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INTRODUCTION

OSCAR WILDE WROTE:

“To give an accurate description of what has never occurred is not merely the proper 
occupation of the historian, but the inalienable privilege of any man of parts or 
culture”

Who am I to argue with Oscar Wilde.

I am not a historian. I would describe myself as a fabularian, I take a thread of history
and weave it into fantasy.
In this, my second book, I have again taken the characters of my first novel back into 
the past.  There they embark on a journey of exploration into the shadowy world of a 
nation defeated, but not annihilated by King Edward 1. That nation was Wales.

In 'The Red Hand'  my characters search to find out howWales survived. The 'how' 
may be fiction, but the fact is that this small nation did survive. Astonishingly the 
characters emerge at the end of the book, in the midst of a very real,  modern war. 
The dire warning at the end of the story, is more relevant today, than it was when I 
wrote it. 

In over 700 years, nothing has changed. 

I am dedicating this book to the people of Ukraine, anyone who wants to read it, can 
do so free of charge. It would be an act of kindness to make a donation to Red Cross 
to help a nation survive.



PROLOGUE

( The turning of the tide. )
 

When hunger for power cannot be satiated and a thirst for glory cannot be quenched, 
despots will rise up and move their great armies in order to conquer another man's  
domain.
Unbeknown to them and their hapless followers, each mighty mass of movable men 
carries with it the curse of their own demise, for an unseen enemy lurks in their flea 
infested habitats where it hides in the fetid waste that they so recklessly discard, and 
in the foul crud that engulfs their camps.
The Greeks know this enemy, and they have a name for it, dyn – meaning bad, and 
enterior,  meaning intestines  -  Dysentry. Hero or despot, king or commoner, it kills 
without discrimination. He who does not heed the warnings heralded by nature, is 
ultimately doomed to failure, for he inflicts untold misery on those forced to follow 
him. I have observed his foolhardiness and I have grieved for this folly with a heavy 
heart.
Rebellion becomes the weapon that is chosen by the oppressed, and it is the portent 
of defeat for the oppressor, who has elected to live and die on the battlefield. In the 
midst of battle he will not know who is enemies are.  A king who inherits adversaries 
is destined for destruction.
Such a man as this had foolishly sent his treacherous wife on a mission to France on 
his behalf. She had sailed back to England, not with a promise of peace, but with a 
lover, and an army.                                
The king had been forced to abdicate in favour of their young son, and in the interim 
his queen was ruling England, with her lover at her side. An attempt to put her son on
the throne of France, had failed. Now an order had been issued to arrest all 
contrairients who were rumoured to be attempting to leave the Kingdom to go to 
lands beyond the sea.
Off the north east coast of England, a galleon was moored ready to carry out such an 
escape plan and the mighty sea that sustained the vessel slapped against its solid oak 
frame as the ship swayed silently in the brume, like a ghostly apparition
Mysterious men were funding the dangerous undertaking and they were taking a 
great risk. In the shadows which shielded them from detection they waited and 
prayed that the weather would favour them, but increasingly, the prospect of that 
happening seemed bleak for although  rain had been falling all day, the clouds 
remained consistently brumous and still.
Aboard the galleon a woman waited on its rain soaked deck, her eyes turned toward 
the heavens and she too had been praying. Her name was Emellise and her home lay 
across the ocean, in a town on the banks of the river Yonne, in France. Emellise was 



anxious for the ship to leave these hostile shores and take her family and their 
precious charge to safety.  In her homeland of France a new king and a new dynasty 
had come to the throne. Their rise to power had brought hope to a defeated, ancient 
civilisation, which dreamed that one day the one they called their  *Mab Daragon 
would release them from tyranny.
In order to keep that dream alive, a child, directly descended from their last ruling 
family of princes would sail with the ship to a safe haven.
A quiet man, who had lived a long life, had taken a secret to his grave. Now, the 
Eagle and the Lion had joined together to keep the heart of the Dragon beating.  
Suddenly, without warning heavy black clouds appeared in the distance and behind 
them satanically strong winds propelled them towards the coast. At last, nature was 
sending her own army to help the beleagured galleon.  The waiting ship creaked and 
groaned with anticipation, as the sea beneath her swelled with  powerful, physical 
energy. Now she had what she needed,  this graceful, grateful galleon, had the wind 
in her sails.
Across the stormy sea France was beckoning to the boy, and those who knew his 
name knew too, that the tide was finally turning.

*Deliverer



CHAPTER 1

* Y Fflamddwyn

For the moment he was alone, as he gazed out over the sun thawed fields of frosty 
flora that had been in his family for generations. In times such as these, to be a 
nobleman was a burdensome task. A man who was your friend one day, could be your
enemy the next.
Dead men walked on foreign shores, hearts heavy with the loss of mornings such as 
this, and those who had stayed in their homeland and survived were suffering their 
own loss, because they had given away their heritage to the empty promises of cold 
hearted men who had repaid their trust with the diminished status that comes with 
servitude. Others had chosen to fight for their freedom in the murky mire of begrimed
and bloody battlefields. Amongst them all were the rebels; men who had come to 
realise that artifice was the weapon needed to put an end to the wars that continued to
span decades, and which bore witness to the cruel debasement of human dignity. Call 
each war by whatever name you desire, style each king with a title that suits his 
character; in truth they are all one and the same. Every war, every despot.
Yet amongst the swampy mess of death that writhed in the mayhem, seeds of life 
spawned from those who had long ago taken their own mournful walk towards 
eternity. Their titles too, had been taken, their lands dispersed, and their children 
disavowed by cruel and unjust laws that had no place in their society.
In the deepest depths of darkness they waited for the imminent arrival of the tyrants 
who had desecrated their bloodlines, and they would not escape the wrath of the 
dead. This the nobleman believed with all of his heart.
From the elegant manor house which stood proud and resolute amongst the ancient 
pastures, he saw his daughter approaching. The sight of her warmed his heart, as it 
had done from the day she was born; there was about her the carefree and extrovert 
spirit of a wood-nymph as she skipped happily towards him through the gold-blown 
autumn leaves that crackled beneath her bare feet. He should have scolded her for not
wearing her shoes on such an imporant day as this, but he could not, for unlike her 
peers, she was unrestrained by convention and he did not want to change her. She 
loved nothing more than to feel the beating heart of  the earth beneath her feet and to 
sense its life force pulsating through the warm blood that flowed through her veins, 
filling her body with the sweet and lasting sensation of love's first kiss.
Her father knew that his daughter, one of the  *raihardd,  had  not yet tasted that first 
kiss, and he hoped with all of his heart that the lips which first touched hers would do
so with affection, and he prayed that her betrothed would cherish her precious inward
flame as much as he would, her bloodline.  
This was to be the morning when she would meet him for the first time. Her mother 
still lay in their bed weeping and she would play no part in the decision that had been 
taken. Despite his reassurances, he could not console her.

*Flame- bearer      ** Beautiful ones



In contrast to his wife, he was certain that the decision taken was the right one. A seer
had told them, while their daughter was still nestled safely in her mother's womb, that
the child was a girl, a special child who would be the next  *Sybil Cymraeg; one of 
the chosen few. There had been other Sybils around the world who could predict the 
future and their daughter would be the second Sybil Cymraeg. The first had been 
born within the nexus of a new millenium, that spell-binding time which Pluto 
referred to as 'the moving hand of eternity'  Sadly, their own child was born into a 
time of civil unrest, when an old enemy waited impatiently on the borders of their 
Country. The final battle was coming and her people would have to fight for their 
freedom when even now they were  being  physically and mentally shackled. 
Two princes, born of the same father and both wanting to break the shackles were   
fighting for the same Crown. In truth, they were pawns in a game played on a board 
controlled by rich and powerful men. These black knights stood by and waited for the
treasured Crest to drop into the hands of death, from which they would seize it. 
Nonetheless, while they kept their eyes on the board, another player had entered the 
game and it was he who snatched up the Crown, and placed it on his own head.  He 
was as cunning as he was brave, and he knew that he had to take control of the game. 
In truth, his ambition had merit in its logic, but a lack of trust in his integrity created 
opposition, not only from the black knights, but from his countrymen, and even his 
own family. He was Llewelyn ap Gruffydd, and he would become their prince.
He had no fear of the king who waited on the border of his Country, his aim was to 
defeat him and with this in mind, he had searched for powerful allies, and he had 
found them. 
Now the game had changed but the nobleman and others like him feared those who 
feared nothing, so to protect himself and his own descendents, he had betrothed his 
daughter to a man who had been at the heart of these troubled and turbulent times, 
since the day of his birth. Dafydd ap Gruffydd was the brother of the headstrong 
prince, and he was a recalcitrant member of the dysfunctional family.
When he had agreed to the betrothal of his daughter to Dafydd the nobleman had 
spoken of her with great affection when he had confided in the man who would be 
her husband. He told him of his belief that she, like the first Sybil Cymraeg, would 
come to know all of the **Cyfrinachau  that were gifted only to those who had been 
chosen. He shared his hope that his daughter would become a defence born of 
creativity, not a weapon meant for carnage.
When Dafydd first met her, she enchanted him. He would never forget his first sight 
of her, or stop loving the endearingly untamed girl, with flowing locks of titian hair 
that played so seductively both with the soft stirring breeze, and with his heart.
From that moment he wanted her in his life, because she was the antithesis of 
everything he had ever know, or had ever been. He knew, that with her in his world 
he would come to see it, as never before.

                            *Sybil Cymraeg – Welsh Prophetess   **Cyfrinachau – Secrets



   'Tangwystl' he heard the sound of her name on his lips and he knew that it was 
meant to be there. Would forever be there.
At the sound of her name, the soft breeze stilled and the gold-blown leaves lay quiet 
about their feet.
She was the daughter of the man they called “Y Flam”, and now she was his. She 
would be the presence in his universe that some compared to  “Her Desher” which 
glimmered for eternity amongst the stars. When Tangwystl looked into his eyes he 
saw the bringer of hope, his very own fflamddwyn, who would be with him, even in 
his darkest hours.
She knew that this man would give his heart willingly, as she had given her heart to 
him, and she would come to know all of his secrets. Even those of which he had no 
knowledge. She wanted to reach out and touch him but she dared not, for she had 
sensed the power of the Sybils for the very first time, and she knew that the moment 
had come when visions would start to flower in the fertile depths of her mind. From 
now on she would have to guide her passionate heart and not let it guide her, and she 
would have to tame the wayward prophesies that would hold sway over her if she let 
them. He had not yet touched her, but she was already a woman and she knew that 
she must join with him for the first time, unblemished by fear of the tomorrow-
terrors, that would come. If she dreamed now, her dreams would haunt them both, 
and so she would fill her nights with thoughts of his strong arms around her, and his 
warm cheek on her breast.
As his wife, and one of the raihardd  she would take his heart and cherish it, up to 
and beyond the time when she knew that he would abandon her. She understood that 
the door to Dafydd's  life had been opened for him, when he was still a child. That 
day his mother had taken all of her sons into a world in which they would never hold 
the key.         
Tangwystl would hold his hand now and she would cherish their vows, she would 
bear his children and guard the Cyfrinachau which had been entrusted to her. Like the
prophetess before her, when the time came, she would slip quietly away without 
protest, vanquishing her true role in the vanguard of  destiny awaiting. 
But not forever.
She has seen all of this as she walked towards him barefoot though the crackling 
autumn leaves, and yet at no point had she ever thought to walk away.
Tangwystl had held her promise to Dafydd sacred and she had not let the prison in 
which he lived his life, lock her out of that life. Neither had Dafydd, not in his heart.
Yet he had  abandoned her and their children, and he had broken the vows that they 
made in the eyes of God, vows that should never be broken by decree to further the 
ambitions of cold-hearted nobles; or to break the link that tied a child, by blood, to 
that original promise. On the instructions of a heartless king.
So it was that Daffydd took new vows and beget a new family, his marriage to 
Tangwystl was declared unlawful, and their children made illegtimate under man 
made laws. His shackles had been tightened, his freedom restricted, and like many 
before him, his status diminished. The king in his questionable wisdom, had 
downgraded those he saw as unworthy of status, into a life of servitude.



Dafydd's life was set on a course of destruction and Tangwystl's heart ached for him. 
While a seed of new life grew inside her, even before the sun had set on the old, a 
man was sent to care for her in the hours of her darkest despair. 
Hwfer was descended from the ancient Britons, and through the vessels of his heart 
flowed the blood that had been passed down from reveered nobility.
   'It is important that you never forget who you are, and more importantly, who your 
children are', he told her., 
She heard his words and she listened in the dark hours for the whispering night to call
to her, and when it did, those who were waiting in the shadowland of the dead, 
reached out to her and told her all of their Cyfrinachau.
Then she waited for the day when those secrets once hidden, could be sent from her, 
on angels wings, to Dafydd. From her heart to his, for the last time.
Destiny had chosen him to shoulder the heavy burden of a pre-meditated act of 
vengeance long held. A crime planned and mapped out not by him or his people,  but 
by a despotic king, determined to enforce autocratic rule over all of his people. Cries 
to Rome for help went unheeded, hell was given safe harbor and Dafydd was fated to 
become the devil who would deliver destiny to the despot.  
With their princes defeated, his people were left to drown in the death-fluid of a 
nation. Yet somewhere in the netherland of nothing left, there was something. In quiet
corners of private places in the months preceeding the rushing rage of destruction that
was unstoppable, rocks of resistance had been put in place to help them. Fragile 
foundations of hope for a people who otherwise would have had none.
When Tangwystl screamed out at night someone was there to comfort her, and lead 
her mind to a place beyond the pain. For Dafydd, in his final hours, before he was led
away to face a death of such satanic severity that the heavens shook, and religious 
houses throughout the land stayed screamingly silent at the loss of sanctity, his 
fflamddwyn blazed in his heart, and she brought to him the precious the gift of trust. 
Faith in those who would hold fast in their determination to build upon those fragile 
foundations, which would become the cornerstones not only of survival, but revival.
Bloodlines were their future, and they lay not in the death- fluid that threatened to 
suffocate their people, but in the life-fluid that was being carefully protected.
 ' Men may be made rich by powerful kings', Hwfer had told Tangwystl '  and they 
may be given authority over others more worthy, but those who are holding the 
beating heart of a nation in their hands, are guarding the bloodlines of our forefathers.
Believe not that titles and money are evidence of greatness, but in the true and honest 
line of descent that has been passed down through generations, in every corner of our
land. Theirs is the blood of our kings.'  
She listened to him, because she knew that he was good and wise, and that he had 
always cherished her, and her children.
   'Man made laws can take away their legitimacy but their lineage remains. Blood 
will stain their Crowns when heads are severed,  and although the king cut down our 
trees Tangwystl, he never removed the roots.'
It had been many years since Hwfer had first taken her hand in his, and it had felt 
then like the wilting petal of a beautiful flower, but then one day he had felt her 



fingers close around his. They had shared so much during their time together, but 
now his time in this life was coming to an end.
   'It will be time soon, my sweet, to put on your shoes.' he teased her
She placed her hand gently on his cheek and looked into the eyes that had seen the 
very worst, and the very best in people. She had loved Dafydd since the day she first 
met him, but without this man she would not have survived the time when her 
mourning woke with her when the sun rose, and followed her all of the day, into 
sleep.
Hwfer knew that he would never see the outcome of the sacrifices he had made, or 
the secrets he had kept, but although he knew that she had been blessed with the gift 
of prophecy, he had never asked her to reveal to him the Cyfrinachau of the Sybils, 
but the day came when she knew she must.
He lay on their bed, his eyes weary, and his skin pale as his energy leaked away, into 
the  souls of the living 
   'I want to share a prophesy with you my love,'  she told him, and she knew that it 
was the greatest gift that she could give him, at this time when his leaving was near, 
and he yearned so much, to stay.
   'It pleases me greatly that you should share something so precious with me'. He 
lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed it gently, with love. She leaned close to him. 
   'When Dafydd took his last breath on this earth, I saw the Red Dragon of 
Cadwaladr flying across the sea, its wings like the sails of a great ship.' she gently 
stroked his white, course beard, and their heads touched.'
   'Have no fear my love', she whispered, ' the Red Dragon will come home.'         
 

  
   



CHAPTER 2

THE FOREFATHER

My name, for those who have not been introduced to me, is Cadwaladr ap Cadwallon,
but my people called me Cadwaladr Fendigaid. In the language of  the ancient 
Britons it means “The Blessed”.  A very long time ago, in time which moves by the 
ticking of clocks in the mortal world, I was their king.
I was not a warrior king, I did not sit well on a horse and fighting did not come easy 
to me. My people knew that when I led them into battle we would not always be 
victorious, and yet, they gave their lives willingly for me, and forgave me my 
failures. If I was blessed at all, it was with their love.
I was and always will be a pacifist. I despair at what one man will do to another in the
quest for power. I have never wanted more than to take care of the health and well 
being of those who put their faith in me, because life itself is a struggle for survival 
and it is the greatest battle that we have to undertake.
We lived on an island that was small but bountiful beyond imagination. The lands 
that we farmed were fertile, our forests plentiful and bursting with wildlife and our 
oceans teemed with fish. I cannot count how often I had sat on a hillside overlooking 
a sea that stretched far beyond the horizon, and  gazed out at washing white waves 
that plunged magnificently into the depths, before rearing up again, as nature itself  
played in a paradise of its own making.
Who amongst us with eyes to see, could think of waging war, when surrounded by 
such breathtaking beauty? Who amongst us could be so unmoved by the arrival of a 
morning that brings with it such an expanse of nature that is so intense and untamed ?
I have lost count of times spent inhaling the salty sea air and holding my breath for a 
soul shaping moment; standing there on a hill, in a world on the edge of time.
The mortal world has need of sleeping hours, a need for a time to pause, to reach out 
beyond the moon that controls the dominant tides, to take hold of and tame the 
vibrant seas and hold them still, until the coming of the waking hours when waveless 
water becomes tractable and lays down its spongy dampness over our shingled 
shores, covering everything that had been waiting for its welcome wetness in a 
trillion tears of life-giving deliverence.  
Underneath the brume, all that grows naturally and abundantly, thrives, thankful for 
the charitable cadeau so generously given. When the morning mist rises steamily and 
steadily, slipping silently into the light that follows those witching hours, it reveals 
splendour. Nature at her most beautiful and most bountiful. This was my home, 
the place that made my heart beat with love, and with the joy of life. 
From afar others had heard of her generosity and they looked upon her countenance 
with envy and desire. Naively, I had prayed that they would honour her place in our 
hearts, but for some darkness is not transient, it is perpetually black. Soul shaping.      



In the seventh century of our lord, I died.
I had once been favoured to survive a plague that had swept over continents, and 
claimed the lives of millions of people. Cruelly, it came a second time and it was then
that I fell victim to its terrible curse. When I knew that my time had come I was 
happy to be released from the heavy burden of leadership; I was weary, having 
suffered from ill health and old age for so long. I prayed that someone more worthy 
than me would lead my people to health and prosperity.
Although my body was weak my mind was still alert even to the last closing of my 
eyes.
Those who cared for me laid me on my bed, next to an open window so that I might 
hear the waves singing in the distance, it brought me peace to think that the ocean 
was unperturbed by my imminent passing, but I was saddened by the sobbing of 
those who loved me and who willed without words, for me to survive. In the distance 
I could hear the screeching of grey gulls as they swept down towards the sea, 
sounding for all the world like squabbling women. So much life, at the moment of 
death.
I felt safe in my warm bed, fearing nothing for myself. The breeze carried with it the 
sound of baying hounds, and with every second they seemed to come closer.
Somewhere nearby a creature was being hunted. I had resolved a long time ago to 
stop killing any of God's creatures. I already had too much blood on my hands, and I 
was sad now that I could not have done more to stop the destruction of life.
I felt myself slipping into the shadow of death, and sensed its hand reach out to touch 
my heart. I knew that when it did, my life would end. I felt that touch for just a 
fleeting moment and my heart stopped for half a beat. Then it fluttered back to life 
and I knew that the hounds I had heard baying were not those of a hunter, they were 
the loyal companions of Gwyn ap Nudd, leader of the world know as Annwn. The 
Other World. Until the moment of my death, I had known nothing of him, or of his 
world. Then, in that transition I knew everything that I needed to know. 
He had brushed death aside and taken my heart gently in his own hand, not to stop it, 
but to make it strong again.
  'Come old man, there is still work to be done, for one such as you'.
Although I was weary I went with him willingly and left behind the mortal world.
I knew that Gwyn ap Nudd would become my greatest friend, for in his heart there 
was no blackness. I knew that he could take away my physical pain, but I wanted 
nothing to change that which I had become. I had not spoken, but he answered my 
thoughts.
  'I know old man, and that is why I have need of you'.
Since that day I have served him over many centuries and together we have witnessed
many marvels in a changing world. I have found him to be of strong and resolute 
character. He is undoubtedly a warrior, yet he carries about him an air of quiet  
sophistication. I was happy to be in his shadow, although he always maintained that I 
was at his side. I always knew that such a man as he would one day be needed 
somewhere else, for although we have witnessed many astonishing achievements in 
the real world, we have also witnessed escalating misery.



So it came to pass that my dear friend was called where he was needed the most, and 
we looked to another leader. Someone unlike me. Someone with the heart of a 
warrior, who would slip the hand of leadership into a glove that fitted perfectly.
Gwenllian ferch Gruffydd had been a princess of Deheubarth, beloved by her people 
and cruelly executed by her enemies. Long after her death, her people had called her 
name when charging into battle. Swords raised, they cried out 'For Gwenllian'.
Her name was not only a battle cry, but an act of deference to a fallen leader.
Unbeknown to her people Gwyn ap Nudd had brought her, at the point of death, to 
Annwn, and there she met the people who were to become so important to her.  
Annwn is a place where everything is as it is, and nothing is as it seems; and so it was
with Gwenllian.
With our beautiful, mystical Blodeuwedd at her side she shed her warrior persona and
has become one of the wisest amongst us. Our healer, Rhiwallon, a physician of 
Myddfai has taught her to appreciate the wonder of nature and to be aware of its 
power. From Dafydd ap Gruffydd, the last independent Prince of Wales, brutally 
executed in the real world, she has learned to expect the unexpected.
We have all seen that both large and small events can shape destiny and bring 
catastrophe into the lives of one man, or one nation. Sometimes the whole world.
Finally, Amrys was the last to come amongst us. The first mortal. The soldier in him, 
would replace the warrior in her, so that she could take the rein that Gwyn ap Nudd 
has passed to her. 
Amrys is a man who has fought the modern war and he recognized that the 
remoteness that technology provides can never justify the horror it spawns. The 
demons he uncovered almost destroyed him. Even before he came to us, he had come
to realise that it is not always possible to know who the real enemy is.
As for me, I have scarcely ventured back into the real world. In my mortal life, I had 
endured much war and cruelty, and I find it disturbs my placatory nature, although
I always knew that one day I would be asked to take my place alongside my friends, 
and travel back. Throughout my time at Annwn I have held on to and endured my 
physical and emotional pain, so that I shall never forget what suffering feels like.
Since taking the hand that had reached out to me I have often had cause to be 
thankful for the tranquility and sense of belonging that I have found amongst those 
who have become my friends and companions. Knowing that one day I would have to
venture back into the real world, had, I must admit, filled me with trepidation.
I believed that I had no place there anymore.
I had assumed that my most important responsibility was to school Dafydd in the art 
of political expediency and to help him to control his impulse to react too quickly to 
that which he perceived to be injustice.
With that in mind,  I had challenged him to an interminable game of chess. A game 
constructed to instill in him the realisation that there will come a time, when no 
matter which move you make, it will never be a winning move. Sometimes, we are 
doomed to failure.
When he had first been brought to Annwn, both his body and his mind had been 
ravaged, not only by the abominable manner of his death, but by the decisive and 
destructive course of events that were the direct result of his lineage.



It had been no small achievement to reach into a consciousness that had been 
annhilated, and restore it, not to what it had once been, because for him there was no 
place in his past that could now bring him peace, but to the realisation that the future 
offered absolution. 
For the miracle of sowing those  seeds of hope in a barren void of despair, we must 
pay tribute to Blodeuwedd. Our beloved soul-mate, who had mastered her own cruel 
curse by embracing it. A woman made from flowers, to be fettered to a man, then 
damned to become an owl at night, she had taken damnation and turned it to grace. 
With Dafydd she had taken a man who had been ravaged beyond recognition, and 
made him whole again.
It made me think about something that Winston Churchill once said, during another 
tragic time in history. He had said that  “Destiny is a chain that can only be grasped 
one link at a time.” When I think of his words I think of Dafydd, who had also found 
himself trapped in a deadly political game. He too had grasped one link at a time in 
the chain that had become his destiny. He found too late that the chain had been 
irreparably broken, because the king who held the other end was Edward 1 of 
England and Normandy. Not only a deadly foe,  but one who saw himself as 
omnipotent. A man who believed that he had no need for reason or diplomacy. Yet, as
powerful as he was, he was mistaken. Because of the decisions he made, the kingdom
that he left his son, Edward of Caernarvon, was a land so dis-united, it had become a 
poisoned chalice. King Edward 1 had surrounded England, with enemies.
This is the time in history where my journey will start and the road that I am set to 
follow has a beginning, and it has an end, and I beg those of you who will come to 
know me as I  press on with my quest, to be patient as my companions and I seek to 
uncover a legend that has yet to be revealed, thus exposing a story not only of princes
and kings, but of ordinary people who had nothing but hope to fortify them.   
I am going to have to go back to the turbulent times that existed when the son of King
Edward 1 had taken the seal of power.  A time rooted resolutely and rigidly in a mire 
of malevolence.
Unlike our last excursion into the mortal world, I am going to have to go alone, for 
Gwenllian's style of leadership is different to that of Gwyn ap Nudd. She had given 
each one of us a distinctive and separate role, and I had been entrusted with the task 
to find and follow the genesis of our journey, that which had been concealed within 
the nebula of  history.
To go back there was to enter a time of great hardship for the people who lived during
a time of unrest and great danger. The weight of responsibility hung heavy on my 
shoulders, and the night before I had to leave the place that had become my sanctuary
my mind was so restless, that I believed sleep would be impossible. How wrong I 
was, for that state of slumber that wraps the soul in its soft blanket soon encompassed
me.
In my dream-state I heard a knock on the door and I called out, knowing without 
seeing who it was who had come to visit me at this late hour.
  'Come in'



The  door opened and a large and handsome hound loped into the room. I held out my
hand to him, for Gelert and I were old friends, and I knew that Gwenllian would not 
be far behind him, for they were inseperable.
I had met them both for the first time, at the foot of the Cadair Idris mountains. They 
were lost then, in a world that had wounded them both. Annwn had brought them 
together and then led them, to us.
  'Hello old man.' Gwenllian said, smiling. 'I see that you are ready to leave.'
She chuckled when she saw my old robe, my sandals, and my wooden cross, which 
lay on the bench that stood underneath the open window, through which I could listen
to the sound of the sea even though, in reality, it was too far away to hear. Yet every 
night the sigh of  waves lulled me to sleep, and the moon hung still in the sky like a 
lantern, showing me the way home.
  'Do you have to take so much with you? She joked
  ' All I need to take with me, is your smile.' I told her.
  'You take my heart too and you know it, but I have something else to give you that 
you will have need of.'
She came to the bed where I lay and placed her hand on my brow.
  'Clear your mind, Cadwaladr.'
I closed my eyes and all thoughts were easily dispersed into the darkness. Slowly and
gently an image replaced the unlit stillness and I found myself transported to a place 
where a cloudless blue sky stretched above a tiny barren island, in the midst of a vast 
emerald sea.
A blazing hot amber sun beat down onto the islex of white volcanic inactivity. As I 
looked closer at the seemingly infertile rock, a tiny bud appeared and as I watched, it 
started to grow.  Gradually and effortlessly  it grew taller  until it became a tree, and I 
saw  that it was reaching towards the sky, as if it was attempting to grasp hold of the 
burning sun. 
The treetrunk was bare but at the summit branches emerged and spread out, like an 
enormous umbrella. It was weird, and wonderfully exquisite. The branches twisted 
and turned in forced intertwinement, like claws that had been fused forever in a battle
against the hellish environment.
Green shoots hidden within the branches burst open in a crush of impenetrable green 
leaves and yet within this impassable denseness I saw the  tiny eyes of creatures that 
were the living heart of the tree. They were being sheltered from the savage world 
that they inhabited.
  'It is the Dragon Tree.' Gwenllian told me. 'It exists only on one small island, far    
away in a distant and exotic land called Yemen. It is a place where there is much 
brutality, yet none so harsh as that which exists on this island, but the tree has adapted
to its habitat because the creatures that live amongst its branches have need of its 
sanctuary, for there is no other home for them.'
We stood together on that small volcanic rock, Gwenllian, Gelert and me, and we 
wondered at the miracle, that is nature in her simplest, yet most complex form.  We 
were observing a living sculpture.
  'The Dragon Tree bleeds when its cut, but even its blood is a gift, because it is used 
to stain the wood of Stradivarius violins.'



As stark as this place is, I was overawed by it.
  'I will never again listen to the sound of a violin, without thinking of this captivating
creation.' I told her, and I could not take my eyes away from it. 
  'Think too, old man, that no matter how tangled or entwined its branches become 
over the centuries, the truth holds that only that which inhabits the island will survive 
in the tree. It exists only for them, and they in turn, are her bloodline. If she falls, they
will all die.  This image will be your beacon, it will keep you on the road to the truth. 
Do not be misled by that which does not belong, no matter who tries to deceive you.' 
I awoke in the morning and when I reached for my robe I saw that a violin had been 
placed on top of it. A violin that had been stained with the blood of the Dragon Tree.
I whispered to her,  in the solitary silence, 'I cannot play this Gwenllian.'
  'You have no need to.' I heard her say  'for when you have need of solace, the 
Stradivarius will  play for you.' 

      

    
                  



CHAPTER 3

THE BLOOD RED MOON

King Edward 11 and his entourage cantered through the narrow streets of the 
medieval town of Bristol, which was bursting with the bustling activity normally 
associated with a busy sea port.      
Everywhere, merchants, mariners, red lipped ladies and dark-eyed men, smiled gold 
toothed smiles as they hurried, hustled and harangued noisily.
Above them the low mellow sun was already easing itself down into the distant 
horizon of a busy black sea.
Dominating the scene was a monolithic castle, standing imposingly atop an ancient 
mound. The castle, it was said, had been built by giants.
This place was no bastion of englishness, though it stood between the borders of 
England and Wales. It was bold and exotic, foreign and exhilirating.
Its  walls were tall and thick, modelled by stone imported from Caen, in France. A 
country that seemed now, not so remote from the english coast.
On the quayside wooden barrels made of solid oak, filled with gascon wine, stood 
stacked and ready to be taken to the fortress and the taverns in the town – to be 
eagerly consumed by thirsty men.
The titanic stone walls encircled the stronghold and held it safe against its enemies, 
yet as imposing as they were, they could do nothing to suppress or control the 
energetic mayhem that resonated from the town. In fact, they enhanced it and had 
become part of  it.
Their wayward king thrived here in this metropolis, so close to his birthplace, but not 
far enough from the stifling morbidity of his own Royal Court, his resentful, 
neglected wife and the heavy burden of state.
This night, he rode into the town, his raucous laugh reverberating through the cobbled
streets, announcing his arrival to his household, who waited within the castle walls,
with eager anticipation. These were his people, hard working, hard living, low-
birthed folk who had laboured for days to make everything perfect for him. He was 
their king, and they adored him.
Over the years, they had suffered drought, famine, war and plague, and were heartily 
sick of this burdensome life. As was he. He was the light at the end of their tunnel 
and he understood their yearning for something better and brighter.
Behind the heavy wooden gates the drawbridge went up as the sun went down. Cold 
evening air followed the disappearing day, but was warmed by smiles that made him 
feel glad to be alive.
It was no secret that he lived a life well lived, but not lived well enough for those of 
his nobles who sniffed disapprovingly through thin nostrils and watched with hawk-
like eyes.  To them, he was their prey.
To-night they were far away. Though not far enough.
As the huge gates closed behind him, King Edward 11 eased himself down from his 
sweating stallion. He was tall and handsome, excuding health and vitality, his eyes, 



unlike the infamous angry black eyes of his father, shone with untamed devilment. 
Fair hearts fluttered at the sight of him. Male and female alike.
Suddenly and unexpectedly he threw his gauntlets to a waiting groom, who caught 
them, much to everyone's surprise, including his own.
  'Well done that boy,'  bellowed the king
The youngster, overwhelmed by such attention from his king, promptly dropped the 
gauntlets. Flushed with shame and fear, he stumbled forward to pick them up. The 
king's sargeants-at-arms laughed loudly at the boys distress, but the king would have 
none of it.  He stepped forward and bent down to pick them up himself, then he 
handed them back to the groom. 
 ' Keep them boy, one day you may grow into them.'
It was an act of kindness that would be remembered by those who observed it for the 
rest of their lives, and it was acts such as these which only served to enhance the 
loyalty that he elicited from them. Unfortunately for the king, there were those 
amongst them who disappproved of his familiarity with those of low-birth. They too, 
would remember.
I knew only too well what folly such deeds would one day come to wreak upon King 
Edward 11, a king who was irrefutably flawed in the eyes of those men who 
expected, nay demanded, autocratic rule. Men who feared that such familiarity would
bring both the Crown and them, to ruin. Distant and disdainful they aspired to 
maintain the status quo and to protect their elevated  and eminent roles. No matter 
what the cost.
As for the king's own aspirations, they would be swept away in a sea of murder and 
mayhem that would doom him to failure. Those who were there to support and guide 
him, would gavel him.
Like the town, he stood on the border of two worlds, incautious and irreverent, he 
was trying to break free from the restrictions and traditions that had encumbered his 
free thinking radicalism. Rules, he felt, should not apply to him. He was walking a 
political tightrope, as others had done before him, and he was not doing it well.
The acrid hatefulness that had permeated the Royal Court during his fathers reign, 
lingered still within the walls. That he felt oppressed by his environment, is 
justifiable, that he sought the company of the frivolous, the amusing, and the 
downright impertinent, is revealing.
My thoughts and my observations wearied me. I had thought to leave this place that 
disturbed me with its frenetic energy, but my attention was snared by the discordant 
tone of a man who seemed overly proud of his own vulgarity.
He had noticed the boy slipping away from the crowd that had gathered
  'Hey Robyn.' shouted Beaman, so called because he was the keeper of the kings 
bees. The groom ignored him, and kept walking.
  'The girls will be lifting their petticoats tonight, tell them that I am your uncle, won't
you?
The young groom growled with disgust at the man's lewd behaviour.
  'Don't be shy now, those little bees will think you sweeter than my honey, now that 
you have the kings eye.'



  'Get yourself away from me.' the boy snarled  'If not, I will sting you worse than any
of your little midges.'
The older man slapped him across the head, flippantly.
 'I don't think so. Come now boy, they'll be banging on your door tonight, if you can't 
handle them, let me show you how it's done.'
Two of the king's men had witnessed the scene, and made their way towards them, if 
not, I would have intervened myself. One of them I knew as Donald of Marr, and he 
winked towards his welsh companion. He called out to the beekeeper.
 'Leave the boy alone now, you've had your sport. The boy doesn't want to share his 
spoils with an old grunt like you.'
I had noticed that Robyn was making his escape. It appeared that he had no desire for
the king or anyone in his entourage to recognise him again.
Donald of Marr was a great favourite of the king. He had been imprisoned as a child, 
by the king's father Edward 1, but the king's heir released him soon after he came to 
the throne, yet despite being granted his freedom, Donald had chosen to stay and 
serve the new king.
I had come to know very quickly that busy, bustling Bristol was full of secrets and the
whiff of deception permeated its walls and foundations, seeping like mucosa into the 
secret tunnels built into the depths of its monolithic majesty.   
It was through these very tunnels that Donald and the welshman would one day flee 
for their lives, to escape the wrath of the queen and her lover, in more troubled times 
than these. 
I had seen a look pass between Beaman and the welshman and fleeting as it was, I 
sensed a connection between the two. Beaman I thought, was not who he pretended 
to be.
The passing hours extended late into the night and my tiredness had lifted. There was 
a story here that was waiting to be uncovered, and I gave silent thanks to Gwenllian 
for giving me this chance to seek the truth. I strolled quietly through the courtyard in 
the castle, which led to small wooden houses that were occupied both by the people 
who had been given leave by the king to live there by his grace and favour, and those 
hostages who had sworn allegiance to him. The dwellings were situated close to the 
chapel, and while the hostages were in residence they were expected to attend church 
daily. Just like all able bodied men they were often required to fight in the king's 
army  The king owned their lives, and yet, when famine or plague was rife in the 
land, their situation as hostages could be the lesser of two evils.
They could also be a valuable commodity when a king needed money, and the king's 
father had been constantly in need of money. Hostages were a valuable bargaining 
tool.
Earlier, I had seen the Welshman come this way. His first port of call was the church 
and I waited outside to see where he would go next.  I did not have to wait long. 
Upon leaving the Lord's house, he walked the few steps to the nearest dwelling where
he was greeted at the door, by a squire. I had guessed by now who his father was, and
if my intuition served me well, he was, like his father, a deeply religious man.
I retraced his footsteps and went into the church and saw that he had lit a candle. I did
not have to wonder why.



As I stepped back into the courtyard my thought's were distracting me as I turned to 
walk away. Suddenly with great stealth a dark figure emerged undetected from the 
shadows. The first I knew of his presence was when I felt the tip of a dagger in my 
back.
  'Move away from this place priest, or I will gut you like a fish.'
  'Move where?
  'We are going to take a walk to the beehives. Stay quiet and no harm will come to 
you - yet'
He pushed the blade further into my woollen robe, but it had not yet pierced my skin.
I did as he said and we passed out of the castle towards the castle farm. A dim light 
from the fading moon shone through the sparsely spread branches, casting an eerie 
light over the meadow which he was leading me through
The place that Beaman called home was a small wooden cabin, little more than a 
shed that had been constructed in the meadow, close to the hives.  As we walked I 
could smell the lavender that grew in abundance. It made me think of home, and 
Rhiwallon's garden.
  'Stop here.' he commanded, his tone harsh and uncompromising. 
I put my arms slowly above my head, I knew that he did not see me as a threat, why 
would he?  I looked old and frail.
I simply wanted to reasure him that I had no desire for confrontation.
He stepped away from me and snapped at me.
'Turn around.'
I did as he said and we stood facing one another. He was shorter than me, with black 
wiry hair and hooded eyes. His skin had the ruddy redness of those who spent their 
time outdoors. He was not man who had known what it was to be handsome. 
  'I am not your enemy.' I told him
  'You are not a friend either, priest.'
  'I have never pretended to be a priest.' I answered pointedly, detecting his sarcastic 
tone.
  'And yet you do not discourage the notion.' he stepped closer to me
  'Why are you so interested in the Welshman? now his tone was threatening.
  'I knew his father.'
He gasped in surprise, for it was not what he expected to hear, and for a split second, 
no more, he lost his composure, but his presence of mind returned almost 
immediately. I felt that he was a man not easily put off his guard.
  'How so?  He demanded to know
  'As I said, I am no priest, but I am a man of God, as was Dafydd ap Gruffydd, who, 
like me, held his faith very dear.
He would have known that Dafydd and his wife Elizabeth had been granted 
intercession by the Abbot of Aberconwy. He would know too, that the Church would 
have seen Dafydd's torture as a sin against God.  Despite my reassurance, I still saw 
distrust in his eyes.
  'All I want to know is that his sons are safe.' I said
  'Then you will know that the one they called Llewelyn died here in the castle.' The 
bee-keeper eyed me with suspicion.



  'I know nothing of the sort.'
He stepped to-wards me again, so close that I could feel his breath on my face. I 
stepped back and stumbled and he reached out to catch my arm and steady me. This 
time, when our eyes met, there was an element of confusion. Slowly, he put away his 
knife.
 'Who are you?
  'My name is Cadwaladr and I am simply a man who, like so many others, is weary 
of war and deception. I am looking for answers, because I made a promise to a 
friend.'
  'I too made a promise to someone, and know this, I intend to keep it.'
  'Believe me when I tell you that I want no more than to see you succeed.'
  'Succeed?
  'In keeping his sons safe, for I know that is why you are here.'  
  'It's true, he admitted cautiously, his eyes narrowing   
   'Young Llewelyn had been quite a thorn in the kings side, I gather.'
He hesitated for a moment, but then he answered me.
    'He and his supporters had dropped out of sight, into the forest. They stole to eat, 
because the king's men were hunting them down and he called them a gang of 
thieves. I didn't care what happened to them, because I had no allegiance to anyone 
but myself.' 
 His tone was full of contempt for the boy he thought he had once been   
  'In that way, you are not unique, my friend.'
  'You would not have called me friend if you knew me then.'
  'To whom did you make a promise? I asked him
  'To my wife.' he said quietly
  'Tell me about her.'
  'And why would I do that?
  'Because I feel that you have the need to do so.'
  'I will tell you this priest, that no matter what I have done to atone for the selfishness
of my youth, I have never felt so much like a man than I did when I was with her. 
Other men's wars took her from me, and they took our unborn child too. I was wrong 
when I thought that I could avoid the devastation they caused and I paid dear for my 
selfishness.'
I remembered that Rhiwallon had once told me of the life giving fungus that clings to
the roots of all trees in the great forests. Those very forests where Llewelyn and his 
friends had hidden from the king and his sheriffs. Its spores exist in the ground 
beneath the trees and they create a link between the timberlands, to ensure that they 
thrive and survive. An unseen, hidden force. 
I knew now, what character of man  Beaman was. He and others like him were doing 
what they could to keep the spirit of a defeated people alive, and to do that, they were
supporting the son of the king who had inflicted a brutal defeat upon them.
That son was King Edward 11, and it has been said of him, that he was a man who 
haunted base company.
His barons thought so. Evil men who cruelly murdered his young friend, Piers 
Gaveston, for committing the sin of bringing high spirited revelry into the life of a 



youth, where there was none. Who really haunted base company? I believe that it was
those small men who thought of themselves as giants, those who determined that one 
day they would steal the breath from the young man who had fanned the flames of 
Edward's own capricious nature, and they did just that, without mercy.
Such horrors of grief and guilt had been inflicted upon the young King knowing that, 
even as ruler, he had failed so completely to prevent the gruesome execution of his 
cherished companion.
If those barons had thought to teach him a lesson, they were wrong. His supporters 
knew that this fun loving, irreverent king was not so disposed to the same violent 
rages of his father. Nevertheless, when a flame was lit within him it smouldered, and 
would not be smothered by time. He  could not contemplate life forever without Piers
Gaveston, and so he did what he needed to do; he replaced him. It would come to 
pass that the men who ordered the execution of his friend would finally be confronted
by the reality of true and terrifying base company. The king, it seemed, had not 
forgotten, or forgiven.

In 1321, the moon appeared blood red in the sky.

In Ireland, ships were made ready to sail to Wales and civil war was upon the 
horizon.The scotsman and the welshman were once again at Bristol, with their 
english king. Wooden barrels of gascon wine were stacked high on the quayside. It 
was a night when the laughter of men, from all across the continent devoured the 
music that vied for control in the heady and hedonistic atmosphere of the dining hall. 
Somewhere in the distance, storm clouds were approaching.
Beaman knew it and so did his friends. On that night more than one candle had been 
lit in the church, and barons, base themselves, had every reason to fear the blood red 
moon.
    

                          



CHAPTER 4

DEBT AND DECEPTION

The fragrant meadow where Beaman tended his hives, was a place of perpetual peace
away from the feverish commotion of the port. At night, whilst the remnants of noise 
from the busy quayside continued to contaminate the idle air, it seemed here, that the 
same sound, subdued by distance, was as soothing as the humming of his bees. It was
his haven. A place of solitude, that could bring comfort to the most shaken of souls.
Tonight though, his heart was heavy, for Beaman knew only too well the fear that 
Robyn felt at going into battle. The young man loved his king, but that love was not 
so great as his wish to hold on to his own life. He had used his youthful looks and 
absence of family for too long, in order to avoid being called to arms and soon, even 
those whose own busy lives left them little time to look beyond their own troubled 
existence, would start to ask questions.
The beekeeper knew what fate awaited the young man. He knew too, that it was 
better that he take his chance, and go to war willingly, than to suffer the punishment 
for cowardice. In these troubled times, the faint hearted faced a traitor's death
Although Beaman was deep in thought, he was not so distracted as some might think.
  'What can I do for you Welshman? he said quietly.
A figure stepped out of the dim light, one who was familiar to him.
   'I believe that it is you who wants something from me.'
The beekeeper picked up a stick and stirred the burning embers of the fire, but he 
remained silent.
The man who was called Owen, sat down uninvited and leaned forward to warm his 
hands over the spluttering flames. He knew what had been worrying Beaman, and 
confronted him about his concerns
   'Robyn is not as young as he looks, and it is beginning to show. He is going to have 
to start participating in military games soon and he will be expected to learn how to 
fight.' He knew that the other man understood the truth of what he was saying
 ' Soon after that, he will be sent to the battlefield.'
  'Just like everyone else.' Beaman muttered, shaking his head in despair. He leaned 
towards the other man. Looking directly into his eyes, he pleaded with him.
 'He will never be a fighter, so he has to leave, and he must go soon. Someone needs 
to help him.'  
   'He has you,'
   'I cannot do it, I lead a dangerous life, too dangerous for him to follow me.'
'The life of a beekeeper is not so dangerous.' The welshman smiled, but his smile 
never reached his eyes. Beaman had noticed that it rarely did.
    'Well, the boy has a skill for deception, and there are people who could put those 
skills to good use, do you want that I should take him from here? Owen asked
  'Could you do that?



  'Undoubtedly, but I cannot guarantee his safety. He will have to rely on his own 
guile.'
  'He has been doing that for a long time.'
  'But you know Beaman, that he is not like us.'
  'Many of our collaborators are not, but the greater cause we follow  binds us 
together'
  'The boy has no other desire than to protect himself.'
The beekeeper winced at his words.
  'I was like that once, and no-one knows it better than you.'
Owen said nothing.
  'When they took you and imprisoned you, I was relieved to see the back of you, and 
I would have kissed their feet if they had asked me to, I thought that your family was 
a curse on our lives. The truth was that I was frightened.'
  'We were all frightened.' Owen said
  'It's true, but you were just a child, and I didn't care what happened to you. I will 
never forgive myself.'
   'What  could you have done? the king had a fearful reputation and he put the fear of
God into everyone.'
   'Yet the Archbishops persisted in their determinaton to save you from his 
vengeance, and they were no fighters'  
   'They had God on their side and even the king must have feared Him' Owen said, 
then he paused for a moment before asking, quietly.  'Why did you change your 
mind?
   'I met the woman who made me into a man,' he smiled, but even after all this time, 
there was still sadness in his voice when he spoke of her.  'She was so beautiful' he 
whispered, I fell in love as easily as a dove taking to flight.'
  Owen had never heard him talk this way. 'What was her name? He asked
  'Angharad.'
  'What happened to her?
  'I was a fool to think that we could escape the misery of uprising and rebellion. 
Everyone was punished, innocent or not, and so many people were killed for no good 
reason.' He sighed, the deep anguished sigh of the bereaved. 'Angharad was one of 
them, our baby too.'
  'I am sorry, I didn't know.'
Beaman looked away, no-one said sorry anymore. Death and loss were commonplace
and people did what they had to do, to survive.
  'I told her that day, that I would not let her death go unpunished, but she made me 
promise that I would use the time I had, to do good.'
  'So you came  here?
  'Yes, and I became the keeper of the kings bees.' 
 'You have done your job well.' Owen paused, then said  'I remember the first time I 
saw you, I knew that you had come here for a better reason that keeping the king's 
bees.' 
  'You did?
  'I seem to have developed a sixth sense, and seeing you gave me hope.'



  'You must have been lonely when they took your brother?   
Beaman did not look at him when he spoke, their conversations had never before 
been this personal. It was a new experience for both of them.
  'The king had kept Llewelyn and me apart, it was one of many mistakes.'
  'You must have been terrified knowing what a murderous man the Constable was, 
that man made Hell his own personal kingdom. We called him “The Devil's 
Constable”
   ' It was what I called him too, we all did,'  Owen laughed, then more seriously he 
said  'I was assured that no harm would come to me.' 
  'And you believed that.'
  'I believed in my family, and the promises made by those who had always supported
the House of Gwynedd, that they would protect me, but I was anxious when the  king 
returned from France and was told of Llewelyn's mysterious demise. He was 
incandescent with rage, but he didn't harm me. If he was going to, I think that he 
would have made his move then.'
   'The  Constable had already killed two men in his custody, one poor soul was 
dragged out of the church, where he had been given sanctuary. The king was furious, 
so it would have been foolhardy of  him to incur the king's wrath again, he must have 
been as anxious as you were. He deserved to take the brunt of the king's rage, and 
when he did, it was degrading, and long lasting'  Beaman smirked. Then he asked, 
 'Do you think the king truly believed that Llewelyn was dead.?
     'I am certain that he didn't. He had already chastened the Constable for his 
previous transgression, so he was definitely destined for  speeedy condemnation and 
yet one of the first orders the king made, was to check on the custody of my sisters 
and my cousin, who had all been made to take the veil.'
 'Why would he want to check that they were still in custody? Beaman asked
   'It occurred to me that he thought that they too may have been taken.'  
   'He certainly had a lot on his mind, the uprising in Wales, for one.' Beaman agreed, 
  'That uprising came at a very opportune moment, given the circumstances.'  A faint 
smile crossed Owen's face. ' The treasury could ill afford the time and money it took 
to muster the 20,000 or so men needed to crush that rebellion, particularly with the 
king in France calling for even more more gold.' 
     'The Jews paid for a lot of it, he took more than their freedom.' Beaman said
   'I remember them' Owen answered sadly  'A lot of Jews were imprisoned at Bristol 
and the place was full of fear then.'
   'There was always a lot of fear around Edward 1.'
   'I felt safer then, because there was too much going on for anyone to think about 
me.'  Owen said and put his head in his hands, in shame.
Beaman reached over and touched his arm, 'It's understandable, most people would  
have felt the same.'
   'I know what it feels like to feel threatened, yet when I look back on those times, I 
think that I was probably safer where I was.'
   'It wasn't much of a choice was it?  Beaman grumbled, then he thought of 
something and lifted his head and said jovially,



 'It must have been the final straw for the king when the harbour at Hastings was 
washed into the sea, but my God man, a lot more water has passed under the bridge 
since then.' he chortled heartily.   
   'And all this time you have been busy supplying his son with as much honey as he 
needs.' Owen grinned
   'This king, the one we serve now, needs all the honey he can muster, you know 
that.' 
Owen knew exactly what Beaman was telling him, and it wasn't honey they were 
talking about. Espionage was a game they both  played well, and the words they 
chose played a great part in that deception.    
   'Have you heard the rumour that ships will soon set sail from Ireland? Owen asked 
'They will need to be well stocked, he thought to himself, but what he actually said 
was  'When they do, the king's army will  need to be fed as well as armed.'
   'He has the men with the means to supply him with what he needs, but is the king 
sure that he knows where their loyalties lie? Beaman asked bluntly
   'Those men need him, he is the one who is granting them their power, and besides, 
people are beginning to ask questions about their parentage, they need the king to 
shield them from prying eyes and loose tongues.'  
   'There are questions being asked about a lot of things.'  Beaman persisted.
   'Such as?
   'Such as the king's intention to call Welshmen to parliament. There are those who 
won't have it Owen, they see Wales as their own now. You know it.'
   'The king will have it, you'll see.'
   'Wealthy Welsh merchants, and Welshmen in Parliament. It's no wonder that the 
king's enemies are readying their supporters for civil war, you might come to see that 
they won't have it'
     'Well, the kings' father named him Edward of Caernarfon, and he gave him to the 
welsh people, as their prince. He is fulfilling his destiny, what else would you have 
him do?  Owen was making a joke of it, but he couldn't hide his concern.
  'If the king fails, none of us will be safe, you know that. Which brings me to the boy,
Robyn, I can keep him away from the fighting, but as I have already told you, I 
cannot guarantee his safety.'
   'I know it, but  do what you can.' Owen nodded and Beaman changed the subject.
   'You have seen the priest, at the castle, the one they call Cadwaladr?'
   'What of him?
   'He has told me that he knew your father.'
   'Do you believe him?
   'He has no reason not to.'  I surprised them when I approached, for they had been 
unaware of my presence.
Beaman remained seated, but the other man stood up swiftly, his hand on the hilt of 
his dagger. He was tall and elegant, like his father.
  'You are like a spirit of the night.' Beaman growled
  'Are you going to introduce me to your friend? I asked
  'Cadwaladr, this is Owen ap Dafydd, Owen, this old ghost is Cadwaladr, but 
everyone calls him the priest.



At the sound of his name being spoken aloud, I felt a shiver of emotion run through 
me, and I would have liked to have held him, and hugged him as a father would, his 
son. Not for myself but for Dafydd.
Instead I simply nodded, and he responded in the same manner, as he put away his 
dagger.
  'So, you knew my father.'
  'Indeed. We shared some interesting times' I said truthfully. 'I have thought  of you 
often, and am glad to see that you survived your ordeal.'
  'Some have suffered worse fates than his.' Beaman said.  'Though I have to admit 
that the king's father was a poor custodian and his methods of punishment were 
cruelly inventive,  as I recall, he liked his prisoners caged like animals.' he chuckled 
and looked at Owen
  'And you.' I asked Owen, 'were you ever caged like an animal?   I asked, though I 
knew that he had been.                             
  'A cage was built in my house, and I was locked in it at night. For some reason the 
king did not want me roaming after dark.' he grinned. 'But that particular bed was 
soon thrown into the sea, and I found other, more comfortable beds.'
  'There was a  Scotttish Noblewoman, I believe she was a Lady of Fife, he had her 
hung in a cage outside of the castle walls, like an animal. He wanted to exhibit her 
plight to all who passed, so that in life and death she would serve as a lesson to all 
those who betrayed him. The poor woman was to be left there as a warning to those 
who rebelled against him.'  Beaman muttered something  and spat into the fire, in 
disgust. 
   'God bless her and all the poor souls who suffered at his hands.' I made the sign of 
the cross.
  'Worry not Cadwaladr, for the Lady survived the Monster'
   'It pleases me to know that the Scot's are made of such hardy stuff.'   
I lifted the basket I was carrying and showed it to them.
    'Come my friends, we have talked too much of the madness of kings, I have 
brought food.'  
  'It will be morning soon enough.' Beaman said, taking the basket from me.
  'This old priest offers the tastiest  morsels you will ever feast upon. Will you join us 
Owen?
  'It is only bread, ham and milk.' I told them, but Beaman was already disappearing 
into his cabin. When he returned, he was carrying a cooking pot and a jug of honey.
  'A gift from the kings bees.' he said as he poured milk into the pot and added the 
sweet nectar before placing it on the fire. 
We sat and talked, until morning, I spoke of Dafydd to his son and listened while 
Owen spoke of his mother, Elizabeth. He had been but a child when he had been torn 
from her arms, but the  memory of her tenderness, and the fact that he knew that she 
had never stopped thinking about her children, had sustained him throughout his 
ordeal. I found it revealing that he spoke too, of his father's first family. He would 
have had little contact with them when he was a child, since he was imprisoned when 
he was so young, but I had the feeling that he had come to know them quite well, 
though he said nothing which was not discreet.    



Too soon, the cold morning sun said a fond adieu to the retreating moon. Our faces 
warmed by hot honeyed milk, glowed in the flames from the fires. Around us dew 
sprinkled its wetness across the meadow, and the dampness of it rose up, creating a 
cloak to hide us. I was tired, but unlike the others, who had closed their weary eyes, 
mine remained open,  I yearned to see the man who should be here in the quiet misty 
morning hush, to share a stolen moment with one of the children he had grieved for.
Silently, I called out to my world, to Annwn, and  I saw with great joy, that for the 
most fleeting of moments, we were no longer three men alone in the mist, but four.
 

  
  

 
 

   

                                      



CHAPTER 5

MEN OF GLASS

The ships that Beaman had warned were coming, had landed, and they brought civil 
war with them. He had been amongst those called to fight and had suffered a cruel 
injury to his leg in a bloody battle. For some time he had been confined to the small 
cabin that he called home, and so it had become a nightly ritual of ours to take supper
together. I was in no doubt that he enjoyed our routine, as much as I did.
The whole population was weary of war yet Beaman was becoming increasingly 
agitated at his slow recovery, which was preventing him from taking any further part 
in the conflict. There was little news to be had, which added to his anxiety.
I was being housed in a small room in the castle, with just one small window that 
overlooked the courtyard and chapel. My bed was narrow, but comfortable enough. 
For my clothes, of which I had few, there was a coat hanger that someone had made 
out of an old broom, and enough room on my bedside table for a jug of water and my 
bible. It served me well, for I had no desire to feel at home there.
Each night as sunset approached a basket appeared on my bed, filled with delicacies 
for me to share with the man who had become my friend.
This evening, there was a jug of mead, a truckle of cheese, grapes, celery,figs, and 
walnut bread and  for  Beaman, there was also cold roasted chicken. It occurred to me
that I should ask Rhiwallon if he could put some fresh eggs in the basket. I missed 
my morning walks to the hen house at Annwn to collect eggs for our breakfast and I 
missed the large warm kitchen and the banter that took place around the table. I 
wanted that Beaman should taste the best eggs ever produced by happy hens.
I turned to pick up the cord that held my robe and wound it around my waist, 
securing the wooden cross that I always carried with me. When I picked up the basket
I saw that ten eggs had been placed in a nest of straw on top of the other fare.
  'Thank you Rhiwallon.' I said, knowing that he would hear me.
Our physician of Myddfai is a quiet charismatic young man whose presence always 
feels like a candle in a cold room, bringing warmth and light, to the darkest of places,
and the most troubled of minds. His parents and his childhood were surrounded by 
the mystery of welsh mythology, and so intertwined had  legend and reality become 
that none knew fable from fact. 
I took my basket and as I made my way towards the meadow where Beaman would 
be waiting I thought about the young man who was still of concern to the beekeeper, 
it was of some worry to me that there had been no news of either Owen or Robyn for 
some time.
Once again the king's nobles were flexing their muscles and making demands that he 
saw as unreasonable. He had come to realise that their hunger for power was 
voracious and would  never be satisfied, until the table was empty and the host 
destroyed. There are those for whom defeat demands that every crumb is consumed.
King Edward 11 was aware that he had a poor reputation as a soldier and that he was 
seen as weak and ineffective. He was not blind to his own imperfections and he had 



learned, from the death of his beloved friend, that those he chose to take the place of 
Pierce Gaveston needed to be of stronger mettle. If he were to survive he needed 
ambitious and powerful men. Men like his enemies.
He had those men now. The Despensers, both father and son were reaping their 
rewards with the king's blessing. The stakes were high now that they were fighting 
the king's his own barons. The blood red moon  had warned of the men who would 
try to wrest the Crown from his head and at first it had seemed that they were likely 
to succeed, but lately the game was changing, though people were still heartily weary
of conflict.
I was wearied by it too and I yearned for solitude. I am often content to sit alone in 
my room at Annwn,  just listening to the tick tock of the clock. I close my eyes and 
contemplate how the quiet mechanism records each second, minute,and hour, ticking 
an account of their passing into history. Each clock throughout the castle has a 
pendulum that swings back and forth, a constant reminder of how time methodically 
eases its way from the past, into the future. Every hour, on the hour, announcing a 
new beginning. Yet I have come to realise that I cannot depend entirely upon these 
smooth running devices for affirmation of accuracy, since it only takes the 
intervention of a human hand to change and manipulate that which has been 
fabricated by man.
When I contemplate time now, I think of those brave people whose names have 
passed not into history but into obscurity. Does that signify that their story no longer 
exists unless it can be found in some long lost dusty archive. I would like to believe 
that it is lying as yet undiscovered in the consciousness of their descendents, a 
phantasmic story waiting to be told. 
When I was a king, our people were told that we who ruled them had been chosen by 
God, It was a lie, for He would not have made so many mistakes. I have seen so often
that  the man who wears the Crown is not always the man who will rules the 
kingdom, and when a king is doomed to defeat, so are his people.  
Those who can never be king look to rule by other means. They live their lives 
craving a perpetual place in the annals of time, a place where their achievements will 
be lauded and applauded, and their statues erected for all to see, but the day will 
come when people will see the truth, and statues will fall.
King Edward 11 has been villified as an inept leader, but what if he had won that final
viperous civil war that had been raged against him? Would a different story have been
written about the same king, and would that victory have brought peace and posterity 
for the next hundred years? I think not, for if a king has no heart for war, those who 
do will take his head, and if he has no mind for conflict, they will crush his heart. 
Where there are men of glass, there are always men of war. 
I cannot change that which has been destined to be. My task is to observe the journey 
that Beaman and others like him have embarked upon, to see where it leads, or to 
whom it leads. They are taking the first step towards a new future, and unbeknown to 
them, it is going to be an epic undertaking. They are ordinary men and women who 
will become part of an extraordinary story. Sadly, I am unable to tell them, but I can 
tell you about the part that they played, and the faith they had in themselves and their 



supporters.  Not only those from within their own disputed borders, but from those 
who yearned for peace and prosperity, not only for the few, but for all.          
For now I must put away thoughts of events yet to come. I have news for my friend 
Beaman, and I must concentrate on those facts that I can convey to him. I can tell him
that the Welsh archers stood for the king at Boroughbridge and the rebels have been 
bloodied. There is insurgence again in Wales, and the queen's lover has been called to
quell the troublesome tribe. These are all events that occured in Beaman's lifetime. 
He will know that the king's enemies will not have anticipated the welsh outbreak, 
and he will know that it is not the first time that they have flexed their muscles, it will
not be the last  
As I approached his cabin he was at the door waiting for me, though he could barely 
walk. 
  'Hello priest.' he called to me  
Behind him I could see that a solitary candle was all that lit the room.
  'I hope that you have more than one candle to warm us, my feet are freezing from 
the wet grass.'
  'A man of your age should have more that one pair of sandals, and you need warm 
stockings, but don't worry, it's as warm as a whore's drawers in here.'
He often reverted to ribaldry to embarrass me, but he never succeeded. The truth was 
that I found this man who lived a life of deceit, to be one of the most honourable men
I have known.
  'There are many poor souls who have no shoes at all.' I told him.
  'Stop being so pious and bring your offerings to the table, for this poor soul is 
hungry'
Inside, his humble home was dusty and cluttered, but a fire had been lit, though it 
needed more wood, and he had been unable to collect any  With a sweep of his hand 
he cleared the hodgepodge of mess that had accumulated on the table since the night 
before. Everything clattered to the floor, making a dreadful noise. He laughed at the 
look of dismay on my face.
  'Don't worry, there's nothing there that will break. Hang on a minute.' he said, 
bending down to rummage amongst the jumble, to find an old wooden lid that had 
come off goodness knows what.
  'There.' he said. This will do nicely.' and he promptly threw it onto the fire.
He came back and pulled the shabby cloth that he used for a curtain, across the 
window.
  'Now, let's see what we have for supper to-night.'
The injury to his leg wasn't healing and Rhiwallon had sent a potion in one of the 
baskets, with a message to make sure that he applied it every night. I had told 
Rhiwallon of my concern that the wound showed no sign of healing, despite the 
medicine.
  'Don't worry Cadwaladr.' he had promised 'His leg will heal when the time is right.'
  'I don't see the point in bothering with this stuff, it doesn't seem to be doing any 
good at all.' Beaman grumbled 
  'Well, it isn't doing any harm either, and I trust my friend when he tells me that it is 
exactly what you need,'



  'I suppose he knows what he's doing.'
  'I am sure of it.'
He had put two cracked plates on the table and complemented them with two chipped
mugs. There was one knife between the two of us. He wasn't much for finery, but his 
company was of the most excellent standard.
After we had eaten, we moved close to the failing fire, The shed, being small needed 
to be  sparsely furnished. He sat down on his bed and I sat on an old rocking chair 
that he had somehow managed to acquire for me. It didn't rock because it was 
crammed into a small space in the corner of the room. One of the ladies at the local 
tavern he sometimes frequented had made a cushion for me. It was of a dark green 
material, covered with white daisies, feminine, but comfortable. I thought it a shame 
that she was forced to use other skills to make a living. She obviously had a good and
kind heart.
  'What's her name.?  I asked
  ' Whose name.?
  'The lady who made this pretty cushion.'
  'Her name is Dionisia.'
  'Have you news of Robyn?  he asked, changing the subject abruptly
He was not going to like what I had to tell him. For there was no news of  Robyn, but 
as for Owen, the king had ordered the Constable of the castle, on two occasions, to 
bring him before Huw Despenser, the king's closest adviser, so that he could have 
sight of him. I could not hide the fact that I found it disconcerting that the king, who 
should have his hand on the pulse of events, didn't know if  the Constable may have 
done Owen some harm. I was surprised when Beaman told me not to worry 
   'Everyone knows of the bad blood between the Constable and the king, the king 
will use it to his advantage. Worry not, I have it on good authority that Owen is in 
Wales, and that the king's orders to the Constable, are a ruse to distract him, it's not 
the king looking for Owen, it's the Constable.' He laughed loudely. I had noticed that 
Beaman was quick to see the humour in things. I sighed, and wished with all my 
heart that some miracle would take place, and that they would all put down their 
swords and make peace, then there could be more laughter in the world. But these 
people I have come to know and to care for will, I know, be dragged from one war to 
another, and too many of their descendents will be forced to follow their path. Too 
many bodies will be left behind in the mud, where they fall.
King Edward 11, whom Beaman served so loyally would one day be written into 
history as one of those men of glass. Not mad, but weak and debauched, his story will
be written by an untrue hand and  the facts fudged in a tangled mass of deception that
will spread like weeds through grass. If only those who had the power to make 
history had chosen to take dreams and turn them into aspirations for the many, and 
not just for the few. Written words should be a testament to the exquisite illustrations 
so intricately created to enhance their treasured books and manuscripts.  Instead they 
choose to compose illusion, not reality.     
   'Where are you priest? a loud voice brought an end to my reflections and when I 
turned my attention back to Beaman, for the first time I saw how weary he looked.



   'I am sorry my friend, sometimes I find myself wandering aimlessly through a 
meadow of meditation'                             '
   'Well wander out of your meadow and meditate with me, for  I feel the need to 
watch the sun setting.'
I handed him his crutch and helped him to his feet and he put the crutch under his 
arm, then with his free hand, picked up a jug of wine.
   'Bring your basket, and some good humour.'
   'You're a good man beekeeper.'
   'As good as life will let me be.' he said, and it seemed to me that he had unwittingly 
stumbled into my thoughts.
   'Who lit the fire?  He said suddenly, pointing to the logs burning in the small stone 
circle outside of the cabin.
   'It was probably an act of kindness by someone who wants to help,'  I told him
   'Look there, someone has left some there too.'
I pointed to a pile of logs that had been stacked against the side of the cabin.
  'I didn't hear anything, did you.?  he asked, puzzled
  'They probably didn't want to disturb us.'  I told him although he didn't look 
convinced.   
   'Don't worry about Robyn, I told him, changing the subject.  'He will find his own 
way, he always has.'  
I took the jug from him and settled him down, next to the fire.  We sat down with the 
basket between us, and took out some of the bread that was left.  The fire crackled 
and glowed as we waited for the sun to set. 
He had forgotten about the fire and the wood, as I knew he would.  He would never 
know of Rhiwallon or of the people who had benefitted from his many other acts of 
kindness.  It warmed my heart on a cold night, to know so many good people.   
   'The king will win this battle, my friend, but there will be others.'
   ' I know it.' he said, ' Now, pour the wine, break the bread, and let's share what we 
have left.' 
    
 

  

  

  



CHAPTER 6

THE ABBEY

The quayside was a mis-match of merriment and menace. Its taverns were a magnet 
for a discordant coterie of  characters whose obsessive abuse of freely available 
alcohol so often induced a jocularity that could, in an instant, turn into deadly 
confrontation. The quayside at Bristol was a dangerous place.
The men who worked there, and who frequented the ale-houses lived hard lives, and 
too often they died hard deaths.
Even a man who knew little of the intimate tenderness of a woman could see that the 
cushion that Dionisia had sewn for me, was the work of a skilled hand, and I 
wondered what misfortune had brought her to such a place as this. In these 
inequitable times, the lives of  women, and unhappily, of  children, could be dire.
They so often had to submit to a lifestyle that would lead them to an early, gruesome 
death and I wanted to investigate further what it was that had led Dionisia to fall onto 
a treadmill that someone else was turning.  So many poor souls became fodder for  
mens folly. 
I turned my attention away from the quayside and wandered towards the narrow 
alleys that criss-crossed the areas between the quayside and the castle. The soiled and
murky streets were quieter than I expected. Only one or two swaggering seamen were
making their way unsteadily back to their ship. They passed by me, probably having 
satisfied their thirst, their lust, or perhaps both. 
Beaman had told me that Dionisia worked at a tavern known as 'The Ghostly 
Galleon'
I had an idea where it was located, but had to guess its exact location, since he had 
been relucted to speak of her, and so I was making my way towards the gloomy 
establishments that had been constructed near to the bedrock of the castle walls.  The 
murky maze that formed the alleys were a confusing collaboration of passages that all
managed to look the same in the dim shadow of the fortress that loomed above the 
rooftops,  threateningly close.
At last, I saw a man and his young companion approaching me.
   'Do you know where I might find 'The Ghostly Galleon? I asked the man
   'Yer don't want to be going to a place like that now do yer.'  he answered, his speech
slurred, though he appeared friendly enough.
   'I am afraid that I must, for I have a message for someone.' I was becoming too 
accustomed to deception, I thought to myself.
   ' Messages is it', he leered. ' well then be it on yer own head, it's away down there 
my man.' He pointed directly in front of me. 'Carry on as yer go, then take the first 
turn to yer left.' he said, pointing to the right. ' Yer'll find it's  halfway, or thereabouts.'
As they walked away, his companion, who was barely more than a child, looked back
over her shoulder and called to me 'Take care won't yer m'darlin.'



I raised my hand to her, but she had already turned away. She was holding on to the 
man as though she would never let him go. I feared that he would push her aside soon
enough, probably before morning.
I followed the instructions, turning right, not left  and I did indeed come to the place I
was looking for. It looked barely distinguishable from others just like it, except for 
the sign which hung high over the door depicting a white sailed galleon dissappearing
into a foggy horizon. It was quite beautifully painted. The owners of the taverns took 
a great deal of pride in identifying their establishments. It seemed to me that their 
placards were the only mark of their individuality. I soon came to realise that it is 
better to hide a blade of grass in a field, than on a gravel path,    
I pushed open the solid oak door, and stepped into a dimly lit room that smelled of 
cheap alcohol and unwashed men. There was a long bar across the whole of one wall,
and a dozen or so men were leaning against it, swigging their drinks. Some were 
coughing to clear their congested lungs, and one or two of them were successful 
enough to eject thick phlegm into a nearby bucket. Some of them unfortunately 
seemed to have missed. I wished that I had taken Beaman's advice and invested in a 
pair of shoes, since my sandals seemed wholly inadequate. The area between the bar 
and the door was filled with tables and around them were chairs filled with men. 
Women straddled the laps of some of the men and upon the tables rested a multitude 
of half filled tankards and empty plates. This was the place where Dionisia spent 
most of her time.
At least down at the quayside there was sea air to breath. Here, the aura was so thick 
it felt as if it had to be swallowed, not inhaled. 
I would have liked to have taken a deep breath and ignore the foul odour, but my 
stomach turned like a waterwheel in a swamp. Just as I was contemplating leaving a 
black-toothed, scar faced man stumbled into me.
   'Bloody hell priest.' he bellowed, 'What in Gods name are you doing in a place like 
this? If you've come to save us poor sinners, you should have been there at the birth, 
you're too late now.' He roared with laughter at his own joke. The word priest seemed
to resonate about the room, like a clap of thunder. Everyone turned their eyes to me, 
and the place fell silent.
   I am looking for Dionisia.'  I told him.
For a brief moment it seemed as though the rancid air had been sucked out of  the 
room. Then a roar of laughter went up followed by a noisy banging of tankards, and 
the stomping of heavy feet seemed to shake the very walls of the place.
   'Let me tell you father, she is too expensive for the likes of you, and even if you 
could afford her, and judging by the look of you, you can't, the wench is taken.' He 
roared again: the man was a veritable lion amongst men. The whole room hooted 
with derision, and whistles and catcalls.
   'Jacob, someone shouted to a man behind the bar 'Some old priest has come to save 
your woman's soul.'
   'Behave yourself Rudd.' a woman shouted from across the room 'this gentleman  
is the friend of a friend, now show him some respect.'
She made her way towards me.
   'Are you the one that Beaman calls 'the priest? she asked  



   'I am indeed'
   'What on earth are you doing here?
The man they called Jacob had come from behind the bar and was making his way 
towards us. I had unintentionally created an uproar, and if Jacob was indeed her beau,
I realise that I might easily find myself being forcibly removed from her presence. I 
hadn't anticipated this at all.
As he came closer, I was surprised to see that they did, in fact, make a handsome 
couple. She was of average height, and comely, with a mass of auburn curls, held up 
in a blue ribbon. Her skin was smooth and her eyes clear.  The man who I supposed 
to be her sweetheart was pale skinned, and his hair and perfectly groomed beard were
coal black. He was not much taller than she, and even though his work was obviously
not of the manual type, his upper body was strong and muscular. Jacob, I imagined, 
could hold his own in a fight. Some he may have lost, for I noted the scars that he 
tried to cover with his beard.
When he came close enough so that I could hear him, he ordered me with great 
authority, to leave.
   'I can assure you'  I told him with as much confidence as I could muster 'I have no 
intention of staying.'
   'Get him out of here.' he ignored me, while growling at Dionisia
   'I am sorry Jacob, I had no idea that he would come here.'
   'I am not interested in your excuses, get him out. Now'     
   'I feel that you are being most unreasonably rude to the lady, and to me.'
   'And I feel that the lady is none of your business and your presence here is not 
helping my business.'
   'I beg to differ, at least one of  your patrons has abandoned his plans to leave.'
I nodded towards the black-toothed man who had bumped into me, and who was now
back at the bar ordering another drink.'
Jacob shook his head in disbelief, but I sensed no real aggression in his manner. He 
leaned towards me, and put his finger to my chest.
   'Be a good man, and I will let the lady walk you home.' he turned towards her and 
said abruptly 'Go with him, and don't take all night. We will speak about this later.'
Once we were outside she pulled her woollen shawl close around her shoulders, 
covering her mouth with it. She was shaking and I thought that she was either cold, or
afraid.
    'Oh Lord.' she spluttered into her shawl 'What have you done priest.'
    'Done?
She squealed with laughter.
   'You have done your reputation no good, I can tell you that.'
   'It seems that I have done my reputation a great deal of good.'
   'So, you are happy to be seen as a wayward priest.'
   ' If they think of me as delinquent, then my foray into their world has been worth 
the embarrassment.'
   'Did you come to see me, or them?
I realised that I had made a mistake, but I continued as if I was unaware of my slip-
up.



   'I came to thank you for the cushion you made for me.'
   'I don't believe you, so I will ask again. Why did you come?
Her tone was direct, not hard. Like Jacob, she was confident in her manner and I 
realised that the assumptions that I had made about her, were wrong. This was a 
woman who knew who she was. There was something in her demeanour that was 
very likeable and I was pleased that there was someone like Jacob in her life.
   'Will you walk along the harbour with me? She asked
I could think of nothing I would like less than to walk along the harbour, but I said
   'Of course, but won't Jacob be waiting for you?
She smiled as she looked at me, then, with a slight upward turn of her head she said  
'Don't you worry about Joseph.'
I realised that I had to stop thinking that I had any idea who this woman was.
   'Do you like to sew? I asked  'Because you do it so well.'
'Beaman tells me that you have an air of mystery about you' she avoided my question 
and skillfully directed the conversation back to me.
   'Mystery? 
   'It's an appropriate description for a man who appears from nowhere, and knows so 
much about things that should not concern him.'
   'I know little, and am concerned about less.'
   'Oh, come now priest, you understand perfectly well that the frenzy that immerses 
itself into every nook and cranny of this place, conceals a silence that is ear-splitting'  
she spoke slowly and with confidence. 
Her words shocked me, because it was clear that she had seen through me with ease.
   'Who are you? she asked in the same tone.
   'I might ask the same of you.'
   'I might advise that you ask nothing.'
I sighed with disappointment, this woman was an enigma to me and I had no idea 
what do say, or do next.
   'It seems to me that you have found who you came for.' she said
   'I thought that I had.'
   'But now you are not so sure?
   ' Now I find myself questioning not only the who, but the why. Who is foe, but even
more pertinent than that - who is friend?  I know only too well that men change 
alliances for a variety of reasons, mainly for wealth or power, but here, I sense that 
there  is a cause that transcends personal ambition, and perhaps even nationality, but 
how can that be?
She put her arm through mine, her demeaner changing in the blink of an eye, to one 
of  affection.
   'Come.' she said 'I will walk with you back to the castle.'
Up to now it had been a cool, damp evening, but as we walked along the dank and 
dirty harbour the clouds started to disperse, and as the moon peeped out between 
them ans suddenly the sky looked  macarbly majestic.
   'Beaman and I share a dream.' she said so softly that I could barely hear her.
   'I though that you shared something more, until I met Jacob.'



She chuckled. 'There is nothing of that sort between Beaman and me, of that I can 
assure you.' Then she said, quite sharply  'You must stop your meddling priest.'
It unnerved me that she could change as quickly as a chameleon.
   'Is that what I am doing, meddling? I asked her
   'Every army has its foot soldiers, and that's what 'The Ghosts' are.
    'The Ghosts?    
   'It's what they call themselves, the ones you really wanted to speak to at the tavern. 
If you don't stop asking questions you could cause harm to them, and we won't let 
you do that.'
   'She had said we.'
   'Where then, can I find the answers I need? I asked
   'You have to raise your sights Cadwaladr, and you have to stop asking questions 
and think about what you already know.'
It was the same advice that I had given Gwenllian, a long time ago.'
We came to the castle gates, and paused.
   'Beaman told me that you knew Prince Dafydd' she said
   'Yes', I told her' Dafydd is someone who holds a special place in my heart.'
   'Did you know his brother, the one who gave his allegiance to King Edward 1?
   'Do you mean Rhodri?
   'Aah yes, I remember now that his name was Rhodri.'
I did not for one moment think that she had ever forgotten.
   'I only know what Dafydd told me about him, and that amounts to very little.'
   'Do you know if Dafydd trusted him?
I thought for a moment about what Dafydd had told me about his brother, then I 
answered as truthfully as I could.'
   'I believe that he loved him, but could any man trust another in those terrible times?
   ' It was you who said that there has to be a greater cause than avarice, and we all 
have to trust someone, don't we'
I shrugged my shoulders, for she had given me much to think about.
  'All I know for certain is that their story is a tragic one.' I told her.
   'There is nothing more for you to do here, believe me when I tell you that you are 
looking in the wrong place.'
She let go of my arm and kissed me on the cheek.  'Go carefully.' she said, as she 
turned to walk away. I watched her leave but she never turned back.
I wondered why she had mentioned Dafydd and Rhodri, for I had the feeling that she 
was very circumspect in her exchanges with me and I was puzzled. It was with some 
reluctance that I returned to my room and when I let myself in I saw that a basket had
been left on the bed, for the second time that night. I lifted the cloth that covered its 
contents, not knowing what to expect. I saw that a parchment had been placed inside, 
it was rolled into a scroll which was sealed with wax. It was addressed to the Abbott 
of Tyntern Abbey.
I knew that I was to leave Bristol, and take it to him, and when I realised that, I felt I 
had failed those who had placed their trust in me. Could it really be that my mission 
had come to such an abrupt end. 



I lit a candle and sat on the bed with a heavy heart although truthfully, the tranquility 
that the Abbey offered was appealing. The events of the evening had left me feeling 
restless so instead of taking to my bed I stood at the window. Outside, the moon 
shone down onto the cobblestoned yard below as if lighting a path, those cobbles 
would lead me back to the world outside, and so I picked up the basket, the scroll and
my violin and left the room to start my long walk to Tyntern Abbey.
I know well that some people are afraid of the dark but for me it holds no fear. It is 
simply nature throwing a blanket over one world to let another peep through, and yet 
as I walked the cosmos stretched out into the vastness of eternity, and I could not help
but feel that I too was slipping into obscurity.
When at last I reached my destination, with the help of kind travellers who shared 
their transport with me, it was late afternoon of the following day. Despite some 
pleasant company along the way, my mood had not improved and so I stopped for a 
while to watch a mist of midges as they hovered above the whispering river Wye. I 
placed my violin down on the grassy bank beside the river, and as I contemplated my 
circumstances the violin slipped silently out of its case and eased itself into the gentle
breeze, that lifted it aloft, where suspended in the perfumed air, it started to play.  
Immediately the thermal breeze rustled through the trees and regaled the rushing 
riversound to accompany the sweet sound of the Stradivarius. It was playing for me 
just as Gwenllian had told me it would: I recognised the music immediately as Va 
Pensiero.
How could I not wonder at the beauty of this place, that had started its life as a 
modest wooden construction, set amongst the trees and the hills. How much sweeter 
had life been then, for those who had been part of the delightful simplicity of its 
inception. The melodious sound of the violin  infused the the tranquil environment 
and the words of the composition, filled my heart with joy.
“ Go thoughts on golden wings,
   Go settle on the slopes and hills,
   Where warm and soft the fragrant are,
   The breezes of our sweet and native land”
So gently was I being reminded of a time when a reformed thief had been chosen as 
the second Abbot of Tyntern Abbey. Henry had been a miscreant in his youth, until 
his own thoughts had settled upon golden wings, and taken him away from his life of 
crime to one of devoutness and renowned spirituality. During his new life amongst 
the Cistercians, Abbot Henry had travelled to Rome for an audience with the Pope.  
He had met too, with the man who would become St Bernard of Clairveaux.  
Miracles can happen, and Henry had found peace and salvation, here at Tyntern 
Abbey.
I looked around as the music ceased and I saw a familiar figure drawing near. My 
heart swelled with emotion and my lips widened into a spontaneous smile as I 
stepped forward and held out my arms to greet Rhiwallon. His fine cinnamon 
coloured hair touched his shoulders and shimmered as the light shone through the 
silky strands, giving him an engaging, boyish demeanor. For once, the long brown 
coat that he always wore, was hung over his arm. His shirt and trousers were loose 
and baggy, giving him the look of a poet or a student, rather than a member of a 



family of prestigious physicians, albeit, it must be said, a family whose history is 
mired in myth and mysticism.
   'It is good to see you Cadwaladr, although I am afraid that I have interrupted you.' 
he spoke in his usual quiet manner, and yet his eyes betrayed his uneasiness at the 
situation he had found himself in. I sensed that he felt uncomfortable with the fact 
that he had been given the role meant for me, and I tried to reassure him.
   ' Not at all.' I answered, embracing him, for I did not want to be the cause of his 
disquiet.
  ' I would be more than happy to share my thoughts with you, if you have a mind to 
listen to an old man's ruminations.'
He smiled and returned my embrace.
  ' I have a feeling that there is much I need to learn, shall we sit and share some time 
together.'
   'I must admit that my journey has left me feeling weary and I feel the need to rest 
for a while, and where better than here' I said
He folded his coat and set it on the grass to make a soft place for me to sit, as with 
everything he did, he did it without ceremony. Natural kindness is an oft absent 
consideration, especially in the modern world that we observe from the tranquility of 
Annwn. But for the young physician it was an inherent part of his being and it gave 
him an enigmatic quality that was quite special and unique.
I did not ask him how he had come to be here, because I had no doubt that Gwenllian 
was behind the decision to send him.
We made ourselves comfortable, as the river rippled by us. It seemed to me that it 
was carrying history along with it, calling for us to follow. So I began to tell him  all 
that I knew about Tyntern Abbey and Abbot Henry. He listened intently and did not 
interrupt me as I told him how the Abbey had been created as a daughter of the Abbey
de Notre Dame de l'Aumone which was known too, as the Petit Citeaux. As a mother 
house she had created five daughters.
   'Do you think that Abbot Henry thought even then that there was none more 
beautiful  than the unassuming daughter which was founded here? I asked him
   'I have no doubt of it; but tell me more about the link between Tyntern Abbey and 
her mother house in France.'
His question did not surprise me, because Rhiwallon had an analytical train of 
thought and for him life was a continuous investigation into things unknown. He 
would lift up every stone to uncover what lay underneath.
   'Do you feel that there is more than a spiritual connection ? I asked
   'It is obvious to me that although you and I have been set alternate tasks, we are 
undoubtedly heading towards a crossroads, where our journey will merge. If we 
follow the same route we will never unravel the truth, and there is much for us to 
unravel, I am sure of it.
   'But surely, any part that I was expected to play, has come to an end. It is for you to 
go forward now.'
   ' I do not believe that at all, and neither should you. You can understand those 
things that I cannot, and you must to continue to investigate those things which are 
familiar to you. You were once a king Cadwaladr, but now your heart is more at 



peace with theology.  I need to know about  the Abbey de Notre Dame de l'Aumone, 
and it is best that I learn from you.'
I didn't know what I couId tell him that would be of use to him, and so I simply told 
him what I knew.
I told him how the Abbey known as Petit Citeaux had been built at the centre of a 
forest, and how the Cistercian friars had been charged with its guardianship. They 
had laboured for many years to build a series of canals to supply it with the water 
needed to sustain and provide for its needs, and for the needs of the people who 
depended on them.
Building the canals had been a monumental task, but for them, it became a labour of 
love. That love enabled Petit Citeaux to procreate, stretching her arms across the sea.
  ' It was fortunate for the friars at Tyntern that the river Wye flowed so close, they 
seem to have joined symbiotically and it is remarkable that they succeeded in creating
sanctity and harmony in a chaotic world, don't you think? I asked, but Rhiwallon was 
deep in thought and did not answer.
I went on to tell him that sadly neither Abbey would escape the chaos which would 
ensue outside their walls. I went on to explained to him how, between the conception 
of Tyntern Abbey in 1131 and its dissolution in 1536, the  Cistercians at the Abbey de
Notre Dame de l'Aumone would look on in horror, as the heavy hooves of warfare 
thundered past their haven of peace, trampling all in its midst. While the great forest 
wrapped itself around them in a protective blanket, the haloed walls of the abbey 
shook with fear as the sky rained tears, and all around them, lands and people were 
left burned and blackened, by the hellish tempest that destroyed them all.
In the distance, amongst the ancient ruins of the Gallo-Roman temple at Meaux, birds
and mammals picked and pawed at its sacred stones, unaware that a foreign warrior 
king, set upon  conquest, was leading an army towards them. Wise nature feigning 
defeat, laid down her gauntlet and her sword as the conquering army crushed her 
underfoot, mud and blood mingled in the massacre.. The poor brave people of Meaux
refused to surrender, and for this they suffered; while the birds sang they wailed, and 
while they wailed the wind whistled its way through the winding streets of their town.
The mighty king took his prize, but unbeknown to him, disease was spreading on the 
vengeful wind and it seeped unseen to the naked eye, into the bloody, bog ridden 
meadows, and the fallen castle walls. Nature, the unknown enemy, had risen up 
behind the warrior king, to take revenge.
In the enemy camp, hungry men hurried away, deserting the devastation. Those who 
were ordered to hunt them down, hung their weary heads, and let them go. At the 
beautiful Chateau de Vincennes, King Henry V of England, took his last breath, while
his lovely french bride waited, in silent prayer, to take his body back to his homeland.
There were others too, who had witnessed the siege of Meaux, the starvation, the 
death and the mayhem. They too hung their heads and closed their eyes in prayer, but 
they had learned from their own defeat that it was necessary to keep an enemy close. 
War could wreak havoc, but those who had been schooled to survive the chaos knew 
that amongst the debris of devastation, new life could and would grow. The past does 
not stay buried forever, it emerges from the souls of the dead, into the hearts and 
minds of the living.  



As I came to the end of my story my melancholy began to disperse into the warm air, 
and as the sun dipped behind the trees the magical monastery was dressed in the pink 
splendour of a dusty haze. She had grown into the landscape and into the hearts of the
people who had so graciously adopted her as their own. That she was never the most 
magnificent of the Cistercian monastries was a beat in the heart of time, for she was, 
and always will be, a mystical melody and an unforgotten story of a mother and 
daughter, forever joined.
By the time I had finished speaking we both knew that my words came not from me, 
but from Tyntern Abbey; I was simply relaying her legend and it was steeped in the 
air, the soil, the trees and the river that flowed by us. Now I knew the reason that I 
had been sent here; it was because I could connect better than others with her 
essence, that hidden spirit that cannot be seen and cannot be heard, yet it is always 
there for those who choose to look, and listen.     
This was the place where the Plantaganet King Edward 11, had stayed, and prayed
while he was being hunted down by his own Queen. It was here that he sought 
sanctuary from the harshness of reality. 
Tyntern Abbey will never again be a simple wooden structure, hidden in a small 
valley, it has become one of the most idyllic treasures of her nation. The stones that 
had, over time, been set one upon another to elevate her to a place amongst her peers,
had become so much more than a symbol of a religious movement. She became the 
mother of the people who had adopted her, and yet, I know that her story became the 
story of kings. A tragedy of greed and tyranny that brought her body to destruction, 
while her soul remained untouched.
It will serve to remind us all that history does not belong to one man or one nation. It 
has to be shared, it was wrapping itself around us and we knew that bit by bit, the 
maze that we were navigating our way through, would become the path that lead us 
to the truth.  Annwn will guide us as we continue our journey back and forth through 
time, because this is the  story we have been bidden to tell. It is a story of unsung 
heros who, lost in time, will one day win their place in the annals of history.
My companion stood up and taking me by the hand, he eased me gently to my feet.
   'You have told me what I needed to know Cadwaladr, and I am grateful to you for 
accepting so gracefully, that I am the one who must continue, while you stay behind.  
   'I understand now that I have to remain here, at least for a short while, but we will 
meet again soon.' I told him.
He let go of my hand and left to begin his part in the quest that we had both been set. 
Then, as I turned towards the Abbey I felt time shifting once more. 
There, in the pink splendour of a dusty haze, I was delighted to see a modest wooden 
structure with its door open wide.  Abbot Henry was waiting to greet me. 



CHAPTER 7

MARY

Whilst I had become entangled in my own feelings of doubt and uncertainty,  Amrys, 
the only mortal amongst us, had  also been struggling with his emotions. He been 
feeling suffocated by what he perceived to be the overbearing passivity of Annwn. 
Those of us who had been sent back to the real world, were rapidly and constantly 
moving back and forth in time. But for Amrys, time seemed to be standing still and it 
was stifling him.
Gwenllian knew that she was failing to connect with him, and she knew that a 
solution had to be found.
She had watched each day as he walked and walked, and walked some more; over the
hills, through the forests, and along the pathways that wound themselves around the  
seemingly endless valley, as he tried without success to rid himself of his depression. 
He had been thinking constantly about his family, his childhood, and the fact that 
nothing had been how it seemed. It was a thought that unnerved him, and increased 
his feelings of anger. Not towards his family but towards those of us whom he felt 
had interfered in their lives and manipulated them.
He had never been told that when his mother was just ten years old, she had been 
bullied by a girl, little more than a child herself, whose own childhood had left her so 
psychologically damaged that she became intent upon the destruction of someone she
hardly knew, because of her own envy and despair. These are emotions a child should
never feel. He felt that he should have known about that period of his mother's life.
Now he knew that the immortals who had brought him to Annwn, had once been sent 
to the small village, nestled in the welsh hills, to protect his mother.  As a soldier in a 
modern army, he was aware of the effect that bullying can have on the psyche of 
grown men and women, let alone a child. It is a problem that still needs to be better 
understood, and he was thankful that within the arms of a loving family, his mother 
had put the worst of her past behind her, and one of the reasons that she had been able
to do that, was the grandfather who had played a huge role in her life, and 
consequently, in her future.  Amrys asked himself the same question over and over: 
would he have left her to join the army if he had known how vulnerable she had once 
been. He doubted it, because he knew now, why she had always been so painfully 
sensitive, and he realised how hard it must have been for her to entrust him into the 
care of strangers. But she had let him go. 
At Annwn, he had been told that his great grandfather Macsen had fallen in love with 
Gwenllian when she went to the real world, and that she had returned his feelings. 
People don't always make the right choices when they fall in love, but ultimately, 
Gwenllian had done what she needed to do. She had walked away. 
Amrys had learned a lot during his time spent in the british armed forces, one thing 
he understood more than anything was that life is far more complex than he had 
realised. Now he realised that relationships too, were more complex. 



He remembered little about his great grandfather, he had only a vague recollection of 
a gruff, but kindly man who even in his advancing years had helped his father in the 
workshop, on what had once been a family farm.  Most of what he knew about 
Macsen was what his family, particularly his mother, had told him. 
His own childhood in the old house on the hill had been idyllic, but Amrys had been 
born with a wanderlust, and life in the village had never been enough to hold him. 
He knew that Macsen's own experience of war had left him feeling that it was a 
testament to man's seemingly unending propensity to take up arms and brutalise one 
another. While Amrys on the other hand, had felt that technology would bring an end 
to war. He had soon come to realise that in reality, it only served to give rich and 
powerful nations even more control over poorer people. He wished now that his 
grandfather was still alive, so that he could talk to the man who had left an 
everlasting fondness in the hearts of the inhabitants of Annwn despite the fact that he 
was a mere mortal, although the words mere and mortal, were never spoken in the 
same sentence when we spoke of his great grandfather.
Amrys was the reason we had been sent to the real world, but all we knew then was 
that one day Lily, his mother, would play a part in our destiny. We did not know that 
her son would one day be brought amongst us. Now he was here, but sadly he was 
finding it hard to control thoughts which were full of conflicting realities. He had 
come to loathe war, and yet at Annwn he found that he missed the energy that it 
generated. He hated the fact that now he lacked the resolve to fight for anything, even
his own sanity, and he no longer knew which reality he truly wanted.
One thing he did know, and that was that he was free to leave. He had so often 
thought to take the step that would open the portal back to the real world, and to the 
village where he had been born. Yet he hesitiated because he knew that if he made 
that decision, his memory of this place would be lost forever, and he wasn't ready to 
forget what he had become a part of.
   'I am pleased that you decided to stay.' 
The sound of an unfamiliar voice startled him, and he turned sharply, to see the most 
beautiful girl that he had ever set eyes upon. She had the bluest eyes and the most 
lustrous reddish blond hair that he had ever seen.
   'Who are you, and where did you come from? he asked, in surprise
   'I have come to meet you.'
    'Why would you come to meet someone you don't know?
   'I believe that I know you very well,'
He watched closely as she slowly walked around him, her long silk dress 
accentuating her slim body as she too, studied him.
   'Hmm, a military man.'
   'And how would you know that?
She smiled and he was astonished that such a simple gesture could enhance her 
beauty so provocatively. This was a woman who would turn heads wherever she 
went. 
   'I am married to a military man.'
Amrys groaned inwardly when she mentioned a husband.



 'Why does your husband allow you to wander alone in the middle of nowhere, and 
why are you dressed like that? he looked from her face to the long flowing garment 
she was wearing, which was so out of place in the dim woodland.
   'Like this?
She held out the skirt of her dress and swirled gracefully. She was extremely sensual, 
and she knew it.
   'Why should I not dress like this? she teased.
   'Because you are alone in the wilderness.'
   ' But I am not alone.' her eyes sparkled with devilment, and Amrys felt his heart 
racing.
   'Then who are you with? 
   'I am with you.' she laughed, and her laughter filled his heart with merriment.
He had never believed in love at first sight, though there were many times when he 
had felt lust at first sight. This was the first time that he had felt both emotions, at the 
same time. 
   'What is your name? he asked her
   'I am called Mary.'
   'Well Mary, it will be dark soon, and you shouldn't be wandering alone after dark 
with any man except your husband'.
   'I am in no danger, of that you can be sure.' She tilted her head slightly, and looked 
up at him .' Now that I have told you my name, why don't you ask me another 
question, and I will tell you anything that you need to know.'
There was so much that he would have liked to have asked her, but he knew that he 
had to control his emotions.
   'What does your husband do in the army? he asked
    ' I was once married to a king, for a very short while.'
It was not the answer he expected, and he wondered if she was delusional. Then he 
remembered, this was Annwn, so perhaps she wasn't so delusional after all.
   'You haven't answered my question.' he said
   'I never told you that I would answer your questions, I told you that I would tell you
anything that you need to know.' 
She was playing games with him, and so far, she was winning.
    'So you did, but I would still like to know about your husband.'
   'Will that make you jealous Amrys?
   He noticed that she knew his name, and he knew that he hadn't told her. This was 
becoming surreal.
   'Let's walk awhile, for I know a place that is truly enchanting.' she smiled sweetly, 
and turned away. He followed because she intrigued him, but he was beginning to 
regain his composure. He had known a lot of women, although admittedly, none like 
Mary. 
   'I still want to know about this husband of yours.' 
   'I was married twice, but I only had one husband.'
    'Explain that to me.'
   'The king wasn't my husband, not in my heart, and it's the heart that matters, isn't it?



   'I have never been married, but yes, I have to agree with you  that it should be 
heartfelt. Tell me then, about the king.' he persisted
   'Oh, she sighed, 'Sadly, he was much older than me. At first I refused to marry him, 
because my heart was already taken, you see. Unfortunately my objections had little 
effect on the outcome, and my brother insisted. He was also a king, and he always got
what he wanted.'
   'Was it a good marriage?
      'He adored me, but I never loved him, not in the spiritual sense. But in the 
physical sense I loved him so much that he died soon after we were married.'
   'You are incorrigible,' he chuckled. He found her quirky humour adorable.
  ' I don't believe that I have ever met anyone as vain as you.' he told her bluntly
   'Of course I am vain. I am a princess of the Royal blood, and it was once said of me
that nature had never formed anything as beautiful; it is written in history.'  she said, 
and he laughed aloud at her narcissism, athough he had no doubt that she was telling 
the truth.  
   'What about your second husband, did you love him?
   'Truth to tell, I loved him from the first time I saw him, but alas, I was already 
betrothed, and ours was a forbidden love.' Then, when my husband died,  we quickly 
married, without my brothers consent, so that he could not stop it.'
   'I don't imagine that worked out very well.' 
   ' Hmm, my new husband did lose a substantial measure of his wealth, for there was 
nothing my brother loved more than money, except power, and he often relieved 
people of both.'
    'Then your husband took a great risk when he married you.'
   'Yes, it's true that he did, but we calculated that my brother would always have 
other things on his mind.'
    'Like what?
   'Like creating a dynasty. I have found that powerful men are much concerned with 
creating dynasties.'
   'And did he do that?
   'He made much ado about it and he did eventually create a great ruler, one he could 
be proud of, although he never knew it. I suspect that he would not have been pleased
with his succesor.' she giggled endearingly, she was flirtatious, but she was also very 
sweet.  
   'What else did he have on his mind?
He had soon realised that their conversation had been orchestrated by her from the 
moment they met and he was eager to know where she was leading him, both 
physically and metaphorically, for they had been walking while they were talking.
   'He wanted to leave a great legacy.'
   'And did he do that?'
   'Oh, I would say that he left many everlasting legacies.' She hesitated for a moment.
   'Would you like to see one of the most memorable ?
Before he could answer, she took his hand in hers and turned him around, so that they
were facing the way they came. 



The landscape they had passed had changed, and it surprised him to see that it had 
become one that he was very familiar with. It was a place that he had often visited as 
a child, with his family. 
   'There.'  she said softly, casting her arm over the scene in front of them. 'Observe 
the heritage he left for his people.'
They were standing amongst the ruins of Tyntern Abbey.
At once he understood and as she continued to hold his hand, the ground beneath 
them rumbled. He looked at her and saw that her face was pale, not with fear but with
torment. This beautiful, funny girl, the coquette who had tantalised him to distraction 
was gone, the Mary who stood next to him now, was a gentle soul.
Slowly and serenely, a metamorphosis  began as Tyntern Abbey, as it had once been, 
emerged from the ruins like a beautiful woman slipping the weight of slumber off her
shoulders. Finally, it seemed as though the heavens heaved a sigh as the Abbey 
emerged from her long sleep, in all of her supernatural splendour.
   'I loved my father very much, and I know that he would have suffered such despair  
at the all of the destruction, and the desecration '  Mary murmered, so quietly that he 
could barely hear her.
   'You're father?  It was the first time that she had mentioned him.
  'Sometimes it seems to me that he has been so badly mis-judged in the wake of the 
chaos my brother caused. I am glad that he never knew that he spawned the seed that 
was to cause so much anguish to his people. Our dynasty was meant to bring peace 
and posperity for everyone, and a recognition of the skills of those people who would
help to build the dream.' 
Her words slipped away into the breathtaking vision of Tyntern Abbey as it once was,
Amrys was in awe of the extraordinary aura that this place must have emanated 
during those times when it had been the heart of the community which cherished it. 
For the very first time, he grieved for the loss of it.
   'Do you know that this  Abbey was the first of  its kind in Wales.' she asked
   'Yes, I know, my grandfather was what you would call a priest.'
    She looked surprised. 
   'What did he feel about you becoming a soldier?
   'He was always a pragmatic man. I actually think that had has more faith than I did, 
that I would find myself.   
   'Do you have more faith in yourself now?
   'I am not sure.'
   'Do you think that the generations of people who waited for their MabDaragon  to 
come home would  have welcomed him if they had known what was to come? Mary 
asked him.
He could see how much it troubled her and he understood why, for she had stood by 
and watched as the destruction began. His stomach tightened into a knot as her words
brought back his own memories of the devastation that he had not only witnessed but 
had taken part in. 
   'I know that infinite power is a negative force no matter who controls it. Your father
and his supporters can't be held accountable for your brother's actions.' 



   'When I saw what my brother became, I wondered often about the madness of 
kings, but did you know that he was not the first king who resolved to curb the power
and wealth of the church?
   'Yes I did know.'   
In fact it was during one of his conversations with Dafydd ap Gruffydd that he had 
learned that both King John and King Edward 1 had  tried to prevent what King 
Edward 1 had called “the dead hand” of the Church from procuring any more of the 
land and wealth that they believed should belong to the monarchy. The Magna Carta 
of 1215 and the Great Charter of 1217  both aspired to prevent land and riches from 
passing into the possession of the church. When the Dominican Abbey at Bristol had 
need to elect another Abbot, King Edward 1 had tried to preempt the appointment, by 
installing himself as head of the Order. He was thwarted by the sheer determination 
of the Brothers to hold to their vows to help the poor, and to keep control of the 
money donated by ordinary people, not rich men who might fall under the control of 
the king.
Dafydd ap Gruffydd  had been a lay preacher of the Cistercian brotherhood, and the 
welsh princes had been great patrons of the abbeys, which they saw as an integral 
part of their heritage. Not so King Edward 1 who had introduced the statute of 
Mortmain  just four years before Dafydd's execution, a second enactment was 
sanctioned seven years after his death, both were  intended to preserve the king's 
treasury by minimising the influence that the Church held over the Crown.  But none 
of their attempts were effective because the Church continued to wield power, 
supported by wealthy landowners who were themselves intent upon conceling their 
own assets from the grasping hands of the monarchy. It had become a medieval cold 
war.
During their discussions Dafydd and Amrys reached the conclusion that the 
relationships between statesmen and religious leaders had always been complex, and 
the passing of time had blurred the details while unscrupulous men  sometimes 
obscured them  Amrys, like so many of his peers, had veered away from the chapels 
and churches of his youth, even though his grandfather had been the vicar of their 
parish, but now he found it fascinating to learn of the huge part  that religion had 
played, not only in Dafydd's life, but the lives of all people, rich and poor alike. It 
was a time when everyone feared their God more than they feared their king. 
     'What are you thinking about? Mary asked him
   'I was thinking about what you said about the madness of kings, are you  aware that
when King Edward 1 was lying on his death bed, he ordered his supporters to boil the
flesh from his bones, after his death?
  'It was a process known as Mos Teutonicus, and it was sometimes performed on the 
bodies of those of high status. Why would he want them to do such a thing?
   'So that they could carry his bones at the head of his army, when they went to battle 
against Scotland, until such time that the Scot's were defeated. He wanted to be in 
control, even after death.' 
   ' I doubt that his bones would have frightened the Scots.' Mary laughed gleefully.    
'They were a formidable fighting force, old bones would not have stopped them.' 



Amrys thought again of Dafydd:  they had both been left kicking their heels at 
Annwn, and during that time they had become friends, often talking long into the 
night. He knew how often Dafydd had chastised himself for his failings, he despaired 
at the fact that he had failed to see the madness of King Edward 1 soon enough, or 
perhaps had blindly dismissed his concerns, until it was too late. Either way, the 
inevitable outcome of his eventual stand against the king had been devastating, for 
his Country, his people, and his family. For that, Amrys knew Dafydd had been 
partly, but not wholly culpable. Attempts had been made to avoid conflict with the 
king, heartbreaking appeals had only resulted in a proposal that Dafydd could not 
accept: to agree to go on Crusade, leaving his people and his loved ones to their fate.
In one of those rare moments when he spoke about the darkest days of his existence, 
he had told Amrys that he would not leave his children in the hands of a tyrant, and 
the suggestion that he should go on Crusade, was something that he would not 
contemplate, he could not go to steal another man's lands while his own people were 
being unmercifully persecuted.
All pleas to the Pope to intervene, had been dismissed. 
Amrys and Mary had been silent for a while, both deep in their own thoughts.  
  ' Your brother was King Henry V111, wasn't he?  he said to her, finally.
   'Yes', she replied, and all emotion seemed to have been drained from her.
He wondered if she had finally accepted that there are things in life that seem to be 
fated and that the monastries had been set on a course of destruction many years 
before King Henry V111 had implemented their dissolution.         
   'So your father was the first Tudor king, the one we welsh called our 'Mab
Daragon.'  he said quietly
     'It was a heavy responsibility for him to shoulder the hopes and dreams of both 
past and future generations. My father was not what you would call a warrior, he 
wanted to use his mind not his sword to deliver peace. He had a good soul.' she said 
lovingly.  
 Amrys touched her cheek gently and she did not pull away from him, instead she 
briefly pushed her face against his hand. It was a tender moment when he felt as 
though they were the only two people in the universe.
  'What about you Mary, what will happen to you now?
   'That depends on you.'
   'On me?
   'Yes Amrys, for you can take me out of the dusty corridors of history..'
   'How can I do that? he gasped at the suggestion that he held her existence in his 
hands. 
   'Simply by listening to your heart because if you let it, it will speak to you.'  
   'What's the point of listening to either my heart or my head when I will forget 
everything as soon as I am sent back to my own world,'
   'Is that why you are so angry?
   'Yes, it's why I am so damned angry, these immortals came into my life, and 
manipulated it, and I have seen too many people manipulated,' his face red with 
temper.



   You are wrong, and you refuse to see it. No-one manipulated your family and you 
were not chosen by Annwn. The immortals were led to you, not you to them'
She stepped close to him and tapped his temple with her finger.
   'Every one of us has a subconscious that rests in the smallest recess of the mind. 
There is a pool of knowledge waiting to emerge from the depths, if you let it.  
   'Are you telling me that I will leave with my memories intact?
   ' I am telling you that you have been gifted new aspirations, a chance to make a 
difference and to make a better future for yourself, and to help others do the same.'
He heard passion in her words and saw it in her beautiful eyes, and for the first time  
he realised how much had been invested in him. He had a practical mind, and had 
difficulty accepting that anything that happened here had anything to do with reality. 
and if it wasn't real he had no part to play in anything that lay outside his own world 
and his own interests. He had become so caught up in his own needs that he had been 
unable to understand the nature of the symbiotic existence between his world,  and 
the world that was Annwn. 
Mary had been brought to him from the pages of history, because she was part of a 
link in a chain that had been broken by the hand of time.
Gwenllian understood Amrys better than he understood himself, and she believed that
Mary could reach him where she had failed. That Mary could make him understand 
that not everything can be resolved with technology. Humanity plays as big a part  in 
the future as science. To know it he had to be shown it, and the place where he would 
do that was at Annwn, beyond the world that he knew.
  'I have told you that my brother was a king, and that my first husband was a king. 
They were powerful men, both of them. Do you know that I also had a 
granddaughter, and that she was a queen.'
   'Who was she?
   'The sweet child was Queen Jane, although she has never been called Queen 
because she reigned for just nine days.'
He realised then who she was talking about.'
   'She had no power. She was just sixteen years of age and she was at the mercy of 
ambitious and dominant men.' Mary said   
   'I didn't realise that Lady Jane Grey was descended from the Tudor's.'
   'You would be surprised how wide a web we Tudor's weaved, the corridors of 
power were filled with the results of our ceaseless intermingling.'
He closed his eyes as unwanted images of a young life ruined flooded his mind. He 
realised that Mary too, had felt the agonising pain of loss caused by the senseless 
ambition of greedy men. When he opened his eyes he found to his dismay, that she 
was gone. 
But someone else was with him now. Someone who had always been with him.
   'You are not so different to Macsen,'  Gwenllian said to him  'Not where it matters.'
   'I would like to think that's true' he said, and she knew that he meant it.
  'Have you come to send me back? 
   'No, not yet, you are still a part of our journey and I would like us to see it to its end
together.'
   'Wherever thou goest, so will I.' he said quietly.  Mary had made her mark on him.  



Then we goest to France.'   Gwenllian said.



CHAPTER 8

LES SOSIE

The landscape through which Rhiwallon passed on his way to Chester, was 
spectacular. These were the hills and valleys where his ancestors had been conceived 
and raised amongst the inscrutable ink black cabalism of the arcane and the 
anomalous. Medicine in those medieval times was considered by many to be a 
meddling in the black arts. The naysayers and the narrow minded rattled their beads 
and doomed the dying to their fate, victims not of their malady, but of superstition. 
He and his family had, for generations, brought enlightenment to those who believed 
in the goodness of their art, and in their skill. Too often charges of witchcraft and 
sorcery were used to delay, deceive, deny, and control.  
He loved this place, but his journey was being made difficult by an icy storm that had
overtaken him, forcing him to abandon his plans to continue on towards his 
destination, and he was relieved when he happened to come upon another traveller, 
who had found himself in the same predicament. The man introduced himself to 
Rhiwallon as Ralph, and he said that he knew of a place where they could both take 
refuge from the storm. He also suggested that they take a shorter route through the 
forest. Since they were both soaked to the skin and weary of battling the storm, taking
some respite from it seemed irrefutably prudent. 
They turned into the ancient forest where a canopy of cover provided by the great 
oaks that grew in abundance protected them from the worst excesses of the harsh 
winds. 
Heads down, they encouraged their horses slowly forward as the darkening clouds 
and heavy foliage made progress increasingly more laborious. Soon Rhiwallon 
noticed that fatigue seemed to be sapping his companion's strength and he was 
concerned that Ralph appeared to be slumping forward in his saddle.
   'Hold fast there my good man.' he shouted, but the fierce storm threw his words 
back into his face, which felt as cold and brittle as the glacial rock that had survived 
in this ancient forest, which itself had miraculously endured for ten thousand years 
alongside the magnificent mountains of Snowdonia. They had withstood the 
devastation of the ice age together, surviving a holocaust of natures bidding, which 
had changed not only this habitat, but vast areas of a whole planet.
In the receeding light the forest seemed an eerie place and the soaked soil over which 
they made their way was soft and spongy from the carpet of goosegrass that formed a
sticky living floor. For the physician, it was simply an unlit storeroom, an apothecary 
of medicines and poisons growing in the dark recesses,  waiting to be found and put 
to good use by those who knew where to look - and what to look for. But woe betide 
any poor soul who could be easily led astray by a pretty flower or soft leaf which 
could easily deceive the unwary, for they could either cure, or kill. Some plants, like 
people, have split personalities. Man and nature are not so very different.
Just as Rhiwallon thought that fatigue was about to overwhelm his companion, they 
came to a well worn earthen track that indicated that their journey would soon be at 



an end. Before too long they spied, * tyddyn, one of the long dwellings prefered by 
the welsh. This particular home though plain in appearance stood stately under the 
gauzy light of a bleary moon.
They brought their horses to a stop and dismounted wearily, weighted heavily by 
their sodden coats. A third man seemingly appeared to come from nowhere and as the
wind and rain lashed around them, he took the reins of their horses from them and led
the animals away without speaking a word.
   'Follow me', Ralph said, his voice hoarse from the frigidly cold air. Even before his 
companion had reached the door of the dwelling Rhiwallon realised that he had been 
deceived. It was suddenly obvious to him that his companion was no stranger here, 
but he had realised too late and now he had no choice but to follow as the man 
pushed open a door that led into a large open room. The glow from a fire was a 
welcome relief, despite his misgivings. His eyes swept around the sparsely furnished 
room as he observed his surroundings as closely as he would observe a body he was 
dissecting. At its centre was a very long table and he counted at least twenty four 
chairs placed around it, the signifigance of the number, was not lost to him. The rebel 
Earl, Simon de Montfort had once ruled the Country for two years with a 
parliamentary cabinet that had consisted of twenty four of his supporters. Even after 
his death, there remained throughout the kingdom, a large body of support for his 
cause. These consisted of a waiting nemesis of nobles who wanted no more of kings 
who ruled with a fistful of their own favorites to enforce unfair laws on those without
the means to resist. Rhiwallon noted that there was nothing in the room that did not 
need to be there. This was not a home it was a headquarters. 
There was, next to the large open fireplace, a comfortable armchair which like the 
table, was of a modest design, but was undoubtedly of the best quality that money 
could buy.  In the chair a man was sleeping. One of his long, muscular legs was 
casually draped over one side of the chair and his hands were clasped across his 
chest. He was snoring quietly and evenly.
As the door closed behind them, he opened one eye to look at them, then he opened 
the other, and yawned. He  leisurely stretched his arms above his head, his hands still 
clasped, while all of the time, observing Rhiwallon. When he stood up, he did so 
unhurriedly, he was tall and well built, probably late middle aged. His hair, that had 
most certainly been fair in his youth was now a mixture of grey, white, and the dull 
blonde that accompanied age, it was the same colour as his well primped beard, but at
least two shades lighter.
Ralph had taken off his wet outer clothes and hung them on a wooden hook attached 
to the wall. His was not the only coat that hung there. He walked to the fire, but made
no attempt to introduce Rhiwallon to the stranger, and so the physician walked 
cautiously towards the man, extending his hand in greeting. When he came closer to 
him, he saw that his blue eyes were encircled by deep lines, indicating that this was 
someone who had led life to the full, yet there were, no signs of weariness on his 
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face, indeed he exuded energy, even though his demeanour was unruffled and 
unhurried.  His clothes, though plain were of a very fine quality. Everything about
 him was understated, and yet he emitted the charismatic air of a  survivor.
Rhiwallon introduced himself, giving his name, and no more, as the other man 
reached out to take the hand that had been offered, showing no sign of animosity. His 
grip was firm, but not crampingly so, and no effort had been made to show 
superiority  with the handshake. It was obvious that he felt no need for such a 
demonstration.
   'I know who you are,' he spoke quietly, but commandingly 'you are the physician 
whom I am told, hails from Myddfai.'
   'You have me at a disadvantage Sire.'
   'I apologise for the subterfuge, but we have been informed that you are heading for 
Chester and so we intercepted you.' he smiled widely 'I am afraid that seizing 
questionable characters has become a habit of ours.'
   'Let me take your coat, doctor.'
A servant woman had sidled silently to his side, and was holding out her hand to take 
his coat, which was dripping water onto the floor.
   'Won't you come to the fire and dry yourself, then you can join us for supper.' 
He didn't know if the man who was extending the invitation was playing host or  
captor. Rhiwallon was somewhat unnerved to observe that the us  he had spoken of, 
were a group of men who had entered the room, like the serving woman, unseen and 
unnoticed.
If the exterior of the place gave the  impression that the tydden was a  residence of 
litte importance then it was a carefully constructed illusion.
A chair had been placed in front of the fire for him, while his host, for he had shown 
no harmful intent thus far, sat opposite.
   'So doctor, it seems that you are both man and myth, for the  legend that preceeds 
you  tells how your father fell in love with your mother, when she appeared to him, 
from the centre of a lake.'  His blue eyes conveyed his good humour.
   'It seems that you know much about me, why then, have you found it necessary to 
abduct me?'
   'Because you have come to burrow Mr Mole, and we have survived because we 
have learned to detect anyone or anything, incongruent. In our world, no-one and 
nothing is inconspicuous, especially a legend.'  
He had been leaning forward, looking directly into Rhiwallon's eyes when he spoke, 
and his demeanor had been quietly intimidating; then he leaned back in his chair, and 
was immediately relaxed again.
He was a formidable character, who could be both threatening and charming, at the 
same time.
   'Since you know of the physicians of Myddfai, then you must also know that your 
ancestors, and mine, were well aquainted. There was never anything ambiguous in 
the nature of their association.' Rhiwallon said
Two men stepped forward, swords drawn. 
   'Hold back'  his host commanded, barely raising his voice. Reluctantly they heeded 
the order, and backed away, though they kept their swords drawn. The atmosphere in 



the room had become more than slightly threatening. Rhiwallon was going to have to 
use all of his infamous charm to alleviate the tension that was building. So far, he was
not doing well.
   'You revealed that you know who my ancestors are,' his host said calmly. 
   'There would be no point in trying to deceive you.' Rhiwallon answered.
   'Tell me then, what else do you know of me, and I warn you, deception won't fare 
well for you.'
The atmosphere in the room had now become extremely tense, and there was an air 
of distrust permeating from his abductors.
   'I know how you have used the forest to your advantage, and that you have been 
doing so since you were a young man, along with your companions.' he gestured 
towards the other men in the room, including them in his discourse  'King Edward 1 
hunted you down like an animals.'
   'He hunted a lot of people, he had a passion for it.' Ralph muttered contemptuously. 
   'Only one was Llewelyn, the son of Dafydd ap Gruffydd.' Rhiwallon answered 
quietly.
More than two men moved forward, all with swords drawn. They were signalled to 
stop, but hestiated before complying. They had been protecting him all of their lives, 
and they were not about to stop now; nevertheless they halted reluctantly, but did not 
move back, or put away their swords.
   'You have a presence that suggests that you were born for stateliness Sire.' 
   'I am simply a minor Lord who has become accustomed to noblesse.'
   'With respect, I think not, for if that were the case you would have no need to bring 
me here, for it is clear that you do not dwell here, this is not a home. Am I right in 
saying that you reside somewhere else, in plain sight.?
The room had become deadly silent but Rhiwallon continued talking.
   'Undoubtedly you know well, how to take advantage of the peculiarities of your 
race, such as the difficulties created by family names and associations, and you use 
the current state of lawlessness and lack of administration that persists within your 
borders, which make any attempt at legislation or order, almost futile. Nevertheless, 
as you yourself said, in your world no-one is inconspicuous. Hence, this place. Am I 
not correct?'
   'Go on, you intrigue me.'  Llewelyn ap Dafydd's eyes narrowed.
   'You are part of an ancestry that negotiated the “Auld Alliance” between Wales and 
France, which was the precursor to other  alliances which were covertly forged 
between certain families who have suffered much, at the whims of those who wear 
the Plantaganet Crown. Simon de Montforte may have been killed at the battle of 
Evesham, but the  Montfortian legacy was not left for dead on the battlefield. The 
seeds of a new vision  were planted in the spilled blood and have endured, and 
grown. We all know that King Edward 1 was the kind of monarch who was not 
interested in the intricacies of government, such as who was paying for his wars. 
Nevertheless he took a great deal of interest in the trivial detail of some of his 
mandates, such as one that ordered a  prisoner to be kept in a cage at night. I hear that
he took great care to specify the materials to be used for the coop. It seems that king 
was more interested in the cost of his cages, than he was of his wars.' 



The tension in the room increased signifigantly with this last remark.
   'An impassioned speech doctor, one that could lead you too, to a violent and bloody
death.'  One of the men, who still held his sword in his hand, had come menacingly 
close. Rhiwallon knew that many Montfortians could be named, but  there were a far 
larger number of supporters throughout the Country, ranging from knights to peasants
who were not. They preferred the security of anonymity, particularly those who held 
ideals that conflicted with those of their families. It was clear that the diverse group 
who had gathered tonight came from all walks of life. The man who had come so 
close to him earlier, had about him a certain finesse, and was more likely than not, to 
be skilled in the art of killing
      'Perhaps we could put you in a cage doctor. Permanently.'  The man who 
intervened now was older than the first, and his manner was one of a man who knew 
how to use his strength and his large size to intimidate. They were indeed a 
distinctive group of men.
   'Perhaps, in another time, or another place.' Rhiwallon answered, before attempting 
to lighten the mood.
   'I believe that services of the physicians of Myddfai were retained by Lord Rhys, 
the welsh prince who was known as The Glory of Wales.'  he smiled his most 
charming smile 'Might that have something to do with the fact that he enjoyed 
glorious good health, do you think?'
Despite their edginess, some of the men guffawed at the remark and the man he knew
to be Dafydd's son, laughed aloud.
   'Put your swords away,' he told his men 'This man is no danger whilst he is amongst
us, now come, let's eat.'
They sat at the table with Llewelyn ap Dafydd at its head. Many of the seats were 
empty, including the one at the other head of the table. It was not a seat meant for a 
wife, although Rhiwallon knew that Lady Catherine was still alive, he wondered if 
the  empty seat was for one of his brothers, if so, Rhiwallon wondered which one it 
might be.
The servant woman who had taken his coat brought wine and silver goblets. They 
called the woman Efa, her manner was one of stern efficiency, and her grey hair and 
steely eyes suited her well. 
She left the wine and goblets on the table and when she returned there was another 
servant with her. This one was much younger than Efa. Her hair was a thick mass of 
red curls that the pretty pins she wore failed to keep in place. At every opportunity the
rebellious curls plotted their escape. As she pushed one defiant lock behind her ear, 
another popped out, somewhere else.
Llewelyn noticed Rhiwallon looking at her. It was a look he recognised only too well.
   'This is Anina.' he said, introducing her to Rhiwallon. 'She is a warrior.'
   'A warrior?  Rhiwallon repeated with some surprise.
   'Yes, she is in constant combat, with her curls.'
The other men laughed, and she did too, they clearly held a great deal of affection for 
both women.
When she smiled at him, Rhiwallon found himself falling into eyes that were as green
as the glacial lakes that snuggled in their bed at the base of the Snowdonian 



mountains. Her cheeks were full of freckles that hadn't disappeared as they should 
have, when she waved farewell to childhood. He could understand why they didn't 
want to leave her.
When she left the room, he felt that it was empty, and he picked at his food, although 
the other men, left to themselves, ate heartily. Their easy familiarity was born of a 
trust and loyalty that had been forged over many years. King Edward 1 had called 
them Llewelyn's band of thieves, and he had ordered his sheriffs to clear the forest 
and bring them to justice, which was another word for execution. It was a futile task, 
for the forests  which had re-established themselves after the ice age, were vast, and 
the men who roamed them knew every hiding place and every trap. The king had 
once held his parliament at Clipstone, within the forest at Shirewood and he had 
maintained there one of the largest Royal Palaces in the Country. Even so, many a 
Lord was relieved of his purse or his wife's jewels and justices were often captured, 
and held, so that they could not conduct their judicial duties. Many ordinary men 
owed their lives to this band of men.               
On the welsh side of the border the forests grew on both sides of a wide valley, and 
reached as far as the coast. This was Llewelyn's domain. 
   'Tell us doctor,' one of them asked 'What is it that you are looking for at Chester?
   'Or who? someone else enquired
Including Llewelyn and Rhiwallon, there were twelve men seated around the table, 
and although it was certain that when all chairs were occupied, they each had their 
place, for now they sat together at the end of the table where Llewelyn was seated.   
It was going to be difficult to explain his presence to them and he knew that honesty 
was the only way to gain their trust. Unfortunately, honesty was not an option open to
him, so he chose to be as frank as wisdom would allow him to be.
   'Perhaps instead of telling you what I am looking for, I should tell you why I am 
here
   'That would be a good place to start,' Llewelyn said
   'You are fighting for a way forward, but one day, someone will have to look back, 
and the problem is, that even as we speak, your story is being deleted from the 
chronicles, you must know that a lack of cohesion works both ways. The barons who 
hold the power employ the scribes who write their great manuscripts for posterity.'  
   'They can't erase our story if we are victorious.' the man who spoke was a huge 
man, well over six feet tall, with a mass of unruly hair. He was dressed like a 
woodcutter, but Rhiwallon suspected that he was anything but.
   'Let him speak Matthew.' someone told him.
   'Who is writing the account of your deeds? Rhiwallon asked
   'Not Matthew for sure, he can't write.' The man who spoke was the one who had 
threatened Rhiwallon earlier, he was well groomed and articulate. There was a candor
between them that could only have resulted in a long and trusted affiliation.
   'I can write as well as you, Henry.'  the other man retorted
   Some laughed, some remained silent, and one of them asked in astonishment;
   'You want us to leave a trail, so that we can be found. Are you a madman.?   
   'You don't have to worry about leaving a trail, for there is one who has already done
that.'



They looked at one another and there was concern in their silence.
Rhiwallon spoke directly to Llewelyn because he knew that he had to re-assure him, 
and there was only one way to do that. He had  to break the rules that he held so dear.
   'The storm that lashes at your windows tonight Sire, is going to be the answer to 
your prayers.'
   'What do you know of my prayers?
   'I know that you were not sleeping, when I arrived, you were listening.'
   'Listening for what, for you?
   'No, not for me, I am no threat to you, though I feel that you are not convinced of it.
You were listening to the wind that is howling around the mountain tops.'
   'And why would I be concerned with the weather?
The others around the table, were watching intently now. Efa had come into the room,
sensed the change of mood, and left.
   'Because you are praying for a miracle, and I will tell you this, Llewelyn ap 
Dafydd, to-morrow, you will have your miracle. Come morning the storm will move  
towards the east of England, and it will soon be where it needs to be.'
Llewelyn pushed his plate away,  moved his chair back and stood up to leave.  Before
he did, he turned back towards Rhiwallon.
   'You can stay here tonight, you will come to no harm.'
The words, spoken to Rhiwallon, were directed towards his men.

                                                      *****   
  



The wind lashed outside the windowless room in which he was being held, and the 
door was bolted on the outside. The men who had imprisoned him could not know 
that the door could not hold him if he chose to leave, but he chose not to. His 
abduction, he knew, would have to end in a certain way.
He listened as the storm circled outside, as if waiting to be called. When the silent 
summons came, the storm would go where it was needed.  
He mulled over his conversation with Cadwaladr and he realised that their paths were
quickly starting to converge. The religious orders which had tended the sick, often 
with little thought to their own well being, were slowly progressing towards the cold 
reality of dissolution while the warm embers of democracy were smouldering under 
the grey ash of monarchial rule.
To-morrow when a mysterious galleon sailed for France, a flame that refused to be 
extinguished would light the way. Dionisia had pointed Cadwaladr towards Rhodri ap
Gruffydd, a man who may have remained hidden in the shadows of history, if  it were
not for that solitary galleon, and its precious cargo.
He had been born the son of a prince, but instead he became a hostage to the 
Plantaganet king of England and Normandy, King Henry 111. He had sworn his 
allegiance to this king and had served him loyally. For his fidelity, he had received a 
good education, lands in his adopted country and  marriage to a rich widow, all 
endowed by the grace of his king.
Rhodri had been happy to relinquish his titles and rights to lands in his homeland, to 
the brother who would become Prince Llewelyn of Wales. Sadly, his brother did not 
hold true to their contract and it caused a rift betwee them that Rhodri would never 
forgive, or forget. That he saw his brother's deception as an injustice is 
unquestionable and frankly, understandable, that he would have put more trust in his 
english king than his welsh brother when he had to choose between the two.  
But what of the next crisis that he would have to face. Who can imagine what anxiety
he must have suffered when Dafydd ap Gruffydd, the brother who had been raised in 
the english Royal Court with him, was tried for treason by the heir to King Henry 
111.  Dafydd too, had been endowed with property and titles, and had been loyal to 
King Henry 111. He had tried to negotiate an amicable settlement between Rhodri 
and Llewelyn, to no avail. Ominously the king's son, Prince Edward had always 
viewed both Rhodri and Dafydd as orphans who had been unduly elevated above 
their station by his father. 
It was at Chester, where Rhodri had made his home with his wife Beatrice, and where
Edward, now King of England, had imprisoned Dafydd. It was at Shrewsbury, a mere
carriage ride away, where he was executed. So close that his brother could hardly 
have expunged from his consciousness the ignoble, and inhuman spectacle of Dafydd
being dragged naked through the streets, to his tortuous death. It seems unthinkable  
that Rhodri could have vanquished his brother's screams from his mind. How did he 
sleep at night after that day? Could it be that his grief was not an unquestionable 
certainty?  The silence on the subject is deafening. 
Sadly, seven years after the execution of his brother Rhodri's wife died, and  her 
fortune was bequeathed to her only child, Rhodri's step-daughter, Isabelle. 



The diminishing status that comes with servitude had finally permeated Rhodri's 
comfortable existence.
Had he formed any alliances Rhiwallon wondered, he had changed his name to 
Rhodri ap Griffin and  he had estates of his own, but Rhiwallon wondered if he could 
manage to maintain those estates without the security of his wife's riches.
During much of his life his fortunes had been immersed within his now dead wife's 
family. Could he depend on those to whom he was not related by blood or was his 
status about to be diminished?
Notwithstanding the circumstances in which he found himself, he started a new life 
with a new wife and with a new son. Rhodri surprisingly became a father for the first 
time, at the age of sixty five. His fortunes and his life harmonised as he entered the 
extended winter of his years living in peace, security, and comfortable obscurity. The 
only thing that seemed to tax his patience was the fact that the forty shillings a year 
pension granted to him by the king, was frequently paid late, and Rhodri frequently 
complained.
He named his son Thomas but sadly the birth of his son so late in life, meant that 
Rhodri never knew his grandson. 
As fate would have it, it was with the birth of his grandson that the family to whom 
he had been related by blood, once again became part of the life that Rhodri had so 
carefully cultivated. His grandson was given a name that had been passed down, 
through generations of  the Princes of Gwyneth: Rhodri's family. The child was 
named Owen, and he would be  educated, not in England but in France, and raised, 
not in the english Court, or even amongst the elite of Chester, but in the Court of the 
King of France.     
With the debatable account of Rhodri's life still at the forefront of his thoughts, 
Rhiwallon fell into a fitful sleep. When he woke again it was to find that the 
tormenting, testing darkness was still clinging to its hold over the blackness of a night
sky. Through bleary eyes and the dim light of a candle, he saw that the door to his 
room was open wide. He picked up his bag and the candle, and made his way 
downstairs. He was surprised to see that the fire still blazed in the hearth, and that the 
lanterns still glowed. The table had been cleared but a small tray had been placed on 
the table, upon which there were three tankards and a jug of fresh milk. He pulled out
a chair, sat down, and waited.
He could see that outside it was eerily still and black, and even though the fire was lit,
the room seemed cold.
He hadn't noticed anyone entering the room, but as if from nowhere, Llewelyn was 
standing over him. He immediately stood up to face him, and it was then that he 
noticed another man, someone he hadn't seen before. This man was younger than 
Llewelyn, and from his comportment it was hard to hide the fact that they must be 
related. Closely related.
   'Rhiwallon, let me introduce you to my son, Thomas.'
Now, he knew for certain that the 'missing generation' between Rhodri and the child  
he had  claimed was his son, had always been hiding in plain sight.  



He held out his hand to Thomas, who hesitated before taking it in his own. The 
contact between them, was brief. Llewelyn gestured that they should sit down, but 
no-one made a move. 
   'How did you know? Llewelyn asked
   'The idea that Thomas was Rhodri's son never made sense, and so I asked myself 
what other answer could there possibly be and when it occurred to me that you may 
not have died in custody at Bristol  everything else fell into place. Now that I have 
met Thomas, I understand why it had to be a family member who claimed him as his 
own.'
  'Family resemblance was always going to be a potential problem' Llewelyn said.
There was a strained silence around the table and Rhiwallon knew that both men 
were uncomfortable with the situation.
   'But now you have met me'. Thomas said quietly, and although Rhiwallon  sensed 
regret in his voice, he realised the implication of his words. He knew that they would 
do whatever was needed  to protect their homeland and they would show no concern 
for the wellbeing of a stranger, especially one who posed a threat. But at least now 
they would speak plainly.
   'Can I ask you something?' he asked
   'You can ask anything you like.' Llewelyn answered. 
   'Rhodri lived a long life – who was it who cared for him in his later years?
The answer to his question was given without hesitation.
   'His family. in the end we all had a lot to thank him for. Rhodri took his secret with 
him to his grave.'
For these men deception was a way of life, everyday was wrought with  the fear of 
exposure and death, yet for them, the truth was uncomplicated. It was only with the 
passing of time that  truth would become blurred.
They both knew that their progeny, Owen ap Thomas, would carry the weight of their
aspirations on his shoulders. In France he would be embraced as the last heir 
descended from Llewelyn the Great, the welsh prince who had signed the Auld 
Alliance with France, a treaty which still endured. They would know the child as 
Yvain de Galles*. To his own people, he would become an enigma.  
He would fulfill his duty and fight for the french Crown, on behalf of the welsh 
princes, and his forefathers. He would be raised in the Royal Court of the kings  of 
France, and fight alongside the greatest men in that Country, to one end. To set his 
Country free from the chains of tyranny.                                          
Rhiwallon wished with all of his heart that he could share his knowledge of the future
with them, but he could not, and neither could they allow him to jeopardize the cause 
that they held so dear. 
Llewelyn and Thomas saw him as a threat and they could not let him live. He  turned 
away from them, knowing that they would not let him walk away. He never felt the 
weight of the sword upon his head.  
   
 

*Owen of Wales



CHAPTER 9

COLLABORATION
 
Although I had, at first, felt dejected by the decision that had been made, for me to 
leave Bristol, and make my way to Tyntern Abbey, I actually found that my respite 
there had given me much needed time for reflextion, and I began to see things from a 
different perspective. I realised that had I stayed at Bristol, I was in danger of 
becoming lost in the maze that I was  meant to be navigating my way through.  Every
orchestra is in need of a conductor, and Gwenllian knew how and when to guide us.
I had become far too fond of those I had been sent to observe. I see that now, 
Gwenllian had learned much from her own experience of associating with mortals. 
Now, I was ready to leave Tyntern Abbey and I made the decision to make the long 
journey to Kingston upon Hull, on foot.  It was to be my own personal pilgrimage. 
The Abbot, worried about the long journey ahead of me, had given me an old donkey 
named Brutus which they had inherited from a farmer. The friars had not shared a 
happy relationship with the animal, and Brutus tolerated them, barely. He was a noisy
and cantankerous beast, but after the kindness that I had been shown by the friars, I 
felt that it would be impolite of me not to relieve them of their burden. It quickly 
became apparent to me that the old donkey loved to walk, and he did not want to be 
mollycoddled and forced into retirement. He had probably spent his life 
accompanying his master back and forth to the markets, and he wanted to continue to 
be useful. It is not so hard to understand.
Brutus and I quickly adopted a routine that suited us both very well. When I talked, 
he listened and when he felt the need to vent his feelings, I allowed him to heehaw to 
his hearts content, without interruption. He was an old boy, and there were times 
when I could see that he was weary, at those times we would stop and rest. If he 
wanted to continue to stroll along, then I walked beside him. When he sensed that I 
was tired, he came to a stop, and refused to go further.
Our journey from the hills and valleys of Wales to the flat plains of Humbershire, was
one of peace and reflection. My companion had found a place for himself in my 
heart.          
Along the way I chatted unreservedly to Brutus, and I told him that I felt there must 
be a good reason for Gwenllian to send me to Kingston upon Hull. In his company 
the long walk that we were taking was not a weary one, in fact it was proving to be a 
rather pleaseant one. Though the plains that we were now crossing were open and flat
a multitude of local heathers formed  magnificent carpets of colour over the vast 
expanse, and alongside our route hedgerows provided an abundance of hors d'ouvres 
to whet my appetite, my favourite being the sweet amber coloured rubus 
chamaemoros, which tasted rather like raspberries. Thanks to the knowledge that 
Rhiwallon has shared with me I avoided the deceptively named bog rosemary, which 
may look as sweet as a bride's posie, but was nastily noxious. A black widow of a 
plant, rather than a bride. Brutus never complained once about the dewy grass, which 
he obviously found as tasty as any he had nibbled in his native Wales.



I explained to him that the king had granted Hull a Royal Charter, and henceforth it 
had become know as Kingston-upon-Hull, and I told him how the rich merchants had 
taken every advantage of the honour bestowed upon the town. Where, under the 
auspices of King Edward 11, they had become not only rich, but powerful, taking 
offices in government that had previously been the perquisite of the aristocracy. The 
king was well rewarded by their keen power of judgement in monetary and 
commercial matters. Now that his son King Edward 111 was on the throne, the town 
was freed, by Royal Charter from the direct administration of the Crown. Free to 
choose their own mayor, they had chosen, not a wealthy aristocrat, but a rich 
merchant.
The inlets that flowed into the Humber estuary formed  tributaries that flowed into 
the sea, carrying varied and various cargoes. Along the length of the harbour 
merchants bought and sold their wares, largely unencumbered by meddling 
administrators, with the exception of those hired by the mayor. Who, of course, was 
himself a merchant.
The new king, whose youth belied his confidence in his ability to rule his Country 
with an iron grip would ultimately turn his attention to the complicated art of 
commerce. The pen, they say, is mightier than the sword, I would say that it is a wise 
man who knows which one to wield, and which to leave in the hands of others.  
Finally our long journey came to an end and we reached our destination at one of the 
private harbours that had been constructed along the tideway. I rewarded my loyal 
friend with a warm shelter, a bag of oats and a pail of water.
   'There you are Brutus, rest there, I won't be long.'  He pushed his head into me and 
snorted, quietly.
The wooden building in which I had placed him would, I hoped, give him some sense
of familiarity, away from the huge sky, and unending grassland over which he had so 
patiently carried, and accompanied me.
I huddled my shoulders against the cold air which had caught up with us, and I pulled
my cloak around me. The mist made it difficult to focus on surroundings, but I was 
grateful for it allowed me to approach unnoticed towards a group of people huddled 
on the quayside. They were all dressed the same, in long dark cloaks with hoods, they
could easily be mistaken for friars, on their way to France. possibly to visit their 
mother house.
I stood next to one of the group, who turned to speak to me.
   'You shouldn't be here, it's too dangerous.'
For a briefest of moments, I was surprised to find that it was my old friend, Beaman. 
   'Trust me, my friend, I have nothing to fear, and neither have you.' I told him, for 
now I knew why they were here.  
   'Except for the weather, which has taken against us,' 
   'It will change soon enough.' I assured him
 In my long and tranquil journey with Brutus we had both sensed the storm behind us,
while only I had felt that there was a peculiarity in its unwillingness to pass us by.  
Now that it was near, it had started whispering to me, revealing the power and 
intention behind its driving force. 



   'It is good to see you, priest.' Beaman took his hand from under his cloak, I did the 
same, and we held one another in the firm grip of friendship.
   ' I want to introduce you to someone.' he said.
Another one of their party moved towards me and pulled back the hood that had 
covered her face. It was Dionisia.
   'Cadwaladr.' for once, Beaman called me by my name. 'This is Dionisia - my 
daughter.'
I was literally struck dumb. I had never imagined that these two had kept such a 
secret from me'
   'I did not lie about Angharad.' he explained  'she and our child died, but Dionisia 
had already been born.'
   'You brought her to Bristol with you? I asked with incredulity.
   'I left her in Wales with family but as soon as she was old enough, she followed 
me.'
   'Why doesn't that surprise me.' I chuckled
   ' I am afraid that we have another surprise for you.' Dionisia said 
   'Hello priest.'
   I turned to my right and in the fine, hazy rain, I was gazing at a young man I barely 
recognised.'
   'Robyn?        
   'Let me introduce you to my grandson.' Beaman grinned         
   'You deceitful old goat,'  I gasped in amazement.
   'He found his way home priest, just as you said he would.'
   'I will always know where my home is.' his grandson told him, and then he turned 
to me
   'I found something in Bristol.'  
   'And what might that be.'
   ' I found that I was fascinated by the ships that came into port, I studied them 
carefully. The craftsmanhip that it took to build them intrigued me. Owen introduced 
me to the men who were financing the construction of new ships, so I came here to 
Kingston upon Hull.'
   'And you are building ships?
   'I am helping to design them, soon we will transform war at sea.' 
It surprised me greatly that I had not realised who these people really were, but their 
guile had fared them well and I had no complaints about their secrecy. They were 
courageous people and I had been blessed to know them all.
 Dionisia took her son by the arm holding him close.
   'He will come with us to France, the French king has need of more ships. Without 
them he cannot properly protect his country.' She paused and I saw that she was 
worried.
   'We are so close to failure Cadwaladr, the ship cannot sail, because the air is so still'
   'Have faith, all will be well I promise you.'  I assured her. Then I turned my 
attention to Beaman
   'It is time for you to start a new chapter in your life, old friend.'



    'It is time to finish a chapter I started a long time ago,' he smiled and I saw, for 
once, the light of hope in his weary eyes. 
 'My wife is waiting for me aboard the vessel that will take us to France.'
   'You have a wife, is there no end to your subterfuge.' I laughed
   'I married her in France and her name is Emmelise, she is a good woman and she 
has been waiting for me for too long . It is time that her waiting came to an end, and 
mine too.'
   'She will be in France soon enough, all of you will.' I told him
   'But what of the wind.' Dionisia mumbled, and I saw that her anxiety was  
increasing with every passing second.
I had noticed that in the shadows, another figure had been waiting and when he  heard
the conviction in my words he came towards us carrying a child in his arms. I knew 
that the child was named Owen, and that his father was Thomas ap Llewelyn ap 
Dafydd.
   'Take him,' Owen said to Dionisia quietly, as he carefully placed the sleeping child 
into her arms. The child dozed peacefully and I realised that it wasn't only Rhiwallon 
who knew how to use nature's medicines.  
   'Who are you all? I asked Beaman
   'We are the Llaw Goch.'    
    'The Red Hand ' I gasped 'You are waiting for your messiah?
    'No of course we are not waiting for a messiah, we are fighters not dreamers, but 
we are determined that one day our  'MabDaragon'  will land on welsh shores, and he
will be a man of flesh and blood. Not a myth, but a promise faithfully kept.'
    'I wish you well my friend.'  sadly, it was all I could say.
 I could not tell him that one day his greatest wish would come true. The boy that 
Dionisia was holding in her arms would one day make them all proud.  But not in 
Beaman's lifetime. I think that they already knew it, they were not thinking of their 
own future but that of generations to come.
   'Pray for wind,  for without it we are doomed.' Beaman said his voice tinged with 
anxiety.
   ' For once you are not listening my friend, heed the clouds, listen to their sighs, 
your prayers have been answered.'
   'It is time for you to get into the boat.' Owen said with a sudden sense of urgency
He had noticed how the small boat that had been moored against the pier was starting
to bob up and down upon the water, pulling at its tether as the solid mass of clouds 
started to quiver and separate under the pressure of a greater force. The wind that they
had been praying for was sweeping across the sky towards the coast. 
They hurriedly boarded the small vessel and it seemed that in no time at all, they 
were heading down the estuary. They had become engulfed in the darkness that hung 
over the water, and could barely be seen, but I knew that in the  distance a galleon 
was waiting in the squall that swirled around its billowing white sails. I felt such a 
sense of loss, and of pride.
Owen ap Dafydd hadn't left with them and before they were out of sight he was gone,
I knew now that he would head back to that place in Wales, where his brother and his 
nephew were waiting. I stood on the small quayside thinking that I was alone, but 



then I noticed that a lone cloaked figure was waiting in the shadows and I walked 
towards her.
   'Owen will be with his brother before morning.' Gwenllian said.
   'Will they be safe?
   'They have each other, and The House of Gwyneth has survived. No-one can ask for
more.' I knew that she was talking about Dafydd.
   'Do you think that we might go to Annwn now.'
   'Why do you want to do that? she smiled because she knew me so well.
   'I would like to take Brutus there.'
   'He is already there, old man, you must go to France, where someone else is waiting
for you.
I looked out over the estuary and felt a sense of loss that I should not have felt. These 
people were from centuries gone by and they had already taken their passage into 
history, I was sent here and had met them, only by the grace of the mystery that is 
Annwn.
   'What is it that troubles you, old man? Gwenllian asked me
   'It concerns me that there is more to find on this journey of ours, and we are exiting 
the road before we have reached our destination.'
   'But we have done what we came to do, the ship has sailed Cadwaladr, we know 
where it is going, and who is aboard. We must go to France.
Before she could say anymore a man had approached us from the quayside, and it 
was evident from his attire and his composure, that he was no commoner.
   'What of those who are staying behind in a hostile land, with only the dragon tree to
protect them?  He spoke with a quite authority. 
It surprised me that he spoke of the dragon tree and instead of answering him I spoke 
to Gwenllian.
   'He is asking a pertinent question, for was it not you who introduced me to the 
dragon tree, do you know this man ? I asked her
  'I have never met him.'
  'Are we to assume that you are one of those whose genea belongs by right, within its
branches? I asked him. 
  'If you speak of right of descent, then in the eyes of God, certainly I am. Not though,
in the eyes of laws passed by men. Whose opinion do you value most?
   'Not the opinion of those who deem to manipulate that which is incontestible.'
  'I am glad to hear it my friend, and there are many more who feel as you do. Now 
will you introdce me to your beautiful companion.'
   'My name is Gwenllian.' she said, before I could speak  'And may I ask who you 
are?
   'I am Dafydd Goch ap Dafydd and I am the legitimate son of Tangwystl and Dafydd
ap Gruffydd.'  
   'How have you come to be here, and what do you know of the dragon tree.' she 
asked
   'In answer to both of your questions I came here with my brother Owen, who 
knows your companion, and it was my mother who told me of the dragon tree. She 
and my step father were very dilligent regarding my education.'



I noticed that he had referred to Owen as his brother and I had no doubt that 
Gwenllian had too.
  'The cargo being taken to France on the this wet and windy evening, is a precious 
one. I am only one amongst many who came here to ensure that the galleon embarked
safely,'
   'Why would you do that? I asked him 'The cargo you speak of is surely a threat to 
any ambitions you might hold, would it not be better for you, if it does not reach its 
destination?
   'No, not for me, and the truth is that for my children, and their children, the more 
proliferate our descendents are, the more likely we will be to succeed. This ship may 
have sailed, but it is only one ship.'
   'And of course, your mother was a prophetess, and would I be right in suggesting 
that she gave you good councel? Gwenllian asked
   'My mother and step-father gave me many good things to steady me on the course 
of my own stormy voyage.'
   'I would like to have known her.'
   'She was a rare flower, growing in a dark garden.' he said movingly
   'Is it true that she predicted that a succession of ravens would play a part in the re-
emergence of her Country? I asked.  for the legend had often been repeated to me, I 
could not resist asking for confirmation.
   'Yes she predicted that three ravens, born of Urien, would lead Wales to the gates of
victory, and that each would bear the name Owen.'
   'And Urien meaning 'of privelaged birth.'   Gwenllian said.
   'Aah yes.' Dafydd Goch nodded, then he turned towards me
   'And who amongst us decides which of us are deemed to have been born of 
privelaged birth?  He asked
   'The answer to that is incontestible, my friend.'
He laughed loudly and then took me by the hand, squeezing it firmy, but gently.
   'I have done what I came to do, now I must go.'
   'Where will you go now? I asked
   'I will go and watch while others shape destiny.'
   'What then? Gwenllian asked
   'Are you asking me to reveal the Cyfrinachau of the Sybils', he asked teasingly
   'I think that I can make my own prophecy.' she replied seriously.
He looked at her for a long moment and it seemed to me then, that he knew that 
Gwenllian was no ordinary woman. He knew who we were.
   'Tell me Gwenllian, what is it that you have seen, far away, in your magical land.'
   'I have witnesses the safe passage of the first raven.'
   'And what then? He teased her again
   'From my mystical land I have seen the second raven, who will fight under a dragon
banner.'
   'What colour will his banner be?
   'It will be yellow.'
   'My mother would have liked to have known you too, Gwenllian verch Gruffydd, 
Princess of Deheubarth.'



Then he bid us farewell and a horse was brought to him, he mounted it and spurred it 
forward into the misty sea smoke which was rising up from the water, the cold 
icyness of it spreading out over the quayside, choking the air as it tried to break away 
from its frigid grip.
Gwenllian's hood had slipped down onto her shoulders, and her hair was damp. She 
was looking up towards the war-like clouds that stormed the sky.
   'What is it that is troubling you? It was my turn to ask.
   'The universe is so vast, and the mortal world, so small – why is it continually at 
war?
   'I cannot tell you how many times I have asked myself the same question. What I 
do know is that there will always those who want to wage war.' 
  'Then where are those who must surely wish for peace, are they all so weak?
   'Good men are not made powerless because they are weak, they are made weak 
because they are powerless.'  I told her, with a heavy heart. 
   'You were a good king Cadwaladr Fendigaid.' she sighed
  'I was blessed with good people Gwenllian ferch Gruffydd.'
  'Come, she said , putting her arm through mine, it is time for us to go to France.'
  'And what then?
  'We shall see old man, we shall see,'      
   
   
  
   
     
 
    
   
   
    
  



CHAPTER 10

Brocéliande

Brocéliande had become aware of the black caped figure which was approaching, and
knew that it was neither a mortal, or deadless being. The forest called for her spirits, 
and they came, bringing with them a screaming blaze of brimstone with which to halt
the progress of the unknown entity.
   'Do not enter here.' they shrieked a warning.
Death awaited any foe that would  dare to embark upon the infinite battle that endures
beyond the mortal realm, and yet, in the howling tempest that had been set against the
unknown being, the silken pelisse that adorned it, did not move. Not an inch; and the 
mask that hid the face beneath remained as secure as a second skin.
The branches of the tetchy trees transformed themselves into arrows, aimed with 
perfect precision, but they could not penetrate the mantel of magic that brushed them 
aside with ease. Howling like Hades the tempest tore up the trembling timbers of the 
forest and heaved them ferociously across the leaf covered soil, leaving their torn 
roots to rot where they lay. This had become no small battle of one deadless being 
against the spirits, Brocéliande needed more power and so earth igniting fireballs 
were commanded, to still, to stall, or to stop the march of progress of a being which 
had been advancing uninpeded. The formidable figure did not stop or even hesitate 
when it had reached the point where its destruction seemed to be the only resolution.
Suddenly, without warning, the apparition disappeared. It was not defeated, nor was it
afraid. It had reached its destination. The Chateau de l'Ombre.
Inside the chateau, behind the solid wooden shutters that covered every window, a 
man lay sleeping in a bedchamber that was cool now, because the once blazing fire 
had disintegrated to cold soft ash.
An ornately carved four poster bed stood next to the fireplace, it was draped with 
heavy blue curtains flecked with gold, that had been left open. On the bed lay the 
solitary figure of a man who was sleeping, undisturbed by the assault taking place 
outside.
Unearthly spirits continued their wailing, spitting venomously at the bulky volets that
were holding back the tempest that rattled them like old bones. The black shadow  
passed through them as though they did not exist, and once in the room it stood next 
to the bed, silently studying the unmoving form.  The man who lay there had been 
born of mortals, but Brocéliande had made him who he was, and what he had 
become, as a man. 
These same  spirits had once sent a soothsayer to convince his mother that her son 
had been born for greatness, but the contemptous woman would not heed their 
prophecy, and so, the mystical forest had adopted an unloved and unwanted child, 
and prepared him for greatness.
Bertrand Du Guesclin became Connetable de France, the most powerful man in the 
kingdom, second only to the king.



The wilfull child who once fought anyone who dared to challenge him, had been 
trained to fight alongside the great noblemen of France. Now, he commanded them. 
The obstinate, unruly boy that he had once been had honed the skills that came 
naturally to him. He understood bullies and he knew how to challenge and overcome 
oppression.
He had been charged with saving his Kingdom from an enemy that he saw as 
barbarous, and Du Guesclin did as he was asked. As was his wont, he did it in his 
own determined way.  He stripped his army of their finery and he dispossessed them 
of their chivalric principles. There was, he had told them, no place for chivalry on the
battlefield, when faced with an enemy who desired victory at any cost. They had to 
accept that retreat was not always defeat, but part of a battle plan, a ruse to draw the 
enemy into an ambush. To hit and run was a necessary tactic to avoid  the losses that, 
if incurred, would ensure that there was no possibility of hitting again. It was more 
prudent to live to fight another day, another battle.
For Du Guesclin his promotion was not an ambition achieved, but a destiny fulflled.
There were those who fought under his leadership, who held onto their own dream of 
destiny fulfilled, and one such man was a welshman who had been raised in the 
Royal Court of King Philippe V1 de Valois of France.  The french called the 
welshman Yvain de Galles, but to his people he was Owen of Wales, the last heir of 
their ruling House of Gwyneth.
When Yvain was just ten years old, King Edward 111 of England had announced 
himself as King of France by right of descent through his mother. By that time a ship 
had already sailed to France, with the child who heir to the House of Gwyneth on 
board. Yvain had been placed in the care of Charles 11 Duc d'Alencon, the man who 
was instrumental in ensuring that King Edward 111 of England would never be 
crowned king of France. The french people, he declared, would be ruled by a french 
king.
The war which came to be known as “The Hundred Year War”, had started, and 
France was unprepared for the strength and brutal determination of the english 
invasion force. The Country and the its people were subjected to a brutal barrage of 
attacks which left the countryside and the population shattered by its ferocity. It was a
spearhead that had once struck at the heart of the welsh people, and brought them to 
the point of total annihilation.
The English defeated the French at Crecy, they took Calais, and at the battle of 
Poitiers the French King John 11 was taken prisoner.
During his early years in France under the tutelage of Charles 11 Duc d'Alencon, 
Yvain had received a classic military education, becoming a chevalier in the king's 
army. At the request of King John 11, he had been promoted to head a certain group 
of the king's men-at-arms. It was a position of trust awarded by the King of France.
King John 11, was a man of peace not war, and it was during his reign that a  treaty 
was signed between England and France. During this lull in hostilities Yvain returned 
to Wales. But peace between the two countries did not last and when Yvain returned 
to France, as he had promised to do,it was to command his own fleet of ships under 
the flag of the french king.  At a chateau in Champagne, he met with another welsh 
soldier whose name was Ieuan Wyn. Their families had been closely associated for 



generations and now they would fight together again, when Wyn switched his 
allegiance from the english king, and joined Yvain. For the first time in a long time. 
he could fight for the good of his own country, Wales.
By this time hostilities between France and England had resumed. King John 11, had 
died, and the Crown of France had passed to his son, King Charles V . He had ruled 
at the head of the French Monarchy while his father had been held in captivity in 
England. With the death of his father, in the custody of King Edward 111, Charles 
became king. For his people, the tide was about to turn.
The man who lay sleeping, as the storm raged, was largely responsible for the reverse
of fortunes which would see King Charles V, a ruler who was ready for war, regain 
much of his kingdom. 
At his bedside, at Brocéliande, the mysterious figure removed its hood and mask. 
With just a glance, the cold embers of the fire burst into flame and every lamp in the 
room radiated with light. At that very moment, the man who had been lying so still, 
suddenly moved with the agility of a lynx.  He reached up and caught the intruder by 
the throat, pulling the face close to his own, with a grip of iron.
   'Sacre Bleu' he exclaimed, almost loosening his grip.'What in God's name are you?  
He was looking into eyes that were tiny sunflowers.
   'I am Blodeuwedd.' she said as she effortlessely removed his hands from her throat. 
Her voice was as sweet as honey.
   'You say that in a manner which implies that I should know what kind of she devil 
you are' he growled.
She smiled as she looked at the man they called “The Black Dog of Brocéliande”.
She did not answer him, but within an instant, he knew her. She was a woman made 
of flowers, damned to be given to a man who himself had been cursed never to know 
the love of a woman of flesh and blood. When she had tried to escape the world in 
which she had been trapped, she had been caught, and as punishment, a spell had 
been placed upon her.  At night, Blodeuwedd became a tiny white owl, doomed to 
live her life in the witching hours, between dark and light. 
   'Is that why you have come to me at night, and why you so easily dispensed with 
the spirits of the wood?
She smiled at him, her beautiful face filled with tenderness, and he asked himself 
how could there possibly be no light when she was near.
   'I have been released from my curse Bertrand Du Guesclin, now I am free to be 
whomever or whatever I choose to be, and I choose to go out into the world to seek 
out all of the goodness and kindness that others fail to see.'
   'And yet your magic has to be awesome to be powerful enough to withstand the 
rage of the forest.'
   'Brocéliande exists to protect those it cares for, so it could not hurt me, because we 
are the same.'
She had mesmerised him so completely that he hadn't realised that the fury which had
surrounded the Chateau d' l'Ombre, had ceased. 
As he sat up on the bed she moved away from him towards the window that had 
remained closed and shuttered.  When she approached, the heavy wooden protectors 



opened to let moonlight shine into the room. He saw that she was quite magnificent, 
she was unearthly, but a woman nevertheless.
   'Remove your cloak Blodeuwedd, for the temperature in the room is rising.' he said 
with a sparkle in his eyes.
He was wearing only a nightshirt, and she raised her eyebrow.
He laughed, a loud raucous laugh. 
   'Be grateful for the cold wind outside, for without it I may have gone to my bed as 
nature made me.'
She studied him closely. He was not a tall man but he was muscular. His skin had a 
healthy exotic glow that favoured his dark eyes. While he was not handsome, he 
emanated an unrestrained energy that was captivating. He had a cavalier nature, and 
he was not a man impressed by the flipperies of  finery.
He had been watching her as she studied him and knew that the thought of his 
nakedness would not embarrass her, she was a child of nature and as such she saw 
beauty where others could not.
He thought then of Typhain, his wife. He knew what it felt like to be blessed by the 
love of a good woman and Typhain, like Blodeuwedd, was at ease with his earthy 
manner and the fact that he was unencumbered by the starchiness of etiquette. These 
two were both so different to the mother who had refused to hold him in her arms 
after his birth, because the son she had just born disappointed her.  
   'Then the loss was hers, and she was not the mother that she should have been.' 
Blodeuwedd said.
   'You can read my mind?
   'I can read your heart, Bertrand Du Guesclin.'
   'Where have you come from? he asked 'What do you want of me?
   'I want you to tell me about the chevalier whom you know as Yvain de Galles.'
   'What can I tell you, for I suspect that you know more than I do.'
   'You can tell me why you trust him when his own king calls him traitor, and has 
ordered his death.'
He thought for a while before answering because the question was a complicated one.
  'The Plantaganet king should know only too well about treachery for  the Crown that
he wears was wrested from the head of his own father.' he answerd, finally
   'And now he covets another Crown.' Blodeuwedd said
   'He will not take it while I still breath.'
   'Why do you think that Yvain fights for your king?
   'To give his own countrymen hope.' he replied
   'The English king will never allow his name to pass into legend.'  the tone of her 
voice was tinged with sadness.
   'Is that what you want, that he should pass into legend?
 She saw that he was disappointed in her.
   'No, I want his true ancestry to be acclaimed, not shrouded in deception.'
Now he realised that for Blodeuwedd this was much more personal than she would 
admit, this quest of hers was not only about Yvain, but about someone else.



   'You know that three kings of France have played a part in his advancement.' he 
told her ' He is important to France, because he is important to the  welsh people. My 
king knows who he is, as do those who sent you here.'
She looked up at the man who had forced the invaders into retreat. He had done so by
placing his trust, not only in his own countrymen, but in men like Yvain and Ieuan 
Wyn.
   'He and his supporters are simply the vanguard, but others will follow him.' he told 
her '  Unfortunately they too will need to be shrouded in ambiguity, not only to 
protect themselves, but to protect those who are risking their lives for them. If their 
endeavours lead to re-establishing their right to exist, then one day, they will all 
become legends.'
Blodeuwedd was aware that rivers of blood would continue to flow, when even now 
the english king could not count on those welshman who were being forcibly 
recruited to fight for him. The sins of his fathers were coming back to haunt him. She 
knew too, that one day, in the not so distant future, there would be no more Bertrand 
Du Guesclin, no King Charles V, and no Yvain de Galles, but there would be another 
Owen. He too would claim his descendency from the House of Gwyneth, and the 
Welsh people would proclaim him as their prince. He was Owain Glyn Dwr.
Gwenllian had shown Cadwaladr how the Dragon Tree survives in its inhospitable 
climate, protecting the creatures that belong within its branches, hiding them from an 
outside world, that would harm them. The tree had safeguarded its charges from one 
generation to the next.      
Blodeuwedd knew that the nation which had once so proudly held aloft its Red 
Dragon Standard of Cadwaladr, would see the end of the Hundred Year War, and the 
beginning of the war of Two Roses.
Over those rivers of blood, a ship would one day set sail from France towards the 
welsh coast and at the end of the final battle there would be one King, and one 
Crown.
   'What are you thinking about Blodeuwedd?
She could not tell him about the future. He was not a complex man, but he was a 
clever one, and his appearance concealed the fact that there was so much more to him
than his mother had wanted to see. How could she not have seen. 
   'I am wondering if the world will ever change,' she said sadly
   'It is up to us to change it,' he replied.
   'Then perhaps there is hope,' 
She stood up to leave and he leaned over and kissed her hand, graciously. 
It was time for her to depart, and as she did so, the flames in the hearth became a faint
glow, and the light from the lamps dwindled into darkness, as sleep once more 
embraced Bertrand Du Guesclin.
She stepped out into the forest, and observed how the trees dripped droplets of drizzle
that sparkled in the luminescence of the moon. She stepped forward and her cloak 
slipped from her shoulders onto the forest floor, the dress that clung so closely to her 
body fell onto the soft wet soil that seeped through her toes. Close by she could hear 
the wash of the waterfall as it splashed into the lagoon that languished amongst the 
laurels, the oaks, the ash and all of the living woodland that caressed her and reached 



out to touch her, as she metamorphosised into the being that she was created to be. 
Her fingers, supple saplings, stretched out and entwined themselves around the living
essence of the forest. She could interpret the birdsong, and understand the twittering 
of the tiny creatures who hurried and scurried around her. The whole world was 
chattering and the universe was alive with the language of stars.
 At the centre of the Cosmos,Yggdrasil, the sacred tree of Norse mythology was 
struggling to survive, and Blodeuwedd sensed the anguish of the Norns who were 
constantly endeavouring to nourish it, so that it did not succumb to the creatures who 
lived within its branches, determined to destroy the sacred tree. At its base, Nidhogg 
the snake, gnawed at the roots. Ratatoskr the squirrel, who, in his role as emissary, 
should have  been trying to bring peace between Nidhogg at the base, and the eagle at
the summit of Yggdrasil, scurried back and forth between them, spreading lies and 
deceit.  The Norsemen believed that when the tree trembles, it will signal the arrival 
of Ragnarok. The destruction of the Universe.     
The eagles that glided above Broceliand shrieked, but the nameless eagle that sat at 
the summit of Yggdrasil stayed silent. Watching, and waiting.
Blodeuwedd stepped into the water and waded towards the waterfall and when she 
entered the deluge that washed over her, she cried. As the sound and the touch of 
nature, in its purest form, penetrated every part of her body, she had never felt so 
much a part of nature, of life, and of the universe. This was no curse, she  realised, 
this was a gift. She belonged here. Brocéliande was showing her that someone had to 
take a message out into the worlds that surrounded Yggtrasil and tell them that 
mythology is not always fantasy, that its roots are bedded in the truth.The snakes, the 
squirrels and the eagles all exist in the realm we call reality: masked they may be, but
they are there for all to see, if we choose to look. Mankind cannot continue to ignore 
the warnings. Blodeuwedd had seen the future of her worlds.
She thought of  Bertrand Du Guesclin, and knew that when he awoke, she would be 
lost from his memory, but he was one amongst those who had aroused her 
compassion, and she could not walk away without leaving him with an image that 
would stay in his heart forever, and so she placed a memory deep in his subconscious,
to tantalize and to comfort him.
So it was, that in the morning, when he woke, Bertrand Du Guesclin made his way 
downstairs where, in the  great hallway, Florence, who ran his household with such 
skill and pride was standing in front of a long narrow table, set against the wall 
opposite the great stairway. She was looking at the wall above the table and seemed 
to be mystified.
   'What is it that puzzles you Florence ? he asked
   'It is the painting Sire, I swear it wasn't there last night when I went to my bed,'
Du Guesclin came to stand beside her and he saw that hanging above the table, just as
she said, was a painting.
He was astonished at the distinctive style of the unknown artist who had painted a 
meadow full of wildflowers, set amongst a sweep of summits that were encircled by a
scarlet sky that fused them all into one perfect dawn. It was the most exquisite work 
of art that he had ever seen. Somehow he knew that it had been created for him alone.



Florence looked at him as he studied the work closely, his hooded eyelids almost 
closed as he focused on the minute detail of every delicate brush stroke.
   'Do you see a woman amongst the flowers, Florence? he asked
She was surprised by his question, but thought that perhaps he could see something 
that she could not, so she too looked more closely. She could see no woman amongst 
the multitude of blossoms, but she felt that there was something otherworldly about 
the image painted on the canvas.
   'No sire.' she said, as she stepped away from the strange work of art 'but I think that 
the artist has used his skill to create trickery.'         
Bertrande Du Guesclin knew that despite the fact that Florence could not see it, that 
there was within the mysterious masterpiece a contour of colour that drifted like an 
ethereal, delicate memory, skillfully suffused into the strong and vibrant image of 
flowers. The work of art had been manipulated with incredible finesse, to veil the 
secret of its creation.    
Blodeuwedd was telling him, that she would never be far from Brocéliande.
 

            
 
                                                          
              

                                              
  



CHAPTER 11

THE ODYSSEY

The hounds that I had heard baying on the day that Gwyn ap Nudd had come for me, 
now lay in the warm sunshine, dozing peacefully. Amongst them is Gelert, who is 
never far from Gwenllian. He is her ever faithful and constant companion. Now of 
course, I have old Brutus, but he is in his new home at Annwn where hopefully, he is 
behaving himself for once.
We have all come so far on this journey of ours and along the way we have been 
guided by an unseen, but ever present hand that had gently steered us away from 
taking a wrong path.
We are at the end of an odyssey that has brought us so much further than we had 
anticipated and we have met with brave people who had no ambition other than to 
keep the embers of their nation burning, so that it would not disappear into the sea of 
bloodshed that had overwhelmed it.
Now we are in France, at a chateau settled next to the banks of the magical Loire 
river. From where we stand the winding witching water is becalmed in a translucent 
haze that seems to be perpetually draped over it, enhancing the mysterious mien 
which seems to caress her in a besom of air that softens her colour to a pale hue.
Where else, I wondered could the kings and dauphins of France command such 
homage to themselves.
They had taken vanity and turned it into an art form, and brought it here with them, to
one of the most exquisite places on earth. They had created their magnificent 
chateaux, and aggrandized them by composing gardens that played like music to the 
watching patron, that is nature.
Those architects, with their pretty frills and painted faces, had preened and postured 
with artful arrogance while creating a masterpiece. It could have been faux, indeed it 
should have been faux, but nature had accepted their presence and had embraced their
precociousness. She had made their concepts her own, and it was enchanting. She 
watched as they skillfully trimmed topiarus, painstakingly teasing them into almost 
lifelike creations; nature tamed by man, not fighting, but embracing a transformation 
which created  even greater harmony between them. Celebrating their differences.
Elegantly paraded upon terraced lawns were white marble fountains, each one 
majestic, labyrinthine and unique. Complex and intricate in design they contrasted 
starkly, while harmonising perfectly, with the long uncomplicated natural lawned 
galleries that stepped down to the edge of the river. There, the river softly touched the
dewy grass and sipped its life giving dew, changing the pale hue of the water where it
hugged the grassy bank,  into a vivid shade of sea-foam green: nature had after all, 
created those wonders that had brought this place to life, and she would add those 
touches that would make it truly exotic.
Pure white peacocks strolled regally amongst the topiarus and the fountains. Colour 
here had been used minimally to create maximum effect, and their designs elevated 
pleasure to another far higher stratum.



It was in France that the Cistercian friars had first transpired to unite with the natural 
world, and if Strata Florida Abbey could be in no other place than the Mynoedded 
Cambria, in Wales, then her mother house could be in no other place, than the 
kingdom of the French Kings.
While my thoughts lingered,  I was quietly brought out of my reverie by a slight 
touch on my shoulder.
   'It is good to see you again, old friend.'
Gwyn ap Nudd had returned to be with us for a short while, and the sight of my 
dearest friend filled my heart with joy. I took his hands in mine and clasped them 
tightly, and as I did so, I heard the voice of another old friend.
   'Where are all the flowers, where is all the colour. What is a garden without 
radiance? 
I was gladdened to see that Rhiwallon was walking towards us along the length of the
terrace which overlooked the magnificent gardens. As he strolled leisurely, he was 
observing every small detail of the immaculate  parc that surrounded the chateau. In 
answer to his question radiantly coloured fairy lights materialised framing the terrace 
in an avenue of artificial colour. He stopped at once, raising his arms in defeat.
   'I admit it I was wrong, please take them away.'  he cried out in mock horror.
In a blink of an eye they were gone, replaced by translucent crystal droplets that 
blended perfectly with the soft blush of approaching dusk. 
It was good to see him again, for we had both undertaken a journey through a period 
in history that had been afflicted not only by war, but by drought, famine and 
pestilence and it has been hard to forget the image of the poor souls, who had been 
forced to live through those terrible times. Yet so many of them had managed to 
somehow hold onto the hope that a better future lay over the horizon. We had been 
privileged to find amongst the scarred remains of unrelenting conflict, so many brave 
and steadfast people who had shown us the way through a maze that had at times, 
seemed too overgrown by the passing of time to let us through. When all seemed 
hopeless, we were heralded from the depths by the voice of a man whom in life had 
seemed to have no voice, and yet to our surprise it was he who showed us that we 
hadn't reached the end of our journey, we were only at the beginning. That man was 
Rhodri ap Gruffydd.
How did we get to this place that is so far removed from the harbour where Dionisia 
had told me that I was looking in the wrong place for the answer to my questions?
I know that if I had stayed amongst the manic mayhem of life in a medieval melting 
pot like Bristol, I would have risked losing my way completely. Now I realise that I 
have become  far removed from the king I was once was, when I lived my life in the 
mortal world.
That is why Gwenllian had taken me from the harbour and sent me to a haven.
In truth the answers I needed, were to be found, not amongst commoners or kings, 
but within those religious orders which were at the heart of every community. If there
was a deafening silence at Bristol, it was amongst those who knew their king well, 
and had learned how to avoid his “dead hand”.  



Amongst them, was the Order of the Dominicans. They had been charged with the 
duty to perform the obsequies for Llewelyn, the son of Dafydd ap Gruffydd, when the
king was in France and his kingdom was in chaos.
In the dark recess of my mind, I could almost hear the Gregorian Prayer being 
delivered by those charged with the task of bringing God to his people. They 
achieved their fait accompli with glorious grace.

   'To thee we confess 
    Our sins admitted
    With a contrite heart
    We reveal things hidden
    By thy kindness O' redeemer
    Overlook them'

  'The innocent siezed
   Not refusing to be led
   Condemned by false witness
   Because of imperious men
   Oh Christ keep safe those
   Whom though has redeemed.'

The Dominicans were an order dedicated, not the rich, but to the poor, and it was in 
the shires and villages that they collected their donations. Something that hadn't gone 
unnoticed by the king, who was obsessively suspicious of them. He had tried without 
success to replace their Abbot, and having thwarted his attempts they were often at 
odds with him, as was family of the man who had helped to found the order, Simon 
de Montfort.
The Dominicans, the de Montforts and the House of Gwyneth had been intrinsically 
linked during the reign of Llewelyn ap Gruffydd, Prince of Wales. So strong was their
bond that Eleanor de Monfort had been betrothed to Llewelyn when she was still a 
child. The thought of their union enraged the king, who saw it as a threat to the 
security of his reign. When Eleanor de Montfort's father was killed by the king's 
forces at the Battle of Evesham, the child was taken by her mother to the Dominican 
Abbey at Montargis in France, which had been founded by Amice de Montfort. She 
was raised there, until her mother fulfilled the promise made to Llewelyn and sent her
daughter back to his land, where she would be crowned Princess of Wales
King Edward 1 vowed to destroy Llewelyn and crush the Montfortian legacy, that 
still endured. It is not as easy to kill a dream, as it is to kill a man. The king never 
leaned that lesson. 
Dafydd ap Gruffydd had warned of the  'inveterate hatred' of King Eward 1 in the 
months before Prince Llewelyn had been killed and Dafydd himself was torured and 
executed. 
The defeat of the welsh nation, the near destruction of an ancient civilisation and the 
demonizing of a prince made to shoulder the heavy and unrelenting weight of 



responsibility for centuries, was a pandoras box which was waiting to be opened, and 
we had dared to lift the lid.
 The path through the maze had started to lead us towards the crossroads where all 
roads would meet. Just as Rhiwallon had said.
He and I are both men of a pacific nature, albeit that my outlook on life has become a
spiritual one, while Rhiwallon on the other hand, is a healer and an apothecary.  
However we both understand well the malaise of an ailing body, just as we 
understand the bitterness of  a vengeful heart. On our journey we have met with both.
Gwenllian was confident that his inquisitive and enlightened approach would fare 
him well when dealing with men who were leading complex and secretive lives. She 
understood his impregnability and because of her trust in him, he had not only steered
us out of the maze, but had focused our minds upon the noble resourcefulness of a 
disparate assemblage of men and women, of all creeds, beliefs, and nationalities, who
had come together, under one objective. Change.
Whatever their different reasons, or status, they had all worked towards the same 
goal; a world with less bloodshed, less hunger, less greed, and poverty. They knew 
that there was only one way to achieve their aim: the end of the autocratic and 
destructive Plantaganet Dynasty.
Undoubtedly, after the unsustained annihilation of welsh resistance to his rule, the 
Plantaganet king had not seen the sons of Dafydd ap Gruffydd and Tangwystl as a 
threat to his reign. They had been made to suffer the indignity and dishonour of 
imposed illegitimacy, and thereafter the king was not concerned with them. 
Nevertheless in Welsh law illegitimacy was not a contentious issue and certainly  
illegitimacy invoked by decree would in itself be seen as unlawful. Their own laws 
established centuries before Plantaganet rule would not be easily abandoned by the 
welsh people. 
As a result of the king's irreverence for welsh law,  the convenient custom of imposed
illegitimacy became of invaluable benefit to the welsh. With Llewelyn ap Dafydd 
freed from his prison at Bristol, the House of Gwynedd had increased their 
prerogatives substantially. He was a son of Gwyneth, with a mixed bloodline. His 
half brothers bloodlines were pure welsh, and by welsh law they too were legitimate. 
There was more than one ship to sail across stormy seas.   
Rhiwallon and I had been individually searching through shadows, and while once 
we had seemed to be blindly stumbling into ever more obstacles eventually we had   
found that we were heading in the same direction. We had each validated the findings
of the other, which was exactly what Gwenllian had needed us to do.    
Dafydd ap Gruffydd has born a heavy burden for the part he played in the infernal 
eclipse that had been wrought upon his Country. Yet the welsh nation still exists 
today because its people refused to abandon their ancient heritage. To those 
raconteurs who consistently annihilate Wales from the history of the United Kingdom
I would remind them that the stars are still there, even when they can't be seen. 
That thought, now made me wonder about something that had given me some cause 
for concern. I had neither seen nor heard anything from Blodeuwedd. I looked around
at those who have become my family and saw that  Amrys and Dafydd had joined us, 
a camaraderie had developed between the two men, which was a joy to behold. 



Dafydd proved to be the one person who could understand the internal struggle that 
Amrys had fought with the demons that haunted him, it was fortuitous that in trying 
to break down the protective wall that Amrys had constructed around himself Dafydd 
had finally talked to another man, another soldier, about his own doubts, and his own 
demons. Now, on the banks of the Loire river, for once, war and death was put behind
them as the two men relaxed together in this harmonious setting.
   'I rather like your son Dafydd, despite the fact that he despatched me with such 
lethal efficency.' Rhiwallon grinned, and rubbed his neck.
  'I rather like him too.'  Dafydd smiled.
There was no doubt that for those of us who had gathered together in this place, it 
wouldn't rain or snow or be too hot or too cold, the climate this evening was as 
perfect as the surroundings: and yet something disturbed me. If anyone else was as 
puzzled by Blodeuwedd's absence, as I was, then they were saying nothing. I had 
noticed that Gwyn ap Nudd and Gwenllian looked often towards the gently rippling 
river that idled lazily past us. Were they too, wondering where she was.
The time for us to leave was drawing ever nearer, and the sun had begun to set when 
in the fountain that was nearest to us, the water that sparkled like diamonds in the 
half-light suddenly spluttered and sprayed splendidly skyward, forming a most 
magnificent aquatic arch that hung above its scource.  At the same time the white 
marble dolphins that framed the centre piece of the intricate design came to life and 
started to play, as though they were in the ocean and not suspended in the warm air 
and crystal clear water of a fountain. They leapt and squealed in delight, and as we 
watched in wonder, a shower of pure white butterflies flew up and fluttered silently 
around us. The spray became a million dewy droplets that unified and from them a  
silhouette emerged and the fluid crystalized shape of a woman moved slowly towards
us. The tiny beads of water that clung to her were transforming into minute 
silkworms that danced around her, singing, laughing and weaving their fine silk 
thread to create a dress that was a vision of breathtaking loveliness that was part her 
and part nature. One by one, as they completed their work to the delicate gown, the 
silkworms disappeared into the twilight as the being finally reverted to human form.  
Behind her the dolphins came to rest and were silent and still. 
In the softness of the evening air we heard Brocéliande whisper farewell to 
Blodeuwedd.  Her lips once pale, were red now, and her sunflower eyes glowed 
brighter with the diminishing sun, as she gracefully climbed the white marble steps 
that led her back to us.
   'Gwyn ap Nudd' she said, her voice as soft as sighs.
He held his arms out to her and she went to him. Unlike anyone else he had ever 
cared for he was her father and she was his child. He had found her amongst the 
ancient pages of a dusty book where once her tears had dried on the parchment before
they could form. He had brought her to Annwn because he knew that this being, 
created a woman, had never known childhood. So Gwyn-ap-Nudd had released her 
from a life lived in the darkness of an ink tipped quill and given her a home amongst 
us. 
 For her, he was the father she had never known, and for all of us she was the light 
that shone amongst us, even in the darkest of times.



   'I thought that Brocéliande would take you from us.'  he said, and for the first time 
since I have known him, I saw tears in his eyes. 
   'And you would have let me go, if it was what I wanted.' 
 It was a statement, not a question.
   'Yes, of course I would, though it would have broken my heart.'
   'Then how could I leave? for I could never find it in my heart to cause you pain.'  
He held her close to him, but when Dafydd came to her side she eased away, and  
went to him. They stood, not touching one another, but so close that the softest breath
of air could not pass between their lips. In her eyes the sun shone, even though 
twilight was embracing the world around them, and when I looked at Dafydd the 
sadness that I had also seen in his son, at Bristol, was gone now.
   'Dafydd.'  She whispered and his name was all that he needed to hear.  
He understood that at Brocéliande she had become one with an essence that had taken
her, and joined with her in a way that nothing or no-one ever could. Yet he had never 
doubted for a moment, that she would come back.        
      'How did you know?  she asked
   'Because you stayed with me in the blackness, when I could not face what I had 
done, and I knew that you would not leave me now that you have become the sun that
brings light into my life'
   'There was another reason that I could not stay there' she said
   'Tell me Blodeuwedd.'  he said, even though he knew the answer.
   'Because you were not there.' 
It was a moment in time that I will always remember no matter where our journey 
takes us. We have always been close companions, but now more than ever I believe 
that we belong together and even though Gwyn ap Nudd has been called to lead those
who must confront the problems that have brought mankind to the brink of a 
catastrophic disaster, he too, will always be a part of us.
We know only too well that he is here now because the future that we had always 
feared is almost upon us, and that mankind which has so often failed to live in peace  
is failing again. 
It is time  for Amrys to leave us and go back to the real world. Though he may forget 
us, we will never forget him. When he stepped into the  portal that led him to our 
world he left behind a place whose people have given too little thought to the damage
they have wreaked upon the planet which sustains their very existence. There are 
those who raise the alarm and warn about the risks of pollution, deforestation, and of 
a rising population that demands too much, and gives back too little. Too few listen. 
and too many mock. Now Amrys must join those who will stand up and demand  that 
their leaders heed the warnings. At Annwn, he has witnessed their future, a world that
will experience a global pandemic, and which is still fighting wars that should have 
been eliminated long ago. Now he must return to the time when he stepped through 
the portal, and take the knowledge that we have given him forward, into his future.  
Annwn has shown him a planet whose inhabitants are rapidly losing control of their 
environment and who will realise too late that plagues and pandemics, on a 
momentous scale, are not an ancient phenomenon, but an ever present part of nature. 
Its people must unite in peace. 



There has to come a time when everyone will realise that they have to learn to live in 
harmony with their surroundings, and each other. The lessons of the past must be 
learned, and wars must be vanquished.  Peace is not a privilege, it is a basic human 
right.           
Blodeuwedd has seen the sacred tree at the centre of the Cosmos, and Amrys has seen
the future of his world. There are no more illusions. Myth and reality are set to 
abridge the void that separates them.  If they touch, Yggdrasil will tremble, and 
Ragnarok will come.
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