heir of Narnia, he was prepared for the role 
from birth in a way I never was. The fourth child of the king is not expected to take to the 
throne. It is tragedy heaped upon tragedy that has left Narnia in this present dilemma. I 
wanted my son to be ready to take on this role, my days are numbered, I expect not to 
see this time next year.”

He paused, and was clearly close to tears, it was hard for him to continue. “My son went 
north to subdue the giants, they had started to make mischief once again along our 
border, he travelled north several months ago and we heard nothing for many weeks, not 
even a messenger brought news of their campaign. And then we heard that there had 
been a mighty battle, my son injured and they were racing back to Cair Paravel.

“By the time they arrived he was dead. They were not rushing when we saw them from 
afar. It was closer to a funeral march than a dash for assistance. There was nothing we 
could do.”

Archie was the first to speak, unsure what he had to say that might be of any 
consequence he hated the silence that loomed more than any fear of getting it wrong. 
“Your majesty, my heart goes out to you,” he fumbled for the words, “your grief is surely 
more than anyone could ever deserve. But I don't know what we can do. And I'll be 
honest, I'm still not sure what's going on. Why do you call Susan a Queen? She is 
wonderful, I'd be the first to say that, but she isn't royalty.”

“It's the stories, silly.” Susan began to speak, “It's like those stories Peter, Edmund and 
Lucy would tell, it's their world of make believe, where we were all kings and queens of 
Narnia and the animals could talk and we fought battles and saved Narnia. A great lot of 
fun we had with these stories, and yes I was Queen Susan the Brave, but that's just 
something we played with as kids, and the others never quite managed to get the heads 
out of the nonsense.

“Don't you understand, it just explains it all, we're in the middle a dream, nothing is really 
happening, we'll wake up in a minute and everything will be okay.”

Archie was caught between the likelihood of what Susan saying to be true - after all, how 
often do you wake up to be addressed by a talking owl, then taken to meet a king and his 
centaur, and on the other hand his near certainty that he was not caught up in any sort of 
trance or dream. He was sure that what was in front of him was really happening but he 
was loathe to distrust Susan. He then realised that if Susan was correct and all around him 
was a dream and not reality, then the Susan telling him not to believe it was also just a 
figment of his imagination. 

These are the sorts of things that distracted Archie this morning from getting his head 
around the question that really mattered. He had spent all the time so far trying to decide 
whether what was around him was real that he had skipped over the most important 
question. He had heard King Rilian recount his tragedy but still struggled to see his 
purpose in all of this, why was he here?



“Sir Archie,” Casterwic was unsure of the appropriate title to grant the Son of Adam before 
him and felt it necessary to play safe and give him a generic honour, “I believe Queen 
Susan and you have been called to Narnia to find an heir for the throne. Whenever Narnia 
has faced peril someone from your faraway land has come to our aid, and I am sure as I 
see the stars rise and fall in the sky, that they will rise once again, that in these days Aslan 
guides our way and will go with you.

“I have lived well all my life, I have served three kings, I have devoted my life to Narnia 
and I am yet to see the Lion's great mane. If I were to glimpse a corner of his golden hair, 
or hear the distant thunder of his roar, I would die a centaur content that he had done his 
life's work.”

“You must go with them Casterwic, you must guide these little ones on their quest.” King 
Rilian responded, “Follow the heritage of the Beavers, of Trumpkin, of Puddleglum, all 
glorious guides to our visitors from the other world. All taken in by the work of the Lion 
that takes over their life and points them towards their goal. You have done more than 
any king could ever ask.”

Susan began to accept that she wasn't going to understand what was going on very soon 
so decided to just play along and see what happened. It had crossed her mind for a 
moment that it could all be a revolting trick Archie was playing on her, he could have 
whisked her away at her most vulnerable and tried to recreate a land she never wanted to 
to hear any more of. But that was a highly unlikely scenario, Archie had only caught the 
briefest insight's into her siblings' make believe world.   

“You're not the only person in the world who's grieving at the moment. Just because 
you're the king, that doesn't mean you deserve special attention, or can kidnap a couple of 
poor unsuspecting souls to help you out. 

“And how are we going to help you with your quest, surely you know far better than we 
do where your long lost heir might be?”

“We do not,” begun Casterwic, “We do not know even if any heir exists, but the stars are 
not yet aligned to tell of the end of the Narnian kings, so we have faith that a way will be 
found, that despite the darkness of these present days light will come once more.”

*  *  *

“So we're dragged into this merry mess of yours, and without even a hint of how we might 
be of help or what needs to be done. I'm all for pitching in and getting a job done, I 
fought in the war, but this seems like a dreadfully desperate attempt to avoid dealing with 
a problem your family is responsible for creating. Susan has suffered enough grief herself, 
her whole family died just this past week, and now you want her and me to help sort out 
your own ancestral complexities.” 

Archie had not intended to speak with such ferocity, but his mild mannered suasion had its 
limits. He was certain that where ever they were was some sort of experimental treatment 
for handling post traumatic stress disorder of the type they tried to diagnose every other 
soldier with. He thought maybe they had been whisked off to some secret location, maybe 
drugged and presented with the current situation in order to help Susan cope with the 



lose of her family.

“I'm sure you are very well meaning,” Archie said as he tempered his tone, “but I don't 
think we are really able to help you and I think Susan would be better handling her grief in 
her own time and manner. So if you wouldn't mind I'd be grateful if you could show us the 
way back home?”

At that point both Susan and Archie were shocked to hear a voice echo from the rafters 
above them. “We do not know where you come from, we wouldn't know how to send you 
home.” The voice came from an eagle who swooped to the floor in front of King Rilian 
before continuing, “The owls had a touch of magic to switch from our world to your world 
and back again. I have flown further than any bird in this land and I do not know where 
they went.

“I'm afraid for now you are rather stuck with us, as we, I regret to say, are stuck with you. 
We shall have to make the best of this rather rum situation.” Elliam the eagle was privately 
very jealous that Trufflewing had slipped out of this world, for although visitors had 
entered Narnia before, it was not since the dawn of time that anyone had travelled from 
Narnia to the world beyond. He also struggled to hide this jealousy, and any suggestion 
that he might lose his position as chief among the creatures of the air. 

Casterwic took a small centaur step forward but that is rather like a leap for you and I so 
he suddenly was in the centre of the room. “We must have peace if we are to weather this 
storm. We must come together, work together, stand together. We cannot be divided 
otherwise the enemies of Narnia will be upon us before we can say 'Aslan's mane'.” 

“You are right. This is a time for action and not talking. But all the same, action is rather 
hard when we do not know where to begin.” King Rilian was looking for someone to come 
to his assistance, hope that by talking, even talking about not talking, he could fill the gap 
until one of the assembled crowd came up with a good idea about how to begin. “We 
should go to the west. We should ride into the wilderness.”

At first the king was not entirely sure why he spoke this way. It was not planned, or really 
in his mind at all, but as he went on he remembered the tales his grandmother used to tell 
him. “In the days of my youth, when I was the younger son of a healthy king and my 
grandmother still alive she would tell me tales of her husband's brother and the quarrels 
they had before my grandfather, Rilian the Fourth, took the throne. 

“My grandfather and his brother Tirillian were twins, born moments apart, but their father, 
mother and nursemaid all claimed they did not know who came first. The inheritance of 
Narnia hinged on the rivalry between these brothers. And the successful transition upon a 
ruthless decision or a gross act of deception. Their father, Rilain the Third, grandson of the 
prince rescued by the last visitors from your world, sought to tease out who would make 
the most mighty and just king. 

“A series of endeavours were set for the brothers, trials of strength, games of wit, enemies 
to subdue. It was not without benefit, Narnia prospered for having two fearsome lords of 
war who would stamp out any hint of disloyalty in an effort to prove themselves worthy of 
the throne. They were sent out for months at a time to find the Lion in the hope that 
would decide once and for all who had Aslan's approval.



“For nearly a year nothing was seen of either Rilian or Tirillian, they went north and west 
searching in the most unlikely places for any sign of Aslan. They had already sailed to the 
east on an earlier trial of endurance and seen no traces of the Lion in those parts. The 
west was the last place they had to look. 

“Rilian returned claiming to have seen the Lion perched on the top of a crag of rocks, and 
after standing firm, Aslan came to him, breathed on him and anointed him king. Tirillian 
arrived the very next day claiming the exact same story, and when challenged declared 
that Rilian must have followed him, seen Aslan choose him and made haste for Cair 
Paravel to use this lie as his last chance to claim the throne.

“Soon after King Rilian the Third died and no clear successor decided. A council of 
centaurs and unicorns decided that they could not decide between the brothers, for to do 
so would be to declare one a liar, which ever they chose, and if they got it wrong they 
would be responsible for a conspiracy of deceit at the heart of Narnia. They declared they 
must rule together.”

At this point in the story Casterwic took over the retelling, “I came into the service of 
Rilian and Tirillian shortly after their father's death, I had not been a part of the council 
but I heard of the debates and discussions for many years to come. Before our present 
king's father was born Tirillian had a son, and it was agreed by the council that this was 
the heir to the throne, the line would continue through Tirillian's side.

“Several weeks later Rilian informed the council that his brother had travelled to subdue 
the giants of the north, and had taken his family to a nearby garrison so he would not be 
parted from his new born son for longer than he must. Tirillian, his wife and his son were 
never seen from that day to this.”    

*  *  *

Susan and Archie began to understand some of the upheaval Narnia had been through in 
those years and also saw that for this present King Rilian it was as much a tale of the past 
as was the visitors from other lands, in fact, just as much a story to tell on long cold 
nights to entertain as the stories of talking beasts and Narnian adventures had been for 
Peter, Edmund and Lucy. 

King Rilian the Fourth had reigned for thirty years, in which time he had a single son and 
that son had already given birth to four sons, the youngest at that point was the Rilian 
before Susan, when the throne passed to Rilian the Fifth. As soon as his father died a 
weight lifted off Narnia, and it was in this time that Queen Magdela, wife of the late king, 
told her grandsons of the cost of sibling rivalry. She sought to deter them from ever going 
down that line of ambition and feuding, an approach that had nearly brought Narnia to its 
knees. 

“In the days of Tirillian's disapperance,” Casterwic continued, “the stars told of mischief 
and misadventure. But the chroniclers were not looking for signs of murder and kidnap, 
they were looking for fortune to favour the son gone to war. They found no fortune and as 
the days turned to weeks and the weeks to months and no word returned from the north 
of any military movements against the giants, and the garrisons most likely to have taken 



in Tirillian's wife and son knew nothing of any royal visitors. 

“The centaurs and the unicorns gathered in utmost secret, it was the first time I had been 
among their number for such a council, or any council, because this was a most unusual 
event. The wisdom was careful shared and discerned and it was decided that Rilian had 
most likely done something to cause Tirillian and his family's disappearance, it could have 
been murder, he could have been sent on an impossible unending quest. It was possible 
he could have been kidnapped by someone without Rilian's instruction, as in the days of 
Caspian and Rilian the First. The question that weighed heaviest on the shoulders of the 
wise that evening was not whether some wrong had been done by Rilian against his 
brother, but whether that wrong should be uncovered. 

“The unicorns were mostly for uncovering the truth and showing Rilian as his brother's 
murderer - as they had decided he was. The centaurs took a more pragmatic approach, 
and their advice emerged as the collective decision. That was to back Rilian because he 
was the king they had. There was no Tirillian and without him, or his heir, it took away the 
stresses and confusion of who would inherit the throne. To go after Tirillian and his heir 
would be to call the present king a liar, and that would take them out of favour with the 
king. It was in those days as a young centaur – I said nothing in this meeting – I mostly 
wished to see Aslan show us the way. 

“Many called on the Lion to guide us, and they declared their decision in the name of the 
Lion and his mane, but it seemed as though they already knew which way the Lion was 
going to guide them. Those were dark days.”

Everyone thought Casterwic had finished telling his tale. Archie would have launched into 
a series of inquisitions if this had been back at home. Elliam would have laughed and 
mocked and made a show of the scene, if it had been a less grave occasion. King Rilian 
felt there was very little else to add; he had heard the tales from Magdela, his 
grandmother, and then again from Casterwic. The stories had an element of fable about 
them, almost a hint of truth shining through from the lesson the characters told. Rilian had 
assumed they were stories to make children behave, and had never tried to set Casterwic 
right, but hearing the extended retelling this morning, and in the context of his grief he 
couldn't see how his closest advisor would dare to make anything so grave a plaything 
between the realms of make believe and reality.

Susan, for no reason that she could understand, started to feel more comfortable in the 
presence of the king and talking beasts. She was about to raise her voice when Casterwic 
went on, “I have served the king and his father and his grandfather, and not a day has not 
passed when I did not wish we heeded the advice of the unicorns. We kept silence about 
what we knew had gone on to protect the stability of the realm. We thought we were 
doing what was in the best interests of Narnia. 

“I have said too many times to remember, and everyone of them until this day in private 
and to myself, that I will not rest until I see that wrong of that night put right. I believe 
Tirillian's line has not died, the stars do not tell of its fall, he will be long dead, he would 
be older than I, his son is likely also gone, but I will ride west this very night.”

“No need to be hasty about this old chap, I'm not dead yet, and Narnia is not in crisis as 
long as my bones fill these boots and jacket. And if I need an heir I can choose one and 



the council of centaurs and unicorns can approve the decision.” This was of course King 
Rilian who was on the back foot for three reasons, firstly he didn't like the reason that he 
might die soon, secondly he didn't like the idea his sovereignty was based on a century old 
deception. And finally he didn't want to lose his closest confident and friend to some fool's 
errand into the most dangerous territories.

It was a voice from almost behind the king's throne that spoke. It would be strange to say 
it was unlikely anything Archie had ever heard because until this morning he had never 
heard many of the things he had heard since. But this voice was both sweet and sure. It 
was calm and courageous, it was honest and kind. “No.” It was a unicorn that emerged 
from the shadow of the chair. “I am young but have heard the tales of those days when 
the centaurs packed the council with their kind to stop the unicorns from having their say. 
Young beasts like my dear friend here brought in before their maturity to vote with their 
elders and silence those who wished to stand for truth.”

Casterwic's head hung low as Jewel went on, “They were afraid of the consequences of 
the truth coming out, I am now afraid of the consequences of it not. Dear King, I must 
summon all my courage to say this to you. The council is not there to approve whatever 
you wish, it is there to guide you and advise you in the ways of the Lion. Ways that have 
become too foreign in these days. Ways that have been thought of as fable and myth, 
there to warm the heart and soothe the soul. 

“The way of the lion does not run smooth. It does not fit our agendas and priorities, we 
cannot tell it what to do. I will ride with you Casterwic, to redeem the honour of the 
unicorn. We stood by and let deceit take us all in. We let the old ways get lost beneath the 
easy way.”

“And I will fly above you every inch of the way.” It was Elliam the eagle in a more sombre 
tone than before. “I put myself at the service of the Lion. I fly for him and not for myself 
or my own glory. I will be your eyes before you can see and your ears before you can 
hear.”

Susan beat Archie to it on this occasion, she still was not really sure what was going on 
but her body seemed to overtake her mind and before she knew it she was speaking to 
the group. “We will go too, it is why we have come to this land beyond lands, in this time 
towards the end of time. King, I know how you feel, I buried my mother and my father 
and my brothers Peter and Edmund and my dear sister Lucy just yesterday morning. I'm 
not sure what help I can give, and I don't really know why I'm even offering, but maybe 
there is a little something that we can do. I mean, seen as we are stuck here for whoever 
knows how long we might as well be useful.”

Archie was already to fight for them to return to England and give up on this little charade 
when Susan gave her endorsement to the quest, and the tear in her eye and the smile on 
her lips caused him to pause and wait and hear her out. This was a world where she 
belonged, whatever the talk of queens and reigns.

King Rilian had been waiting to speak for some time, I'm sure you are aware of the sort, 
his fingers edging forward to try and make a point but either the speaker would go on or 
someone else would jump in. Eventually after Susan finished he got his chance. “What a 
noble quest, I must join you, I will redeem the house of Narnia and find my long lost heir. 



We shall be a jolly party on this quest.”

Both Jewel and Casterwic spoke together – a good sign for their coming journey together 
- “No, this is a journey we must take.” It was Casterwic who went on, “The realm must be 
secured, we do not know how long we will be. News of your son's death will reach the 
Calormen before long and surely they will try to strike, or at least prepare some military 
manoeuvres across the desert. You must stay at Cair Paravel and protect Narnia today, 
and we will seek to protect its tomorrow.”


