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HISTORICAL NOTE
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THE CASTLE
&

DON QUIXOTE might well have recognized in the gaunt piebad horse
that carried young Rhisiart down that winding track towards the river
Dee a true cousin of Rosinante's. Like Rosinante he was as much of a
personality as his master; and like Rosinante he was burdened with
a strange assemblage of unusual objects.

One of these objects was a heavy crusader's sword, at that time com-
pletely out of date; while another, contrasting oddly with this old-
fashioned weapon, was a trim leather case such as Disputants at the
’University of Oxford were wont to carry, packed so full with parch-
ment—covered manuscripts that any inquisitive stranger under the
Excuse of caressing Master Rhisiart's steed might, had he been able to
read, have deciphered between the gilded straps, fragments of a Latin
that clearly was not the Latin of the Church.

Master Rhisian had aso burdened his powerful but odd-looking
seed with a huge bundle of a young man's changes of raiment,
wrapped up in what might have been taken for—and in actual truth
was—a thick bed-cover of well-worn sheepskin, better adapted to a
scholar's wintry nights at Oxford than to the hot June sun that just
then beat down upon it.

But this was not all; for firmly attached to the shegpskin bundle was
an object that flung back the blazing sun in a thousand fiery points as
the horse moved, an object that needed no very close inspection to re-
ved itself as a light mail-jacket of polished metal formed of a number
of loosely-riveted links.

Rhrsiart was certainly not a good-looking or a particularly sociable-
looking youth, and yet neither at Oxford nor on his dow journey north-
west had his extreme self-consciousness, though a far touchier medium
for impressions than superficially appeared, suffered many rebuffsfrom

3



4 OWEN GLENDOWER

strangers. This may have been due to something dangerous about the
gleam of his dark eyes, but it was no doubt aso the effect of a large
aquiline nose, a feature which the rank and file of that epoch had come
by bitter experience to regard as a sign of noble, if not predatory blood.

Save for the antique sword and the coat of cham-armour fastened
to his sheepskin bundle, the youth's appearance would have passed
for that of a well-born scholar, a novice perhaps of some religious house,
though this latter possibility was made unlikely by the fact that in his,
leathern belt, next to what was clearly a well-filled wallet, was stuck a
rather vicious-looking dagger.

"How soon, how soon shall | seeit?" had been the refrain of Rhisiart's
thoughts ever since he left behind him the towering battlements of
Chirk. This desire of the young scholar's heart had nothing to do, as
might have been expected, with his first sight of the sacred river. It
was a more personal and more inflammable craving than could be
satisfied by any merely historic encounter.

Ever since his earliest childhood he had longed for the moment that
was now approaching—the moment when with his own eyes he would
see that ruined castle on the sharp-pointed hill, where his traitor-an-
cestor had died, the besiegers baffled, but the man's own heart broken
by his fearful remorse. His own particular ancestor had been this
princely traitor's bastard; but for several generations his immediate
family, oblivious to this double "bar sinister,” had been devoted servants
of the Sheriff of Hereford in a semi-legal, semi-officia role.

This old piebald horse, of which he had been permitted by his mother
to take possession, was the last of a sequence of such beasts on which
it had been the fancy of the pageant-loving sheriffs of Hereford to
mount their clerkly assistants; and it had needed all that Rhisiart's
hooked nose and flashing eyes could do to quell in mid-speech many
broad-mouthed jests at the expense of this pride of Hereford town.

Indeed, so peculiar did the horse look that the prentices of Welsh-
pool, encouraged by the presence of a group of idle bowmen from
Lord Charlton's Castle, had raised the cry of "Mummers' as he
stopped to buy a capful of strawberries in that pleasant market.

It was clear that Master Rhisiart's mind was agitated by more than
one emotion as he followed his sinuous path through the scattered
patches of hazels and the verdurous park-glades with their clumps of
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freshly-green beeches, and through al the ferny hollows full of rabbits
and grass-snakes, that the ruling Fitz-Alan in his grandiose way was
wont to speak of as "our Forest of "Chirk."

The young man kept swinging round in his saddle, causing the
more warlike portion of his baggage to jingle so sharply that any
horse but Griffin would have been serioudly disturbed. Then he would
bring him to a complete standstill, and with his own neck so twisted
round that he resembled those unfortunates m the Inferno, upon whom
the humorous ferocity of the Emperor of the Universe had worked its
will, he would stare backwards.

Having listened intently in this manner for some minutes he would
swing himself round again and spur Griffin on, his whole soul straining
and stretching forward in single-hearted intensity to meet whatever
it was that lay behind the next curve.

"l must see it done" he said to himself, "at least | must see it for
the first time aone."

And then when the next curve of that pastoral road had revealed
nothing but another clump of beeches hiding the horizon he would
pull up Griffin again and once more twist himself about with jingling
and discomfort.

"If that heretical fellow overtakes me at this minute," he thought,
"just when Dinas Bran may be round the next corner, Til completely
forget myself. Til do him a damage™

Rhisiart had neither spurs nor whip. He and the old horse needed
no such intermediaries. At the slightest touch Griffin would quicken his
jog-trot. But these motions of haste in the young man were always the
unconscious expression of his fedin'gs in response to some irresistible
mental vision of Dinas Bran; and the moment his mind returned he
reined back the obedient creature, whose weariness was apparent.

A moment soon came, however, when something had to be done;
for during one of his nervous pauses he became aware, beyond al
mistake, of the sound of voices behind him.

"The Lollard has found another victim," he thought. "What the
devil am | to do?"

It was only too clear that unless he went on at a cruel pace he would
soon be overtaken. All manner of wild ideas rushed through his head.
Should he turn round and ride back, pretending he'd lost something on
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the road? But that unconscionable heretic would no doubt think he
was doing God service by riding back with him!

And who was the fellow's companion? Very likely some henchman
of the Earl of Arundel, the last kind of person before whom held care
to betray his feelings when he first sasw DmaS Bran. He flung down his
reins on Griffin's neck and groaned aoud.

Up went the old horse's ears, and its nostrils expanded, wide and
quivering. Then very dowly and to its rider's complete astonishment
it began leaving the road and ascending a grassy dope that led to a
small patch of woodland.

Tightening his knees about the piebald sides he knew so well, Master
Rhisiart, getting his cue from the horse, began eagerly urging him
forward; and to his delight, when they did finally reach the wood, there
presented itself to them an overgrown narrow path totally invisible
from the road below, but obviously leading clear through the little copse
to whatever it might be that lay behind.

Into this leafy path, while the young man on his back bent low down
to avoid the swishing hazels and the brlttle sharp-smelling €elders,
Griffin forced his way.

Wisps of trailing parasitic tendrils, be\Nlldered caterpillars and grubs,
feeble brown moths and flimsy white butterflies clung, as he moved,
to his hot panting bulk. The vegetable waifs, among these disturbed
natives, entangled themselves in the woolly sheepskin and between
the links of jingling armour; while the living insects, including little
armadas of drifting midges, seemed ready to drug themselves to death
in the sticky equine sweat, or to risk a more violent end between
impatient human fingers, so long as they could taste, for one paradisic
instant, the inebriating nectar of mortal blood.

Once safely escaped from al danger of evangelical interruption
young Rhisiart drew rein and fell to listening. How curiously satisfying
to hear those manly tongues in lively discussion and their owners so
completely unaware of this ambush above their heads1

The wood was too thick, and he had aready plunged too far into
it, to have any chance to see what kind of a fellow-pilgrim the Lollard
had picked up, but the tone of the unknown's voice, when at last he
got the ring of it clear of the other's eloquence, made him rise very
straight on his saddle and, with a gesture he was quite unconscious of
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till after he had made it, jerk towards himsdf by the middle of its
worn-out sheath his crusader's blade.

But he soon let the sword sink back to its place beside the sheepskin,
and with a sigh he plucked a twig from a sycamore branch at his Sde
and began stripping it of its leaves and counting them as they fluttered
down.

"One...two...three. .. four,” he counted. "In four years I'll
have shown them what Rhisiart ab Owen can do!" But the voice that
had so disturbed him still went on, and our friend couldn't prevent a
stir of malicious pleasure at the thought of his eloquent acquaintance
being fairly out-harangued.

"Out-chanted | ought to put it," he said to himself. "This is clearly
Welsh poetry, and my gentleman has found his match!"

It certainly was an extraordinary sound that reached them in that
wood; and Griffin seemed as fascinated by it as his master.

"That's Welsh poetry, Griff!" murmured the boy, stroking the gaunt
shoulder beneath him. "Well hear plenty of that from now on. So
you'd better get used to it, old friend!"

But the horse, feeling the reins dack on his neck, bent down and
began tasting some wood-sorrel that attracted him amid the moss and
rubble. Though both the heretic and the poetry-declaimer, who were
apparently riding at a swinging trot, were soon out of hearing, our
traveller sat on there on his horse's back absorbed in a bottomless sea
of thought.

The sound of that Welsh poetry had brought back al those particu-
lar memories of his early life from which he had built up the main
outlines of the narrow imaginative cult by which he had caitie to live.

Upon Modry his nurse, a handsome young Welshwoman who had
married before he was capable of grasping all she had taught him, lay
the responsibility for this unbalanced idealism. He had learnt Welsh
from Modry much more quickly than he ever picked up French or
Latin from the monastic schoals in the city; and along with her native
tongue she had inspired him with afrenzy of patriotic feeling for his
ancestra country, especialy for that portion of it that surrounded Dinas
Bran. A person would only have had to give a cursory glance at
Rhisiart's appearance to gather the fact that he would be just the very
one to get lodged in his brain some obstinate and passionate obsession.
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As he let Griffin search about for something more to his taste than
wood-sorrel and alowed his own fingers to follow idly the pattern
made by sun-flicker and leaf-shadow upon that stooping neck, he re-
caled how Modry's teaching had thrown him at Oxford into the society
of an ardent group of Welsh scholars. He felt ashamed now as he
thought how crudely he had patronized these evasive eccentrics on the
strength of his mother's proud Norman blood, and how mockingly he
had cajoled them and led them on, till one by one they had secretly
confessed to him that at any clear call from their native hills they
would sdl their books, get themselves arms and horses and gallop
westward.

His closest friend among them, Master Morris Stove of his own
Exeter College, had already begun practising with the long-bow for
this unlikely event. The learned man's convulsions of pride when by
some chance he killed a wild-duck on the banks of the Isis came back
to him now and he found himself comparing his own more fanciful
and complicated motives with this heroic simplicity.

Master Stove had no long-cherished shame to purge, no dark old
treachery to obliterate, no Dinas Bran lifting its mystic battlements
against indescribable spiritual horizons.

All he possessed was the plain downright imperative, one that had
already got him into many a street-brawl in Oxford town, to hold the
cal of Cambria above everything in the world.

From his earliest childhood under Modry's influence Rhisiart had
hugged to himself a vague fairy-story hope that he might be the one
destined by fate to restore the logt glories of the old chiefs of Powys
or at least* make Dinas Bran what it had been in the days of Griffith ap
Madoc.

Modry had got it lodged in his earliest consciousness that his name
Owen carried with it some mystery of prophetic significance; and she
had talked to him sans cesse of the great Owen Red-hand, in the Black
Prince's time, who had fought for the king of France. Many a night by
his dying fire, with this very sheepskin over both their legs, he had
heard Master Stove express the view that the elderly Barftn of Glen-
dourdy, or Glendower, who was a cautious and law-abiding subject of
the late unhappy king and a great patron of poetry and scholarship,
might have been the Owen of al these prophecies had he been a
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younger man, or a man prepared to live a dangerous and desperate life.

"But he's old,” Master Stove would add with a groan, "He must be
nearly fifty. Besides he's related to half the Border, and his daughters
have al married English barons.”

Rhisiart could remember one particular interruption when Stove was
speaking like this and they were both drawn to the window by a
sudden uproar and saw some terrified town-officia extricating himself
from an angry mob and heard great shouts going up: "We -want King
Richard! Give us back King Richard!" He could hear now, as he
stared at a clump of late bluebells, that looked in the shadow of the
underbrush as if they were purple rather than blue, the bitter curse
with which Stove came back to their wretched students' fire and began
accusing this peace-loving Glendourdy of having betrayed the un-
fortunate King.

"It was old Fitz-Alan who came between them. He aways hated
Richard; and Owen was his squire.” Up and down that small green
clearing among the hazels Rhisiart let his horse carry him, while one
after another of the sights and sounds of this little wood—certainly a
very modest portion of the "Forest of Chirk"—mingled with his
thoughts.

He saw what he supposed to be a black-cap singing passionately on
the branch of an oak-tree. He could see the outline of its throat as it
heaved up and down under the long-drawn notes of its whistling. He
could see itsfeathers ruffled at the same time by afaintly stirring wind.

"Il let my friends down there get well to the river. If | give them a
little longer they'll be across the ford and lodged at the Tassdl, unless
they're going on to the Abbey to-night."

Thus he talked to himself; seeking in reality any excuse to postpone
the great moment to which he had looked forward amost as long as
he could remember. .

Was he afraid that the sight of the real Dinas Bran would make the
ideal one—that mystic terminus of every vista of his imagination—
dissolveinto air ?

Always vague but aways dominant, the secret channel which his
under-life had worked for itself had adopted Griffith ap Madoc's hill-
fortress as the ultimate symbol of its direction.

In some confused and tortuous way he had come to teke it for
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granted that he, plain Master Rhisiart, descendant of a traitor's bastard,
would be accepted by the invisible spirits of all his ancestors as the
destined restorer of their logt glory. Years ago the patriotic Modry had
told him of this Baron Glendourdy or, as the Welsh caled him, Glyn
Dwr; but she, like Morris Stove, had always spoken of him as too
absorbed in scholarship, too rich, too peaceable, too closely connected
with the English Court, to be in any sense the man of destiny who
would people with free warriors—like fiery shapes from a vasty deep
—the towering battlements of the old castle of their race.

As he listened to the black-cap's self-absorbed singing, and watched
Griffin's leisurely movements among the cool-rooted woodland growths,
he began to realize two things; first that he had deliberately thrust the
idea of this "Glendourdy" into the background of his mind from an
obscure prejudice against a person so lucky as to be the recognized
heir, not only of his own chieftains of Dinas Bran but aso of the
ancient rulers of South Wales, and with al this to have played his
cards so well as to have won renown in Richard's wars without being
implicated in the ill-starred monarch's ruin; and secondly that hidden
out of sight, down deep behind his own boyish ambitions, had lain al
the while a shrewd and practical resolve to introduce himself, with his
piebad horse, his crusader's sword, and his coat of chain-armour, to
the notice of this powerful kinsman of his—and see what happened!

His horse was bending so ,lJow now over a large patch of wood-
spurge, amid whose foliage he had apparently discovered some espe-
cialy succulent leaves, that Rhisiart was forced to lay his hand on a
hazel-branch beside him to keep himself and his heavy load from a
tendency to dlide forward.

Normally he would have dismounted during this pause; but his
mind was in such a state of abstraction that it was like the mind of a
person under a drug. He had grown unconscious of the ordinary
significance of material bodies. He had ceased to be a lean youthful
figure, in a dark scholar's dress with a leather belt and a velvet cap,
mounted on a piebald horse. He had become a bubble of complicated
thought, a bubble that floated beside the sheepskin bundle, a bubble
devoid of weight or substance.

"Will it spail it all" he thought. "Will it break to bits the only idea
I've got in life, when | see Dinas Bran?' So wayward and so sef-
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lacerating was this Hereford boy's nature that as he looked at the sun-
and-leaf flickerings on Griffin's back and listened to the queer sounds
the animal was making as he tasted those leafy juices, he felt already
the ice-cold waters of disappointment. Dinas Bran couldn't be what he
had, al his days, imagined it'

And with this feeling that he was approaching the worst catastrophe
that could befall him—the loss of his life-illusion—there came over
him in an accumulated weight of released emotion his jealousy and
envy of this lord of Glyndyfrdwy, this legitimate heir to Dinas Bran,
who was such a friend of Thomas Fitz-Alan and such a traitor to the
murdered King.

Rhisiart stared and stared at a flimsy currant-moth that was now
fluttering feebly through the twigs of a thick-growing elder. He felt
as though, with the panicky distaste of those slender antennae, he
himself was cursing the raw pungency of that rough foliage.

It was King Richard's wistful face, as he had seen it once at Hereford,
that hovered about those sharp-smelling boughs, and when he thought
of his murder he confused those delicate features with those of a man
he had seen put to death in his childhood, an unforgettable, abominable
sight, taking the heart out of all the June woods of England!

And it was an imaginary Cousin Glendourdy, crafty, grey-headed,
portly, full of punctilious fussiness about nice heraldic points, only
anxious to be left in peace to his bards and his women, who was the
bitter-smelling elder-branch against which that moth fluttered!

"Hes not the Owen of the prophecies," thought the obsessed youth,
"any more than was Owen Red-hand! There's been no 'Owen of
Wades since they buried Owen ap Griffith ap Cynan in Bangor
Church."

The lad's nostrils dilated and hjs whole face changed its appearance
as he sucked in his lower lip. In a sudden spasm of angry vision he
saw the diplomatic Glendourdy drowning their disgrace in drink and
song while the Fitz-Alan ensign floated from the fortress of Griffith ap
Madoc.

Impatiently he dropped the hazel-branch, snatched up the reins and
rode on. Stinging sprays of trailing branches brushed against his mouth
and rustled against his knees, but he bent his head low and pushed
forward, while the piebald horse kept shaking his mane and champing
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on his hit, as if the taste of some woodland weed had turned sour in
his throat.

At last there appeared a free open space a the end of their path;
and at the sight of this both man and horse strained eagerly forward,
the young human body and the old equine body fusing themselves
together”, in that excited rush, as if they were one creature.

There it was! There before him, towering up beneath a great bank
of \vhite clouds and against a jagged ridge of bare and desolate rock,
rose the castle of his imagination.

For some minutes he remained spell-bound, absolutely caught out of
himself, log to everything but that majestic sight. It was not less, it was
more, than the picture he had in his mind.

All ramparts ever built, al towers, all fortresses, all castles, seemed
to him mere clumsy reproductions of; the idea perfection of Dinas
Bran. It wasn't that it was so large—and he could see clearly, even from
this distance, that it was in a battered, broken condition—but it took
into itself that whole hill it wab built uponl Yes, that was the thing.
Dinas Bran was not the stones of its human walls, not the mgjestic out-
lines of its towering battlements, not its soaring arches and turrets and
bastions; it was an impregnable mountain caled up out of that deep
valley by some supernatural mandate. Its foundations were sunk in
the earth, but they were sunk in more than the earth; they were sunk
in that mysterious underworld of beyond-reality whence rise the eternal
archetypes of dl the refuges and al the sanctuaries of the spirit, un-
touched by time, inviolable ramparts not built by hands!

Oh, it was far more than the image of his long hope, far more than
what he had prayed for in the audacities and desperations of his long
desire!

The season of the year, the climax of June's lavish greenery, had
undoubtedly something to do with it. It was this that gave it that
apocalyptic look; as of some far-away fairy-tower in some old pre-
druidic Book of Revelation.

And the late afternoon light too, under which our traveller saw fit,
contributed to this enchanted effect. Out of green pastures, in which
might have wandered flocks upon flocks of fairy sheep, rose that mystic,
castellated mountain, and the horizontal sun-rays falling at their lowest
possible angle, ere the crest of the Berwyns beat them back, threw a
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rose-bloom upon its towers. And if the sunset threw such light upon the
stone ramparts, it gave to the grassy precipices from the brink of which
the masonry ascended such a glow of incredible greenness that the first
thing that came into Rhisiart's head when his trance relaxed was a
green shield he had seen a workman painting once in the illumination
of a tomb in the cathedral for one of the dead King's beautiful and
fatal minions.

Rhisiart's old horse seemed at first, as often happens with animals, to
be contemplating that astonishing stretch of landscape with an interest
hardly less than his master's; but when the youth jumped off his back
and proceeded to go through a ritualistic performance that he had been
rehearsing for many years, Griffin gave his bény frame a vigorous
shake, causing the armour he carried to jangle loud and clear, and
began sniffing about again in the sweet-scented herbage of the wood's
edge.

But Rhisiart ab Owen took his crusader's sword from the creature's
back and drawing it from its embossed and enamelled sheath planted
it firmly in the greensward. Then, kneeling on one knee so that the
cross-handle of his weapon rose between him and Dinas Bran, he gave
vent to a series of solemn ejaculations; not so much praying to his
Creator, or even to the Mother of Christ, as uttering a string of in-
coherent vows, the drift of which was that he dedicated himself to the
super-human task of restoring the honours and glories of his ancestors.

As he made these vows his curious physiognomy lost its sullen self-
concentration, and an innocent and childlike look took possession of it.
But it must be added that when he leapt to his feet again, and plucked
the great sword out of the grass, this look completely vanished, its
place being taken by an even more pronounced scowl of truculence and
secretiveness than it had previously worn.

Ingrained and obstinate was the pride in the lad's face as he clambered
back, not very elegantly, upon his saddle; and even the gaze he kept
turning upon his idea castle as he rode down the hill, letting Griffin
choose his own path through the bracken, retained little of that moment
of inspiration.

Nor indeed, if the truth must be told, were the thoughts that crossed
Rhisiart's mind any more admirable than the expression worn by his
hooked nose, his sallow cheeks, his sucked-in under-lip. They were
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images of fantastical domination, images of himself exercising arbitrary
power over multitudes, images of himself revenging himself upon
multitudes; and revenging himself not only for every rebuff he had
suffered from his Hereford relations, who regarded him as a fool and
a failure, but even upon his mother, who never ceased teasing him for
his equivocal ways and calling him her "little monk,” her "begging
friar," her "catch-penny pardoner."

Rhisiart had only a few indistinct memories of his father; but from
certain scenes that had impressed his childish mind he had conceived
the notion that he too had been despised, frustrated, ridiculed and mis-
understood.

"You watt!" he shouted in his heart, addressing the whole of Here-
ford City, "you wait!" And in his mind he saw himself surrounded by
an applauding host of rebels, as he rode down from Dinas Bran, leav-
ing the "Lion, rampant, gules’ of the old Griffith ap Madoc banner
flbating from its battlements!

Once in the road, with the sinking sun behind him, he began making
a few hurried re-adjustments both in his personal accoutrements and
in his somewhat singular baggage.

The piebald horse regarded these manoeuvres with cynical lethargy.
"For God's sake" he seemed to say, "ride on to the stable; or leave
my harness alone while | see what grows here."

But Rhisiart; had been seized with a fear lest his precious piece of
chain-armour might dide off when they moved at a greater speed,
and being but a clumsy squire-at-arms it took him some while to adjust
it, and the great sword with it, to his satisfaction.

While thus employed, and while Griffin was chewing the grass,
he caught sight of a little patch of moschatel, whose rmall green
flowers, thrown into delicate relief by the horizontal sun, brought to his
mind many a stroll at vesper-time in the Oxford meadows when
Master Stove had astonished him by the noble simplicity of his Welsh
heart.

"No," he thought, as he pulled Griffin's head round and threw back
his own, "no, if | weren't of the House of Dinas Bran, if | were a
poor nameless 'legitimate' like Morris Stove, I'd get my Doctor's gown
and serve this crafty king.

"But they say he's too mean and miserly to use men of birth; "the
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devil take him! They say he lets the Percics fight for him at ther
own charges. Well, if the worst comes to the worst | must turn clerk
and scrivener and copy these new-fangled verses—what did they cdl
them?—'Cywyddau—for Cousin Glendourdy."

The old horse, who now began anticipating better nourishment than
wayside grass, had quickened his pace to a fast trot; and it wasn't long
before ngt only Dinas Bran but the much-frequented river-ford leading
to the Tassd appeared in full sight.

Our traveller had been recommended as he came through Chirk to
take lodging that night at the Tassel or Terca, and the recommenda-
tion had imprinted itself on his mind owing to the fact that his in-
formant, who was a Salopian humourist, chaffed him on his persona
resemblance to the sullen-looking bird whose raptorial beak adorned
that famous hostelry's sign-board.

To Griffin's chagrin Rhisiart pulled up for a minute or two, when he
saw, half-amile below him, the sacred river winding through its
sun-illumined valley. From his present position he could see a great
many interesting things;, and he wanted to gather his wits together
and decide on some clear line of action.

There was quite an assemblage of travellers waiting on his own
sde of the ford, and on the further side there seemed to be some kind
of country-fair going on round the entrance to what looked like a
farm-house.

Nearly a mile further on he could make out a much larger group of
buildings, the central one of which was evidently built of more solid
material than the rest.

"That" he thought, "must be the Tassdl; but what's going on down
there by the river?"

And then he remembered that; to-day was the Eve of Saint John;
when in many of the more old-fashioned districts of the country it was
the custom to hold locd fairs, to which not only the peasants came but
to which the castles and monasteries of the neighbourhood were accus-
tomed to send their stewards and caterers. Automatically and perfunc-
torily our young man decided that before making any move towards
an encounter with "Cousin Glendourdy" he would have to attend
High Mass somewhere' or another; and it crossed his mind that the
natural thing to do would be to hunt up the Abbey which his Dinas
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Bran ancestors had founded in these parts. He knew it was cdled Vale
Crucis; but that was al he knew. "But at least I'll see their tombg/' he
said to himself; and this secular thought quickened his languid piety
into a lively intention.

"But where shall | deep to-night?" was his next thought, as the
piebald horse, with erect and twitching ears, strained at his bit.

"On the Eve of Saint John every room in the Tassd's sture to be
taken; and probably the monks' guest-house will be packed too. Well!
Il have to go to some farm or deep in the woods. Think of having
forgotten Saint John! How that damned Lollard would chuckle!"

The obsessed youth had indeed been grievously slack about his re-
ligious duties since he left Oxford. His mother had dragged him to
church before she would let him say goodbye; but since then, till his
childish prejudices had been roused by the Lollard's chalenge, he
hadn't given the thing a thought.

"l suppose those Chirk people keep a troop of their lazy devils in
Dinas Bran," he said to himself, as he rode down the hill.

"Will the Earl go to the Abbey to-morrow? I'd rather like to sat
eyes on him—and on Lord Grey of Ruthin, too." And the lad's mind
reverted to the few famous personages he had had the luck to see
in the late King's time.

With less trepidation than many young men would have felt—but his
nearness to his ancestral fortress seemed a stronger armour than any
that Griffin could carry—Rhisiart boldly advanced to the agitated
group of persons who were.arguing and disputing at the brink of the
ford.

Two dismounted riders, leading their horses, approached him at
once, and one of them, greeting him in a pleasant manner by name,
introduced him to the other.

"He gave me the dip, this young gentleman," he remarked in Eng-
lish with an indulgent smile. "Rhisiart ab Owen his name is, if | get
it right; but yours, Master, if you'll pardon me for saying so, hardly
seems—"

"Seams or not seems, Master Brut," cried the Lollard's companion,
"the young gentleman will have to call'me what all Powys and Yde
and Cynllaith Owen and Glyndyfrdwy and Maglor and Bromfield and
Chirk-land cdl me, or he may cdl me King of the Fornicators. 'Yr
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Crach,' the Scab, is my name, born in Ffinnant near little Llanfechain,
where every maid is my ccusm and every old trot my god-mother!
No, you needn't blush to look at 'em, young master. Birth-marks dll,
birth-marks all! And by whom were they put on me, think ye? Every
jack one of them, by Holy Derfel, when | came out of Sister's belly!
Sister Mallt she was, my blessed mother, God give her peace; and Yr
Crach,* of Ffinnant near Llanfechain, | am, young master! Every man
born knows Llanfechain where the great hanging oak is, and where
Sheriff Burnell's grandmother, he who now's so hot for the new
King, were drowned in green pond for a whore of Satan. And there's
no Welshman, nor no Englishman neither, between Chester and Chirk
that doesn't know Tr Crach/ the Scab. Listen to me, young gentle-
man,” and to Rhisiart's disgust the fellow laid a hand on his black
deeve. "How do | manage it, o as to have no enemy in al the Marches?
Is that what you're asking? Well™ and he lowered his voice, "I'll tell
you! Tis these here rose-petals as does it," and with a wicked grimace
he tapped his shocking facial disfigurement, which certainly had the
effect of intensifying the halcyon blue colour of his one remaining eye
to such a point that Rhisiart found it hard to keep his eyes away from
it. "But that's not al," and the Scab proceeded to close this bright
window to his roguish soul with a cyclopean wink. "First and last,
tis al Holy Derfel's work. He put these rosy-posies on me afore |
came out of my poor mother; and do.'ee know who her were? Her
were a dedicated nun; and to bear a baban to Derfel were too much
for the maid. They didn't have to do nothing to her. She died in peace.
She died smiling and whispering to her baban and calling on Derfel.
That's who she called on, young man, Blessed Saint Derfel; and seeing
you re afriend of Master Brut here, who's the best Christian poor old
Scab have met for many a year, | thought it best to tell you who |
were and who, in a manner of speaking, me parents were, so that
there'd be no mistake. Presently if, as | hope God wills, well pass the
night together I'll compose a poem for you. I've already composed five
for Master Brut; and if he writes them down later, as he says he's a
mind to, maybe he'll do the same for yours. 'Tis one thing, young
gentleman, to be an inspired bard; 'tis another to understand reading
and the art of—"

But Rhisiart, who had already dismounted and left his horse to make
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friends with the Scab's Welsh pony and the Lollard's mare, interrupted
the poet's discourse by enquiring of Master Brut where he intended to
sup and to deep.

"From the look of things over there" he added, "there's a market
going on.

"And what are those monks making such a disturbance about? That
Prior, or whoever he is, seems to be reading his missal as if he were
aone in his cdl.”

"Prior?' broke in the Scab in high glee. "Where have you come
from, Mr. Scholar, not to know a Lord Abbot when you see him?
Your Prior's the great John ap Hywel, Abbot of Caerleon, where the
Round Table is. See the horse he's riding, my good sir! He don't have
to haggle for a lift m aferry-boat! It's his Chamberlain, his Almoner,
his Kitchener belike, or just a pack of his lay-troop whao're raising hell.
Long Thomas of the Tassd puts his price up, and small blame to
him—on such days as these. The ferry's his ferry and the boat's his
boat; and though the ford goes with the Barony he's the one they have
to pay. / haven't learnt law for nothing in cloister.”

"Why doesn't the Abbot intervene? Why don't these Almoners or
lay-brothers, or whatever they are, go to him and complain, if that
rasca's asking too much?"

"Tdl your friend why they don't, for God's sweet bones!" cried the
Scab, turning to Master Brut.

And the Lollard explained that Abbot Hywel was known all over
Wales for his piety and his passionate temper. "No man dares" he
said, "especidly when that book's in his hands, approach him with
any secular matter!"

The Scab fixed his solitary blue eye upon our young man and winked
solemnly. "Temper, you see! That's what he calls it. He thinks a
Christian should have command over his high blood. Don't'ee listen
to him, young master! If | wasn't a prophet of Derfel hed be a dan-
gerous companion for a poor bard. Wait till Hal Bolmgbroke gets
hold of him! Hell truss him up like a partridge. Hell baste him to a
crisp. He's a great baster of heretics is your King Hal. God griddle
his—" And the Scab ended with one of the foulest oaths our traveller
had ever heard.

The altercation over the ferry-boat rose now to such a pitch that it
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became incredible to Rhisiart how that formidable-looking Abbot
could sit so quiet on his great black horse.

"Here! Catch hold, master, for a minute!" and snatching at Griffin's
bridle he tossed it to the Lollard and ran down the dope straight to
the abstracted dignitary.

What the impulse was that forced him to do this he would have been
hard put to it to explain. No thought he could define, no intention
he could describe, made him do it: and yet he would have done it had
Abbot John looked ten times more formidable. .

"My Lord!" he cried, laying his hand on the black horse's trappings.
"My Lord! My Lord!"

Walter Brut watched his friend's audacity with no little concern.
"Jesus help him!" he muttered, and then he added, "and help us al,
and forgive us our sins, our most gnevious sins!”

But the Abbot of Caerleon broke from his trance with a start that
made his horse rear. "What? Eh? Who? A messenger from him
are ye?'

"My Lord," the young man repeated, "I'm a messenger from no one.
I'm riding, my Lord, from Exeter College, Oxford, to my cousin Owen,
Lord of Cynllaith and Baron of Glendourdy."

The Abbot of Caerleon gave the excited intruder one searching look.
"And who's this?" he asked. "Is he from Oxford, too?"

Rhisiart, who was in the act of making the formal gesture of kissing
the Abbot's hand, swung round and beheld Master Brut blamelessly
advancing towards them with a serene countenance, while a few paces
behind him, as if not to be out-done in this daring move, came the
irrepressible bard, trailing in his rear all their three steeds.

"And who's that?" asked John ap Hywel. "He at any rate isn't from
Oxford." .

Rhisiart stood politely aside as the Lollard came up. "The peace of
Jesus beswith you, John ap Hywel," he said; and Rhisiart as he heard
him couldn't escape a shock of interest at the difference between the
two men. Deeply indented with furrows of thought and passion was
the ap Hywcl's swarthy face; whereas the fair placid countenance of the
learned Hereford squire had the angelic smoothness of a Saint Michael
in a church window.

And it was the same with the tones of their voices. The Abbot spoke
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English painfully and with a perceptible Welsh accent, but every word
was charged with a smouldering intensity of emotion; whereas Master
Brut expressed himself casually, easily, quickly, almost as if he re-
garded the whole business of using words at all as something un-
essential and irrelevant.

"You know my name so well," replied the churchman gravely, "that
you won't be surprised if | ask you, before we go further, why, in
greeting me like this, you make such a point of omitting the first and
the third Person of our most Holy Trinity™

"Forgive me, my Lord Abbot," returned the other, completely un-
abashed. "I should have supposed that to any high-placed apostle of
our faith the name of Jesus was sufficient."

The lines in the dark-visaged monk's face deepened and he seemed
on the verge of an angry retort; but to Rhisiart's astonishment, in
place of anything of the kind, a sad and tender smile crossed his lips.

“In the name of the Father a_nd of the Son and of the Holy Ghogt,"
he murmured in Latin, "may both the peace He brought and the faith
He revealed be yours, my son. And now," he went on in English, "may
I"ask you your name, and the name of this young gentleman and the
name of—" But the piebald horse's desire to reach his master gave the
Bard of Ffinnant an opportunity of answering for himself; and before
his rapid flow of extremely colloquial Welsh, sprinkled with poetical
bardic tags, had subsided, an interruption occurred which altered the
whole situation.

The excited crowd of monks who so gallantly had followed their
Abbot from Caerleon were displaying now a less agreeable aspect of
their nature. "It must come" thought Rhisiart, "from their secluded
lives that they haggle like this over a penny."

But matters by this time had reached such a point that the ferry-man,
who was a powerfully built, grim-looking peasant, was now obstinately
pushing his way through the midst of them and making straight for
the Abbot.

With a heavy sigh John ap Hywel thrust his breviary into his leather
pouch and rode towards the crowd, followed closely by Rhisiart, lead-
ing Griffin, while the Scab, detaining Master Brut by his arm, tried to
explain in clumsy English the gist of what he had just said to the
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great man and his assurance that his remarks had met with uncommon
appreciation.

"It's always the same" he gave the Lollard to understand. "The
higher-placed these fellows are the better they understand me. It's the
rag-tag of them, like those idiots over there, that see nothing but the
devil in the bardic art."

Rhisiart was amost as astonished as the angry monks at the rough
manner in which the ferry-man addressed their Superior; but John ap
Hywel received him with courtesy, and helped him, for the fellow was
too indignant to be very articulate, to explain the cause of the uproar.

The explanation, though our traveller could make nothing of it,
apparently satisfied the Abbot, for searching in the wallet that held
his psalter he handed him a large silver com, the receipt of which
produced an immediate change in the man's demeanour.

"What do they call you, my friend™" the churchman asked him.

"Philip Sparrow, your reverence. | be herdsman, your reverence, to
Long Thomas of Tassel; but being Saint John's Eve like, I've a-tpok
ferry-boat in place of Mother Kench who be selling she's pasties and
bride-cakes yonder."

The fellow paused, glanced at the silent and sulky monks with a
revengeful scowl, and then looking across the river set himself to
listen to the confused uproar that was coming from the further bank.

"l wish, your reverence—" he began uneasily.

"Speak up, man," said the Abbot, who aso had been listening with
some concern to the sounds that were reaching them. "Out with it!
It seems to me there is something more than ale-drinking and cake-
eating going on over there"

"l wish, your reverence—"

"Spesk up, man! The Brothers and | were hoping to be at Valle
Crucis to-night; but if there's anything here needing the—"

He was interrupted by an agitated movement towards him of all
his monks. Troubled by what they were hearing from across the Deg,
their natural instinct, as with a pack of startled animals, was to draw
close to their leader.

Walter Brut and the Bard of Ffinnant came forward too, the latter
having deemed it wise, in case of accidents, to be on his pony's back.
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For a space they were al, churchmen and laymen alike, awed into
silence by the sounds they heard and the mysterious tumult that was
rapidly increasing. One wild, resonant voice kept rising above al the
rest, and they heard too, and this was curiously agitating to Rhisiart,
certain desperate cries for help evidently proceeding from 3 feminine
throat.

"Your reverence—" began the heavy-browed ferry-man and then
hesitated again, looking nervously at the crowd of silent faces.

"Speak up, Philip Sparrow," murmured the Bard, pushing his pony
forward while his eye grew bluer and his birth-marks redder in his
desire to win favour.

"He's a simple man, my Lord, a poor, simple ignorant man. Perhaps
if you alowed me to have a few words with him | should be able—"

But ap Hywel waved him aside. "Come close to me, Master Sparrow
—that's it!—you needn't be afraid of me—I'm only a poor priest.
Closer still, my good friend! That's it! Now then, tell us what's going
on over there. Is it the King's justice? Are they hanging those people?
Isit a man and awoman? Are they adulterers caught in the act? Have
they committed sacrilege? Under whose lordship is this fair? Chirk-
land? Valle Crucis? And where's the seneschal of Dinas Bran? Speak
quietly. Take your time. No on€e's going to hurt you."

While the churchman was speaking Rhisiart could see his fingers
busy with the trappings of his great horse.

"Hell be across the river in a second,”" he thought, "and Griffin and
| with him! They're torturing those two over there! Oh damn this
fellow! Let the slave go, and find out for yourself, my good lord! Oh
hurry, hurry, you holy idiot, for God's sake! That woman'll be past
helping in a minute or two."

But the low-bent swarthy head of the ecclesiastic and the up-raised
equally swarthy face of the ferry-man were so close to each other now
in their exchange of deep-throated whispering that though Griffin
was licking the neck of the Abbot's horse Rhisiart couldn't follow—
for al his nurse's lessons—the rapid Welsh they were using.

Their conversation was drawn out to such a length and the cries,
if such they were, of victimized man and woman across the river grew
so violent that not only the nerves of young Rhisiart but the more
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seasoned ones of Master-Brut and the Scab began to grow strained.

As for the monks, they were staring at their leader with such anxious
faces that no one could have guessed the crude simplicity of the
thoughts that rushed through their tonsured heads as they pressed
forward. One worthy brother had been occupied al that morning in
wondering whether there would be wine as well as beer provided by
the Valle Crucis caterer on their arrival. Another had been weighing
in his mind many casuistical reasons why, in honour of Saint John's
Feast, it would be advisable to give himself a plenary indulgence in
the matter of a small and private vow against eating flesh.

They were al hungry and tired; and this new obstruction to their
journey on the top of the exorbitant demands of the ferry-man seemed
the last straw. Curiously enough—possibly from their own self-morti-
fications and daily broodings upon death and judgment—they were
less disturbed by the sinister events across the river than were the
three secular persons.

There trembled through Rhisiart's young body the strangest tmglings
of emotion. He could hardly be caled a normal youth in his relations
with women. Rarely had he had the faintest flicker of natural las
civiousness towards them. In fact, the only woman except his mother
and Mistress Modry who had ever infringed upon his life a all had
been an ex-harlot in Oxford, married to an elderly water-man, whose
outrageous tales of her first experience of men's desire, related to him
on a sunny bench by the Isis in her husband's garden, he did remember
with a certain glow of unholy pleasure.

But that woman's voice across the Dee excited in him such a turbu-
lent flood of sympathy that he could hardly restrain himself from
urging Griffin into the river. Her voice seemed to conjure up her
figure, her look, her spirit, her whole being! Something in its tone
made him convinced that she had eyes like Modry's, very dark, but
of a queer greenish tinge, and that her body, like Modry's, was ex-
ceptionally long and slender.

And how strangely the towers of Dinas Bran as he saw them ill,
straight before him though illunfined no more with the rosy glow of
the setting sun, became part of that woman's cry!

For some reason, as he listened, he arrived at the conclusion that
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the outcries of neither of them were the expression of physical pain.
If it were s0, the man's, at any rate, were triumphing over what he
suffered.

Stll that everlasting whispering! Would it never stop, so that he
could show them how a Herefordshire horse could ford a river and
how a Hereford lad could rescue a girl?

In the sinking of the sun a faint grey haze, too delicate to be caled
a mist, had risen from the water, and had stolen imperceptibly over
the whole landscape. It was only very dimly, though he knew ex-
actly where to look, that he could any longer make out the castle's
walls. But this mist had the effect of endowing that reiterated double
cry with something almost supernaturally disturbing.

Perhaps that was why the Caerleon monks bothered so little about
it! They were so much on the inside of the supernatural that the little
accidents of daily life, the harshness of a superior, a hole in somebody's
sandal, the substitution of wine for beer, a chilly draught in the choir-
ddls, a leak in the gutter-pipe, caused them more actual worry than
any glimpse into the dark vistas, full of howling devils, of death and
pain.

But for Rhisiart and for Master Brut, and in a measure even for the
Bard of Ffmnant, these reiterated cries became something that swal-
lowed up everything ese.

Rhisiart could see that the Lollard at any rate was deeply disturbed
and as anxious as he was himself to ford the river and solve the
mystery.

The man had the clearest complexion he had ever seen and the
most open countenance. His smooth unwrinkled face, his full red lips,
his closdly-cropped fair hair struck our friend—for al his prejudice
against the tediousness of the fellow's talk—as making a most agreeable
impression, along with the modesty of his well-fitting country-gentle-
man's attire. He felt indeed, as they now exchanged glances in which
their mutual impatience was revealed, that he had done injustice to
the power of character behind the man's stolid cam and theological
prolixity. He went so far as to dedde that if they were destined to
share any perilous or reckless adventure he couldn't wish for a more
trustworthy companion.

Thus much young Rhisiart took in; and it had needed those terrify-
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mg cries from across the river to rouse even this insight, as he sucked in
his upper-lip and turned his narrow Norman face towards the object of
this unusual perspicuity.

But he was finding those double cries more and more disturbing.
They made a landscape within the landscape, tragic, fatal, full of
ominous premonitions.

In the man's voice was al the desperation of the terrible power
of the soul to resist, to defy, to repeat its challenge, against the force
of overwhelming odds.

But the feminine voice affected him even more. Yes, al the mystery,
al the lawless pity of a woman's soul, al the deadly sweetness of a
woman's body were being thrown out upon that summer twilight!

The liquid and tender greenness of the evening seemed to be gath-
ered into it. The cry was richer, fuller, closer to Nature, than the one
with which it alternated, and to which it echoed.

To Rhisiart it was more than a sound among other sounds, more
than a normal cry for help above a normal tumult. It had in it the
curves of a woman's neck, the softness of a woman's breast, and as it
reached him out of the green sap of the long darkening of that summer
day it had a mystery of appeal that was like the sob of the night-dews
upon a thousand hills. Master Brut was in his saddle now and his
sturdy grey mare was addressing the piebald in alow whinny, as much
as to say, "What's the matter with these young men of ours?" while
to the jangle of his heavy accoutrements the Abbot's old war-horse,
lifting his head and snuffing at the air, might have been taken as
retorting, "Wait a second longer, my innocent friends, and you shall
se what life ig"

But the whispering was over now at last. "Get the Brothers across!"
cried John ap Hywel, while his eyes began to burn like bivouac flames
through thick smoke. "Fal into ptocesson when you're al across and
follow us!

"Chant the 'lllnmina, Domme Deus, tenebras nostres!" while you're
looking for us; but don't leave the river till every one of you is safe
over. Now, Master Rhisiart, now Master Brut, as fast as you like™
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THE SACRED Deg, or Deva, or Dyfrdwy, whose name in Welsh signifies
"divine water" or "the water of the divinity," is not always as easy to
ford as its firm, un-muddy, pebbly channel would lead a stranger to
suppose.

Such a stranger were well-advised to obtain loca advice ere he
makes the crossing; since many quite historic fords are, within a
limited distance, inconstant and variable.

On the present occasion the laconic Philip Sparrow was so busy
getting his late antagonists across the river that "he lacked the oppor-
tunity to show the horsemen the best place for them to enter the
stream.

Thus the old black charger and the piebald were soon up to their
bellies in the swift current, while the pony and his rider seemed in
actual peril. The Scab's small animal was quite as high-spirited as the
big horses, but the Bard himself was considerably agitated and in-
commoded; especialy as the little creature displayed a lively desire
to resort to swimming before the occasion required it.

The gurgling of the water now quite drowned those appalling
cries;, or it may have been, Rhisiart said to himself, that death had
ended it and the victims were out of reach of al human help. He was
in less of a fury of impatience, therefore, when the Abbot reined in
his big horse amost in mid-stream to watch the success of Master
Brut's benevolent manoeuvres to assist the disturbed prophet of Derfel.
This process meant the return to shore of both Lollard and Bard, for
Philip Sparrow was now calling to them from his crowded boat and
directing them to a shallower spot.

But the old war-horse and the elderly piebald seemed so much to

26
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enjoy the swirl of the water that the Abbot had time to explain to
Rhisiart what the ferry-man had reveaed.

Rhisiart listened spell-bound to this account; and as ap Hywel got
excited in what he was telling him the youth noticed two things:
first that he referred to Glendower with a curious reserve, and secondly
that he quoted the ferry-man's speech with the rough gusto of a
native.

The ferry-man had evidently small respect for his employer, the
landlord of the Tassedl, whom he had described as a cringing and
contemptible time-server. He had explained that two great Welsh
notables, who were notorious Bolingbroke men, Hywel Sde of Nannau
and David of the Squint, or David Gam, had been staying for a week
at the Tassd and had filled the place with riot.

"It sedms," the Abbot went on, "that they wanted to see Glyn Dwr,
and when he refused to see them they fell into a rage and swore they'd
stay at the Tasse! a his expense. They've been treating all-comers to
drink; they've been drunk themselves, and to-day in honour of Saint
John, they've been giving prizes for archery and spear-throwing.

"But it appears that Mad Huw, the Grey Friar from Llanfaes, a
man all Welshmen know, though | doubt if his fame has reached
Oxford, has aso come to the fair. He goes about the country, declaring
that King Richard's still alive. Of course, for all we can tell in this
part of-Britain, what he says may be true; though they say some kind
of a corpse was shown in London.

"But he tells me a girl from Dinas Bran, a mere child, but comely
and kindly, follows the fellow everywhere. He says she's still a maid
for al her following a man by night and by day, through wet and
fine, in sickness and in health.

"He tells me the Friar puts thorns of the rose between them when
they sleep, or ese thistles and nettles; and at times he says he makes
her tie him wi' ropes afore they lie down.

"But these aren't tales for a young man's ear," and the Abbot gave
a grim smile, "save that this black water keeps our erring flesh cool!
Oh you"re there, Master Brut? You're there, Master Bard’ On with
us then! WEell let the Brothers pray for us. 'Tis Mad Huw they've
got hold of; Christ and Saint John be his help!" And crossing himself
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seven times the Abbot of Caerleon dlipped his right hand under his
cloak and rapidly numbered as many beads.

Rhisiart was amazed at the change in the great man's manner and
tone. His speech had lapsed into something similar to the peasant's
he was quoting, and in place of a mystical ascetic he saw at his side
an excited warrior, his eyes shining with the glow and glory of battle.

The young scholar remembered to the end of his days every im-
pression both physical and mental of that eventful moment. The dark
swirl of the sacred river, its noisy foaming over its rocks, the blood-
streaked rack of jagged clouds that now completely hid the red
Dinas Bran only to lift in front of him once more, as he had seen
them since his boyhood, the enchanted battlements, towering to heaven,
of the citadel of his secret thoughts; these things became like a
spiritual body, larger, freer, more porous than his fleshly one.

He hadn't troubled to kick loose his stirrups, as the other three
riders had done, and he was wet to the knees; but as they struggled
up the bank he fancied he heard that woman's cry again and all
manner of confused imaginings surged through him.

He couldn't resist, in his boyish way, as he kept Griffin's head close
to the tall flanks of the Abbot's steed, telling himself one fantastic
story after another.

He told himself that it was none other than Princess Myfanwy of
Dinas Bran to whose rescue he was riding! He told himself that the
moment was actually at hand when he would strike his first blow to
redeem from purgatory the arch-traitor of his race.

They were riding into the fair-crowd now, straight between the
booths. There were wooden trestles outside the rough tents, piled up
with every sort of merchants' wares. There were men's accoutrements,
women's ornaments and raiment; there were tanned skins, there was
-dressed leather; there were every kind of homespun woollens and
every variety of horse-trappings and stable-gear.

The Abbot drew rein only once; and that was to enquire of an old
Salopian herdsman from over the border whether it was the Lord of
Nannau's men who were ill-using the Grey Friar and his virgin.

"They be joined up wi' 'em, your reverence" the man replied. "But
tis my Lord's Steward from Chirk, Simon the Hog we call 'un, tied
the man up to burn 'un, and & said hed burn the wench too if her
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didn't stop hollering. She be quiet now, | reckon; so maybe them's
given her a finisher. Two companies of the Earl's bowmen be up
there. Tis them have tied Mad Huw to cart-tail; and them's sent to
Vale Crucis for a priest to shrive 'un. Simon swore a wouldn't turn
the Devil himself into Hell without a bald-pate to bless the deed. But
what | says, saving your reverence, is that the holy man must look
sharp if he's to do his good work. Simon be buying so much for the
Earl and be drinking so much for 'issf that them who've got aught
to sdl don't know he from God Almighty; and seeing he bides at
Chirk and holds it for the Earl, | reckon them at Valley Crucis 'ud
wink at his wickedness were his lads to start burning the man afore
priest do come. They say the Maid's mother, from Castell Dinas Bran,
be at market, adong with Denis Burnell the Constable, who do hold
she for's 'ooman, and they do say—"

*But ap Hywel had heard enough already—and so indeed had young
Rhisiart, who got no joy from learning that the keeper of Dmas Bran
had the English name of Burnell. Simon the Hog, Denis Burnell the
Constable, Simon the Constable, Denis Burnell the Hog, he repeated
under his breath and, "O great Spirits of the Dead, help me, help me!"

"Blessed Jesus!" he heard the Lollard mutter.

"John Baptist!" he heard the Abbot exclaim.

"Saint Derfel!" cried the Scab; and they al rode forward.

They passed close to one market-counter at which in the warm
twilight a large company of men were drinking, and Rhisiart tried
to imagine that he could single out among them the unpleasant face
of Simon the Hog.

But blessed be God's Mother! There was the Grey Friar himself
and dtill alive! They'd fastened him to the cross-plank of a small
dung-cart, his arms tied tight behind him, and both the dung-cart and
the defiant man were exposed to the jeers of a crowd of bowmen on
the summit of one of those mysterious mounds that in Wales are to
be found everywhere.

The warlike churchman took in the situation with one shrewd
glance. There was a motley crowd assembled in front of the bowmen,
and many members of it were clearly in a threatening mood.

One of these went straight up to the Abbot and began telling him
something that Rhisiart couldn't catch; but he did catch the name
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"Meredith ab Owen,” and he noticed that both the man and the
rider turned their heads towards the wooded dope, above the valley.

Ap Hywel was the first to arrive on the scene; Rhisiart followed;
while the Lollard and the Bard brought up the rear. Our friend could
feel that the approach of four horsemen, when everyone elsg, includmg
the archers, was on'foot, produced a considerable stir among the crowd.

But for himself he had no eyes for anyone except his imaginary
Princess from Dmas Bran. She was dressed more like a boy than a
girl; but her doublet had been torn at the throat and her girl's neck
showed bare. She was running wildly round the half-circle of archers,
imploring first one and then another in every tone of vibrant feminine
appeal to let her ascend the mound and join the Friar. In several cases
she actually pulled some of the younger and more susceptible, or it
may be'less susceptible, of these fair-haired lads—for many of them
came from the Fitz-Alan estates in the south—a few paces up the
slippery mound, till the mockery of the others or a rough command
from the oldest of the troop made them draw back.

But it was evident that the whole company was deriving an unholy
pleasure from the mingling of beauty and desperation in this girlish
figure; and it struck even Rhisiart's inexperienced mind that while
only the most depraved among them would have hurt her // alone,
there was no denying the fact that a dark salt tide of cruelty was
stirring in them as a crowd.

Both the girl and the Friar showed signs of lively excitement upon
the arrival of the four horsemen, but it was clear to our friend that
the Abbot had decided to postpone his interference for a time. "He
must have heard something," thought the boy; and he turned Griffin's
head a little so as to take a closer look at both the Friar and his Maid.
"She's younger than me" he said to himself.

As for Mad Huw, there was something about him that reminded
Rhisiart of his friend, the Lollard. The Friar's face was much thinner
than Master Brut's and it wasn't nearly so fair; but it had the same
kind of spiritual cam; nor, as far as a stranger could detect, did it
betray the remotest sign of mental derangement.

It was true that when the man uttered his prophetic declaration
about the late King his features lost this serenity. At these times his
eyes grew so praeternaturally large that they became as beautiful as



RHISART DRAWS HIS SWORD 31

awoman's. They became in fact, the lad said to himself, so dangerously
hypnotic, that it was no wonder the girl followed him everywhere.

But the Friar's Maid—for Rhisiart had no other name for her save
his own secret Dmas Bran one—no sooner caught sight of the four
horsemen, if the Scab on his pony could be called a horseman, than
she burst through the ring ot archers and throwing her bare arms
round the pummel of the Abbot's saddle, while her braided hair
swayed and swung against the war-horse's belly, begged and implored
him to release her idol.

"They've got the faggots to burn him!" she cried in that clear
childish voice that had already pierced Rhisiart's heart. "They've got
the faggots to burn him! And they're only waiting for a priest' Save
him, Father' Save him, sweet Father!"

Some of the soldiers burst into brutal laughter. Others muttered
obscene jests. The crowd of common people grew thicker every
moment as more and more marketers, pouring up the slope from
the sale-booths of the fair, pressed forward towards the great black
horse and its priestly rider.

The four new-comers were in danger of being separated from one
another by the impact of the people, and Rhisiart had al he could
do to keep GnfFm steady and hold him with his head against the
big charger's flank.

Ap Hy\vr*| was now bending down over his horse's head and asking
the distracted girl a number of grave questions, the bulk of which,
because of the tumult surging round them, Rhisiart couldn't catch.

But as he let his eyes linger on her figure he fancied he felt gradually,
dowly, irrevocably—the dew of destiny soaking that moment. She
was till clinging to the Abbot's knees and the crowd about her was
aready uttering dangerous cries, some of which were hostile to the
man in the dung-cart and some to the bowmen; but when the Grey
Friar himself lifted up his voice Rhisiart was astonished at his own
response.

Even from his present distance he could see the light in the man's
abnormally large eyes, and as he looked to see how Master Brut was
affected he wasn't surprised to see a twitching in those plump cheeks
and a contraction of those calm lips, indicating in no uncertain manner
that the self-possessed heretic was equally stirred.
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The Grey Friar in his emotion used the late King's name as if it
had been hardly less potent and precious than the name of Christ.
From that dung-cart on the mound there kept rising into the air, and
floating away over the weapons of the Chirk men and over the
agitated fair-folk, the same reiterated cry; and the fact that the ropes
that bound him were cruelly tight and that they'd even fastened
some kind of cord round his neck gave to each repetition of the words
a vibrant intensity, as though they were projected by some super-
natural force in the man through a body that was suffering martyrdom.

So no doubt he would have cried had they been actually burning
him, and the fact that his bonds were causing him such pain gave to
his reiterated appeals a quivering force that was evidently piercing
the soul of that poor Maid. "Our dread and puissant Prince, Richard,
is alive! Richard, the friend of the poor, is aive! Richard, the son of
the Black Prince, is alivel Richard, God's wounded rose; Richard,
Cambrias bleeding heart; Richard, the sweet passion-flower of love;
Richard, the oblation and sacrifice of love—Richard is alivel"

"How miserable, how base, how cynical,” thought Rhisiart, "the ;e
modern days are! Damn this usurping Bolmgbroke with his mock-
piety and his heresy-hunts! This Friar's a saint; and saints see more
than common men. Perhaps—perhaps—" And with his upper-lip drawn
into his mouth till his hooked nose became the image of a falcon's
beak, Rhisiart turned from the dung-cart to the girl.

In her desperate and pitiful pleading her torn boy's doublet had
slipped down, displaying her shift beneath it and laying bare part of
her shoulder.

Simultaneously with this, some abrupt decision among themselves—
or it may have been an order from the one who seemed older than
the rest—caused the bulk of the Chirk archers to swing round and
face the Abbot, while the rest m6ved a few paces up the mound
towards their prisoner. They had other weapons than their long-bows,
but it was by their bows that they made themselves feared, and
Rhisiart once more cursed the levelling science of this modern weapon.

"Why doesn't the Abbot tell them who he is?" he thought. And
then he thought, "But | suppose in these degenerate days the Church
has no power except to burn heretics. They'd put an arrow through
him, | expect, if he tried to talk to the Friar as he's talking to that



RH1SIART DRAWS HIS SWORD 33

girl. It's these curst long-bows that have spoilt everything. In Grand-
father's time, on Griffin's back, and with my sword, I'd have soon
cut the Friar's cords and cried ‘Long live King Richard!" and made these
English serfs kiss a Welsh Abbot's shoe; but these new-fangled long-
bows bring everything down to a common—what is ap Hywel going
to do? Why doesn't he stop talking t6 that girl and tell the soldiers
who he is?"

But watching the Abbot closely—a proceeding which gave him an
excuse for watching the girl—he decided that the man must be in
possession of some piece of knowledge that made the situation less
critical than it seemed.

But it certainly seemed as ominous as it could well be; and there
was proceeding now from the dung-cart a cry that resembled the
croak of a half-strangled bird. "He's coming to us again! Richard, the
friend of the poor; Richard, the enemy of the rich; Richard, the sweet
rose of Britain™

But from the half-choked Friar it was aways back to the girl
that Rhisiart's agitated feelings rushed. That bare shoulder had begun
serioudly to trouble his senses. His whole soul was in a turmoil. He
couldn't himself understand the conflicting feelings that were whirling
up from the obscure depths of his being and struggling with one
another m his nerves and brain.

He hadn't failed to notice that what most upset the Friar's Maid—
and small wonder!—was the horrible regularity with which an evil-
looking camp-follower of the Chirk men kept heaping up faggots and
brushwood in a great pile round the stump of a dead thorn on the
southern side of the mound.

And aong with this it hadn't escaped him that the archers them-
selves, whose leader in the absence of the Steward seemed to be merely
the oldest among them, were always slipping aside to take a pull from
a great barrel of liquor. "It's stronger than beer,” he said to himself.
"It must be methegim."

Unbelievably brutal were the jests each archer shared with the
villainous bonfire builder every time they had to pull at that barrel;
and it was doubtless this furtive tippling that accounted for the in-
creasing interest they took in the Friar's girl; and as the lad watched
them he decided that it was the expression of some of the older ones,
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who weren't openly taunting her as she clung to the black horse, that
was the most ominous thing.

Some of these silent ones had an air as i£ it would be the greatest
pleasure to shoot arrows at that bare shoulder. They were well-dis-
ciplined men; they were good-natured men; but, even so, with that
barrel at their disposd it was disconcerting to see the way they flicked
at their taut bow-strings.

Some would point the tip of a long, polished arrow straight at our
friend himself; others at the Lollard, but most of them seemed to take
their chief delight in aiming at the girl, as if she had been a tantalizing
hare or deer.

"The Abbot must have something on his mind," thought Rhisiart,
"that he's keeping dark; or surely hed ride straight up the mound. |
pray to God he won't draw that breviary from his wallet!"

Our friend could see the unwarlike Bard of Ffmnant making obvious
attempts to back his pony alittle, a manoeuvre that was entirely unsuc-
cessful, for a mob of bare-legged spearmen from the hills kept pressing
him forward. .

From several snatches of speech that reached him from these people
Rhisiart got the impression that there were some in the crowd who
knew nothing of the immediate locality and who thought that the Grey
Friar was none other than the late King himself, and that the four
horsemen had come from London to arrest him.

He prayed that this incalculable Abbot realized the ticklishness of the
Situation and that any rash move might bring the discharge of those
terrible new-fangled bows. Oh how he hated the look of them!

And how he loathed the power their technical efficiency had of mak-
ing a man's heroism of small value! He'd been studying the Itinerary
of Giraldus de Barri in his college library, and recaled what the Arch-
deacon had said of the yew-tree bows of that epoch. What would the
good man have thought could he have seen these soldiers of Fitz-Alan
with their murderous engines of destruction ?

Such were the lad's reasonable thoughts; but al the while below
these thoughts there was going on a strange ferment in the depths of
his naturel Feelings totally unknown to him, sensations that he would
have denied were possible to him, rose up and strove for the mastery.

The sight of that girl with her long braid of reddish hair and her
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bare shoulder roused more than a simple protective instinct in him. He
did long to protect her; and yet in this surge of unwonted feeling he
felt a dark, hot, secret sympathy with the arrows that were aimed at
her.

"I musn't look at her," his heart cried; and yet he kept looking at
her, and the sight of her, always with those arrows, made him fed as
if he could shoot her and protect her, protect her and shoot her, at the
same moment, and get wild pleasure from doing both these things.

And he knew too in his heart—for Rhisiart was no self-deceiver—
that it was all due to the way her boy's doublet had dlipped.

"l musn't look at her™ one voice in him protested; but, even while
it was uttering the words, not only was he looking at her, but he was
being swept away on a dark tide that save for certain puzzling mo-
mentsin his early youth he had never known before.

Below the disturbing whiteness of that soft flesh throbbed a living
soul that he longed to guard and protect; but something ese in the
youthful beauty her torn doublet exposed had a fearful power in it that
turned this pity into its extreme opposite and the object of it into a
dedicated victim of arrows and spears!

The actual girl over there, pleading so passionately the cause of her
idol, the breathing, living girl who had a life of her own as vivid as his
life, excited melting pity in him; but this mysterious other one, the
maddening prey of his dark urge, was something abstract and imper-
sonal.

What did he want? That was the question. He wanted to protect
the owner of that bare shoulder; and yet he wanted to see that shoulder
pierced. He wanted to protect against al the world that red braid of
twisted hair; and yet he wanted to see it cut off by a sword!

He had once heard the late unhappy King cry aloud at a lost tour-
nament in Worcester a wild and’ strange oath, the strangest he had
caught on any lips: "By the nails of the Cross!" and something about
the feelings this girl roused in him brought back that cry.

But how pearl-white, how smooth, how polished that shoulder was,
and how daintily twisted was t;he red wisp that fell across it! To save
his soul from instant damnation, he couldn't stop himself from imagin-
ing one of those terrible modern arrows quivering in that tantalizing
flesh.
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There would be no blood. No, not one single drop. Between the flut-
tering wild-goose feathers and the flesh in which their burning head
was buried there would be only the long yew-shaft.

"Richard is alive, the lovely rose of Britain! Richard, our sweet sacri-
fice, isaivel"

But the girl suddenly drew away from the side of the horse, and
covering her shoulder stood erect with her head high as if to face a new
danger. Rhisiart saw at once what brought this about. It was the ap-
pearance on the scene of a personage he felt a once to be none other
than Simon the Hog. The fellow was evidently further gone in drink
than any of his men; and seeing this quickly enough the archers in-
stinctively unstrung their bows and relaxed their alertness.

Still absorbed in the girl, who was now standing alone, Rhisiart no-
ticed that it wasn't only the appearance of the Hog of Chirk that had
reduced her to thisintense quiescence. He could see that she had caught
sight of some other figure in the crowd. Yes, she was actually lifting
her arm now, in a childish gesture of recognition, to someone on the
outskirts of the tumult.

Following her gaze the lad became aware of a richly-dressed wom-
an's form forcing a way through the press, and from something in her
appearance, al alert as he was to anything that affected his "Princess
Myfanwy," he jumped at once to the conclusion that the two were
mother and daughter. He could even see the girl making an attempt
to meet the woman, but this she evidently found to be quite impossible,
but being both of them tall, he could catch the way they greeted each
other, and their exchange of looks confirmed, to his impetuous judg-
ment, his idea of their relationship.

The Hog of Chirk advanced straight towards the black horse; but
the Abbot's complete indifference to his authority, for the great church-
man surveyed him as if he were unworthy of notice, seemed to sober
him a little. He muttered something about being interrupted in his
duty to the King; but it was clear to our friend that the look of indig-
nant contempt that the girl fixed upon him was amost as disconcerting
as the Abbot's haughty stare. He went on with sulky protests, but his
eyes began wandering' uneasily over the rapidly-increasing crowd, and
al a once Rhisiart saw his expression change to a look that was totally
beyond the boy's power of interpretation.
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It was a look in which pain, fear, rapture and humiliation seemed all
mingled together.

Rhisiart followed the man's glance. Ah! So that was it! It was at the
woman our friend had decided was the girl's mother that the wretch
was now gazing; and as he gazed all his tipsiness seemed to leave him
and his first expression was followed by one of tragic and despairing
obstinacy.

Still taking no more notice of the now strangely-transformed Stew-
ard than if hed been a nonentity in the crowd, the Abbot uttered some
low-voiced command to his monks who at once began chanting, just
as naturally as if they were in their own chair-stalls, the well-known
psam, "In exitu Israel de Egyptu" They were monks from the banks
of the Usk, and they had no authority on the banks of the Dee, but our
friend was amazed at the calmness they showed at this agitating mo-
ment, keeping the rhythm of their chant as if it were losing itself amid
familiar aides and arches, instead of in the angry murmur of a menac-
ing crowd.

When the psalm died away Rhisiart wedged Griffin still closer be-
tween the black horse and the Hog of Chirk. "Hold your peace” he
whispered bending down towards Simon. "It's the Abbot of Caerleon!”

But the fellow didn't seem to understand his words. He turned on
him a face so distorted with conflicting emotions that it resembled the
face of one of the damned in Dante's Hell; and shrugging his shoul-
ders began pushing his way through the crowd towards two new per-
sons who were approaching the scene.

Rhisiart's heretical fellow-traveller had by this time got his mare
quite close to Griffin, and the two animals were happily flirting.

"Do you know who those two are?" enquired our friend; and he
wasn't greatly surprised to learn that they were the Lord of Nannau, a
cousin of Owen Glyn Dwr, and his bosom-crony, David Gam, the no-
torious swordsman from South Wales, each of them ferocious An-
glophiles and devoted champions of the House of Lancaster.

Both the rider on Griffin and the rider on the mare watched with
interest the complaint that Simon was evidently making to these new-
comers about the attitude of the mounted intruders.

As the group approached, the crowd surging away from them with
respectful hostility, Rhisiart could see the Hog of Chirk directing their
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attention to both the Friar, whose voice was till audible though very
weak, and aso to the sinister scarecrow who with inhuman obstinacy
continued his task of piling up brushwood round the stump of the
dead thorn.

During the temporary relaxation among the archers which had fol-
lowed the emotiona trouble, whatever it was, that had for a moment
paralysed Master Simon, our friend observed with relief that his "Prin-
cess Myfanwy" had succeeded in ascending the mound, and was now
engaged in ministering as best she could to the victim in the dung-cart.

The Lord of Nannau, a tall, powerful figure with a smooth, sleek,
handsome face that made Rhisiart think of a vicious bully he had
known in his Hereford school, speedily detached himself from his com-
panion and approaching the Abbot began protesting against this delay
in "the King's justice” which he and his monks were causing.

The man on the black horse listened to what he said, and watched
grimly the hurried recovery of their discipline by the Chirk archers;
though none of them seemed to have the heart to separate the Maid,
now once she had reached him, from the condemned man.

But what an extraordinary figure the notorious David Gam was!
Rhisiart had heard of his prowess as a soldier of fortune attached to
the House of Lancaster, but it was a surprise to find him a bosom-
friend of this Lord of Nannau, who was at least a distmguished-/00"m£
person.

Anything less distinguished, anything less of a gentleman, than the
famous swashbuckler from South Wales, could hardly be imagined!

Gam was of abnormally short stature but with arms so muscular and
so0 long as to resemble those of a gorilla. He had the peculiarity of al-
ways keeping these simian appendages bare, though they were covered,
as indeed was his head and his frequently exposed chest, with red
hairs of an animal-like thickness.

It was with one of these arms that he was now barring the way, as
the richly-dressed stranger, of whose relationship to his "Princess’ our
friend was,more assured than ever, tried to approach the Hog of Chirk.

Aye! but how beautiful her face was—and young, too, perhaps too
young to be the Maid's mother. "But | think she is her mother all the
same" sad Rhisiart to himself.

The lad too could even catch the glint of the cgoling srrile with
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which she protested against the monstrous arms that barred her way.
But she made no attempt to circumvent them. All she did was to flash
a look at the Steward of Chirk, so full of what seemed to our young
friend the most devouring emotion he had ever seen, that he wasn't
surprised at the man's tragic discomfiture.

Beneath that Medusa stare the fellow seemed as paralysed as a rat
before the eyes of a snake. He made an attempt to speak, and Rhisiart
thought he would have spoken if a sudden shout from the crowd and a
stir among the archers hadn't turned the attention of everyone to the
mound.

And there, ascending the mound and moving straight to the dung-
cart, was a cowled figure that our friend for a moment took to be one
of the Caerleon monks, till a repeated cry of "Vale Crucisl Valle
Crucisl" undeceived him.

The archers showed a respect for this plain monk from their own
religious house that they had refused to the mitred Abbot from South
Wades, and from our friend's "Princess," as she greeted the new-comer,
there came ringing down the dope an exultant cry. "It's Father
Rheinalt, Mother! It's Father Rheinalt!" This curious name—for from
the vantage-height of Griffin's back it could be seen that the cowled
figure was bending over the man in the dung-cart, either shriving his
soul, or assuring him of his safety—had an instantaneous effect upon
both the girl's mother and the Hog of Chirk. They exchanged one
look, that to our agitated youth was as startling and inscrutable as a
blow in the dark, and immediately turned hurriedly away, the latter to
have another word with the red-haired Gam, the former to speak to the
Lord of Nannau, who had just retreated with a vicious leer on his
smooth face from the imperturbable Abbot.

Rhisiart couldn't hear what this second pair were saying, but he
could hear Simon make a boon-companion appeal to the little red
monster, reminding him with a forced attempt at jocularity of some
savage escapade they'd had together in Ireland.

Of this brutal tale our friend could only gather that it had to do with
some revolting treatment of certain Irish girls; but the little red man
refused to be cajoled.

"Peace, good Simon," Rhisiart could hear him say. "Enough, worthy
Simon! If you're serving the Lord of Chirk.
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"I'm serving the Lord of Nannau, the King's best friend in these parts.
Your plain Davy's on the foad, | tell'ee, to be Sr David Gam at your
service, renowned for generations. So hush, gentle Simon; be a peace,
honest Simon; and let's see how you do your duty to that Richard-
loving traitor. Burn the man, good Simon, and without any more dilly-
daly. Is that shaven poll up there a-shnving of him? Tis for that, |
teiree, and not to gabble about Irish maidens, that | came here. | came
here for a burnin'. Burnin's be rarer to old Davy than the prettiest
maidenheads. Oh, a mighty man for burmn'sis King Hal, a grand man
for burnin's. So get on with the job, sweet Simon; or lend me one of
your big bows, and I'll give him 'Richard's-come-back!"

Whether encouraged by these words or rendered desperate by the
Medusa-looks of the woman, Master Simon now moved in among his
archers and directed them to tighten their ranks.

Rhisiart exchanged a glance with the Lollard and both of them drew
their horses as near as they could to the Abbot's charger, so asto form
a solid phalanx of mounted men.

Asthey did this the lad glanced at the imperturbable expression with
which the Abbot grimly and quietly waited upon the course of events.
"| expect he's heard something,” he repeated to himself; but he couldn't
help thinking how helter-skelter and casual a real battle must be, if it
took so long for a single event, like the burning or the release of this
Friar, to come to a decisive climax.

"Are al the events in the great world like this," the boy thought,
"9 different from what the historians say?"

But at this moment, and Rhisiart knew very well that it wasn't this
the Abbot was expecting, the Scab's mountaineers, waving their spears
like savages, began pushing their way towards the spot where the
Lord of Nannau and David Gam, for the woman had withdrawn into
the crowd, were standing alone.

The Scab and his pony were thrust forward, surrounded, and then
left behind by these excited men.

"Saint Derfell Saint Derfel!" they cried as they brandished their
spears, and even in that tense moment Rhisiart was amused by the
mixture of alarm for his own skin and pride in the excitement he'd
stirred up that was displayed by the one-eyed Bard, though the intrepid
pony showed no sign of any emotion save the joy of battle.
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The Abbot called out to his monks to draw back; and he himself did *
the same, for the old war-horse was growing unruly. Rhisiart and the
Lollard followed with their steeds; and as the three horsemen backed
away it became clear to our friend that if the Lord of Nannau and his
precious companion didn't also beat a speedy retreat he would have the
satisfaction of seeing them spitted like a couple of wild boars who have
no avenue of escape.

It must be confessed that for one single second our young friend—for,
after all, this would have been his first skirmish with rea bloodshed—
hoped heartily that the two bullies would escape those gleaming points;
but whether this automatic prayer, which he might have uttered had
they actually been wild-beasts, had or had not anything to do with it,
out of that closing circle they did manage to skip; and that was the
last seen of either of them that night.

The Medusa-like woman in the rich garments had aso vanished;
while the Valle Crticis monk, whose name, as the girl had shouted it
down the dope, had had such a startling effect, must have succeeded in
loosening the condemned man's bonds, for that monotonous and intol-
erable reiteration about King Richard, though much weaker than
formerly, was no longer in the voice of a man who was being choked.

The now quite sober Hog of Chirk had got his archers into good
order by this time, al along the slope of the mound; while the Scab's
spearmen, gathered now in front of the crowd, were suffering some-
thing of a reaction in the presence of those drawn bow-strings.

And there fell upon the scene one of those inexplicable silences that
occur sometimes at a crisis. The shouts died down. No one stirred or
made any movement except to gaze anxiously at the wooded hills
around them. Had Rhisiart's light-hearted mother, now taking her
pleasure in the gaieties of Hereford town, caught sight at that moment
of the frowning intensity of her son's narrow face, with its abnormally
high forehead and big nose, she would most certainly have teased him
unmercifully and called him, as was her wont, her "baby Chancellor.”

But just as it was an upsetting discovery to him that he could fall
in love with a girl simply from imagining her being pierced through
the shoulder by a new-fangled arrow, so it was a sinister enlargement
to his knowledge of life to see how a place of execution could act like
a magnet upon human nerves.
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Modry used to tell him that there was a magnet in al Welsh souls
that always pointed north, to where the mouth of Hades was; and this
perpetua cry, "Richard is alivel" seemed to act just in that way: draw-
ing that whole motley assembly towards the mound, towards the dung-
cart, towards the towering pile of brushwood prepared for the burning.

The Abbot showed no sign that he intended to ride his charger
through the archers, or to dismount and climb the sope on foot.
"Would | risk it in his place™ our lad thought. And then he thought,
"We're all waiting—on this Eve of Saint John—for a miracle to hap-
pen. There! He's staring up at those hills like everybody ese! Do they
expect the King and his army back from Scotland?'

A fearful turmoil now began in young Rhisiart's heart. He felt that
if he didn't ride forward, straight into those fifty arrow-shafts, he
would be burnt too, burnt slowly to the end of his days, by a remorse
worse than his ancestor's in Dmas Bran.

Stll the man in the cart kept crying, "Richard! Sweet Richard!" but
his face now, which was like an angel's, and Simon's face, which was
like a lost soul's, were both turned towards the bare-legged spearmen at
the foot of the mound.

Rhisiart heard the Lollard whisper something to the Abbot of which
he could only catch the word "madness’; but the Abbot's reply struck
him as a strange one. "He won't let the man be burnt," he heard him
mutter. "He'll come at the last moment."

Rhisiart's brain began to grow dazed under his desperate interior
struggle. Who would come at the last moment’ Wasn't fate beginning
to lay it upon him to be the one to act at this crisis, be the result what it
might? And if such was his destiny it was useless to dodge the logica
conclusion; namely that if he did fling himself upon these deadly
modern weapons not a soul would ever know that the treachery of
Dinas Bran had been redeemed!

It was through a blood-red mist that he heard the hoarse voice of the
Bard of Ffinnant invoking Saint Derfel. Modry had told him queer
things about Saint Derfel; arid he could see from his position on Grif-
fin's back that a mysterious wave of feeling had begun to pass over the
people like the wind at Pentecost.

Master Simon appeared to be having an angry dispute with the
repulsive individual who was now engaged in pouring some imflam-
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mable oil upon the pile he had made. But what the devil was that
extraordinary Abbot doing now? Was he expecting a miracle? Did
he, a learned Cistercian, have faith in this mad Derfel cult? "By God,
| believe the old chap's going to bestir himself! What's he calling to his
smonks about in Latin? Are they the ones who're going to march upon
the arrows?"

"Richard, our sweet sacrifice, isalive!" Never in his life had the young
Rhisiart felt more at the mercy of uncontrollable events than he felt at
that moment. His brain seemed stunned, his senses drugged, his powers
of action atrophied. He suddenly felt very young. He even felt like
crying.

In spite of the familiar piebald back on which he sat and his big
crusader's sword and his sheepskin bundle his nerves became like those
of a child whose pretence had suddenly, to his intense bewilderment,
come true. He did his best afterwards to forget his weakness at this
particular moment; but those wildly-brandished spears and those wilder
cries of "Derfel! Derfel! Saint Derfel for Edeyrnion!" approaching him
from one side, while those terrible modern weapons menaced him
from the other, gave the poor lad a paroxysm of sheer panic.

Instead of thinking of Dinas Bran or even of his red-haired "Princess’
he thought of the kindly streets of Hereford, and he thought of his
mother.

And fate seemed resolved to put him to shame; for what must his
fellow-traveller, this cool-blooded heretic, do at this juncture but dip
down from his mare, hand her bridle to him to hold, and completely
unarmed as he was, walk calmly up to the pile of faggots on the south-
ern dope of the mound, and taking Master Simon by the arm, begin,
to the man's amazement, uttering some eager, long-winded conjura-
tion.

Rhisiart began to feel a curious darkness stealing over his senses.
Was he going to faint” But summoning up all the spirit that remained
to him he did manage to urge Griffin forward about three yards, drag-
ging the mare behind him. There he stopped, for he saw the glittering
point of one particular arrow directed straight to his heart and he
caught the cold, resolute, measuring eye of the bowman who was ex-
tending the string.

Thankful to be dtill alive, he tore his gaze from that arrow's point,
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and hdf turning his head tried to catch what the Abbot was saying to
his monks. It sounded like a mixture of Latin and Welsh, but neither
his lessons with Modry at Hereford nor with his teachers at Oxford had
given him a clue to the words he heard.

In any case the Abbot was taking no notice of him; and there he was
with Master Brut's mare on his hands, the only remaining person in
the open space between the arrow-heads and the spear-heads!

To relieve their feelings the bare-legged followers of Derfel were
now tossing their weapons in the air and catching them as they came
down. From both sides there arose, and in no very gentle terms, ex-
tremely blunt advice to the boy on the piebald horse to get out of the
way.

It had been, however, young Rhisiart's custom, during the solitude
of his long ride through the woodland paths, to pretend to himself
that he was rescuing Dinas Bran, and though the only eyes that saw
his exploits were those of rabbits and sparrow-hawks it had been his
delight to draw his crusader's sword out of its scabbard. So accustomed
to these heroic pastimes had old Griffin become that the moment his
bridie was jerked he would lift his head, advance far enough to satisfy
his rider's impulse, and then, realizing that it was all pretence, begin
quietly cropping the grass, well-assured of at least ten minutes of peace.

And now, not in the least affected by either spears or bows, being
accustomed as a sheriff's state-beast to every sort of warlike pageant, he
displayed only a reproachful astonishment at the antics of the Lollard's
mare, who was rapidly getting out of hand.

"Richard, our sacrificel" The Friar's voice was growing very faint,
and the yells of the Scab's mountaineers almost drowned it, but through
al the turmoil of thoughts and images that made the boy feel as if he
were being drowned in a black tide, the thought kept coming to him:
"l wonder if, when it's over, they'll take as many arrows out of Griffin
as out of me”"

And then he thought—Dbut it was rather a flash of .electric vision,
running like a tongue of fire through his body, his nerves, his brain,
his heart, than any definite thought~"If | just stay where | am it'll be a
quick death; and I'll have died for Myfanwy if not for Dinas Bran. But
a gentleman always rides forward!" So strong was his conviction that
his end had come that he already felt the arrows piercing his flesh; and
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though the feeling it gave him had nothing of that dark trembling he
had felt when he thought of the arrow in the girl's shoulder, it did
bring with it a wild and desperate exultation that seemed to hover in
circles above his terror as a hawk might hover over a heron.

But the thought, "Will it hurt?" and the thought, "/ mustn't cry
out" wrote themselves in letters of fire upon the wings of this exulta-
tion.

And then there fell on him "like a clap of thunder and afall of mist"
a curious cessation of all movement of time. Time stopped; and some-
thing dse, another dimension atogether, took its place; and in that
deep time-vacuum, with an absolute naturalness—helped doubtless by
the calm assumption of his horse that he was doing what he always did
—he drew his crusader's sword out of its sheath and lifting it high into
the air rode forward.
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IT MUST have been a spectacle evocative of many various impressions,
the sight of this tall, dark lad on the piebald horse brandishing his old-
fashioned weapon in the face of the best archers in England.

"Why, each one of those fellows," the more practical onlookers must
have thought, "holds that boy's life on his bow-string!"

To some it must have seemed the very top of idiotic folly, to others
the limit of theatrical bravado, to others just the old pitiful tale of
youth's throwing its life away on the chess-board of human wickedness.

To a few it may even have seemed an action prompted by cunning
craftiness, timed to a nicety, and calculated to win a particular kind of
notoriety at the minimum risk.

There must have been some among the archers, on the other hand, to
whose south-of-England humour the whole episode was simply comic.
This humorous attitude to it was certainly encouraged by the bad be-
haviour of the Lollard's mare who not only plunged and dragged, but
did her best in every possible way to make Griffin and his master
ridiculous.

It was indeed the necessity of using both hands to restrain this
roguish animal that brought the lad to his senses; but he had no sooner
recovered his normal wits and had even begun, in a natural human
reaction, to congratul ate himself that he was still alive, than he realized
that the whole situation had completely changed.

Intoning the chant, "In toto corde meo,” and led by their Abbot on
his great steed, the monks of Caerleon were moving in procession be
tween the opposing ranks. But it wasn't because of the bravery of the
monks that a great cry was now going up from all the people. As it
rose, and rolled away over the hills, it was echoed by what sounded to

Rhisiart's ears like thousands of deep voices, al crying the same name,
46
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and it was as if the river itsdf had caught it up, and as if the long-
sighing summer night-wind were carrying it, and as if the high in-
visible battlements of Dinas Bran were sending it back!

"Owen! Owen! Owen!" it repeated; and then, while the lad gazed
in astonishment at the figure approaching him, "Meredith ab Owen!
Meredith ab Owen!" was the acclamation he heard around him.

What Rhisiart saw now was a slender young man, plainly dressed
save for some kind of hawk's feather in his cap and totally unarmed,
coming straight towards him down the dope of the mound while the
Chirk men lowered their weapons to let him pass. His hands were bare,
his throat and neck were bare, and he walked as easily and leisurely as
if he were in the circuit of his own sylvan halls. Round his neck,
suspended by a silver cord, hung a richly-decorated hunting-horn, with
which every now and again his fingers would toy, a trick that struck
the manly taste of our Hereford friend as bordering upon the ef-
feminate.

But Rhisiart forgot al tricks of manner when Meredith ab Owen
came up to him and spoke to him; forgot everything but his face and its
expression which made him feel as if he were confronted by his own
favourite Knight of the Round Table, the enigmatic Gwalchmai!

But Meredith ab Owen was a sad not a gay Gawam. In form he was
a dark, dlim youth, not so tall as Rhisiart himself though some five or
six years older; but what struck our traveller most about his face was
the quality of its wistful disillusionment. He had never seen such a
depth of gentle life-weariness as looked out at him from this young
man's dark eyes.

There was a softness, like that of a glossy dusky brown of certain
time-dimned royal velvets, about his hollow cheeks, while his features,
in that gathering dusk, were all soft and nebulous, as if their human
flesh were only partially solidified after being called up from the vasty
deep by some enchanter.

It very soon became apparent why the Chirk men had lowered their
arms. And they were doing more than that now. They were piling
them into a great heap beside the unused bonfire, while Master Simon
himself, with his hands tied behind his back, was directing this
symbolic proceeding!

The whole mound was surrounded by Glendourdy's men. They had
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descended like an elfin host out of that Midsummer Eve greenness.
Especialy had they appeared from that particular direction beyond the
mound where Master Simon, in his private griefs, had forgotten to
place a guard.

Rhisiart instinctively doffed his scholar's cap to this young man as he
had not done to anyone but the Abbot al that long day; and feeling
ashamed to address him from Griffin's back, he swung his leg over his
saddle, extricating it with some difficulty from his big bundle and
higger sword, and dlid to the ground.

Here, holding both the horses, he made with some awkwardness his
best Hereford obeisance, looking, as his mother had taught him to do
when addressing a great personage, not at the young man's face but at
his feet.

"May | ask," the new-comer earnestly began, while beyond them
against the darkening sky the monks of Caerleon chanted their in-
convertendo, "When the Lord turned again the captivity of Son,”
"may | ask whether it was on behalf of Henry Bolmgbroke, or on be-
half of King Richard, that you drew your sword and kept the peace?"
And then in a mijch lower and more youthful tone he added quickly,
"What a perfectly, lovely horse! I've never seen anything like him. Do
you come from London? Are you on a pilgrimage to Valle Crucis’
May | have the pleasure of knowing the name of one who has faced
the Earl's best bowmen? But 1 see you're wrought-up. My curiosity is
ill-timed. But if you're not expected at Valle Crucis | know my father
will want to thank you in person; and perhaps you will alow me—I'm
expressing myself clumsily—but | keep thinking of how you looked
just now—and how you looked—" and with a smile full of a most wist-
ful tenderness he stroked Griffin's heavily-loaded back—"I mean, | beg
you'l alow me to take you both to Glyndyfrdwy to-night™

Rhisiart lifted his eyes and then dropped them, turned his hook-
nosed profile first towards the chanting monks, and then towards the
jubilant crowd. He acted like some agitated young falcon upon whose
perch an eaglet has suddenly alighted. Embarrassed though he was it
didn't escape him how respectfully the excited crowd kept aloof, |eav-
ing a clear open space about the two of them.

But his first duty as a man of honour was to disillusion his new
friend as quickly as possible. "I did nothing," he stammered. "I—I just
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happened to be where | was. It's al a mistake. | wasn't—what you
think. It was—my horse "

"I'm sure it was your horse" said Meredith ab Owen with a smile
of almost girlish sweetness. "Well' you must bring your horse for my
father to thank. Will you tell me his name?"

Rhisiart murmured the word "Griffin" and then once more plunged
into a long and incoherent explanation of how hed become so panic-
stricken that he'd been afraid to move, and how— "And this fine old
sword came out of his sheath of his own accord?" said the other with
perfect gravity. "Well, well have anyway to take your sword end
Griffin to my father; and since you're the owner of these independent
beings I'm afraid you can't very well refuse—"

There was indeed something so engaging about this young man,
with his dark well-fitting tunic, his bare brown knees, his cap with its
hawk's feather, and his puzzling air of belonging neither to court nor
camp, neither to cloister nor college, that Rhisiart gave up the attempt
to explain his behaviour. "It's fate," he thought. "I've told him; so if he
wont believe, it's his own fault! I'm not going on proclalmlng my
childishness™

But the young man was now, in his delicate, |nd|rect, and amost
feminine fashion, asking him who he was. "My father will want to
know; and it'll save you the bother of explaining if | can tell him in ad-
vance."

"Rhisiart ab Owen is my real name," replied our friend eagerly. "I'm
descended on the bastard side from Madoc ap Griffith of Dinas Bran.
Your father's the Baron Glendourdy, isn't he? | thought that's who you
were, when you came so sudden, and I'm glad you've asked me to
come, because—though only on the bastard side, of course—I am, un-
less I'm mistaken, a sort of connection of your honoured house."

Meredith gave him at that the most radiant smile he'd ever seen, and
bending forward with his cap in his hand kissed him tenderly in the
Norman manner on both cheeks.

"Why then we're cousins,” he cried, "and cousins well within the
ninth degree! | had a queer feeling there was something about you.
What do they call you at home?"

"Rhisiart'swhat | usually'call myself," answered Griffin'srider, doing
his best to soothe both the horses, for the mare's restlessness was begin-
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ning to fret the old piebald. "I've been a Oxford; but | thought—I
thought—" )

"You thought you'd like to see your Welsh cousins! And so you shall.
You shdl see usdl. I won't tell you yet which you'll like the best! But
| f(now very well indeed. And I'll tell you afterwards if | was right.
On second thoughts | think you'd better sleep here to-night—here or at
Vdle Crucis—and come on to Glyndyfrdwy to-morrow. My father's
at Sycharth just now. Our old friend lolo Goch's lying ill in our place
there; and | can tell you when he'sill my father won't stir or think of
anything else. But he's better now and we're going to move him to-
morrow to Glyndyfrdwy. Father's had a special conveyance made for
him out of withy-wands; and our own people will carry him. They
may stop for High Mass at the Abbey; but | doubt it. The poet's not
over-pious. Few of our bards are. Their religion is like the Scab's
yonder, with his Derfel. By the way, | hear another cousin of ours,
along with that cut-throat, David the Squint, is stopping at the Tassd.
Have you seen anything of htm here?"

Delighted to have something easier to talk about than his own con-
duct, Rhisiart launched forth into avivid description of thetwo traitors,
a description that was spiteful enough and boyish enough to afford
their young enemy no small satisfaction; but all the while he was talk-
ing his eyes were searching for the red-haired Maid, whom he finally
discovered not very far away and looking anything but radiant.

The girl wasn't with her Friar. She was talking to the richly-dressed
woman; and now when he saw them side by side he felt certain of
their relationship. "Yes, she's younger than | am,” he thought. "I don't
believe she's sixteen!"

"Well," said Meredith, "I must pay my father's devoir to John ap
Hywel now. She's lovely, isn't she™ he added quickly, causing our
friend's startled blood to rush to his cheeks. "I don't wonder you were
relieved when | asked you to come to us to-morrow instead of to-night.
Wadll, good luck! See you to-morrow at Glyndyfrdwy." And he ran
lightly up the slope of the mound.

Impatient to get rid of the Lollard's horse, Rhisiart now |ooked about
him to try to discover Walter Brut. Yes' There he was, still talking in
his obstinately-tender manner to the unhappy Simon.

"Did he think / was unhappy when he talked to me? Does he talk
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like that to al the unhappy people he meets? God! | couldn't stand it
if I were the Hog of Chirk." And for some reason, just as it gave
Rhisiart a curious pain to watch the wretched Simon submitting to the
spiritual consolation of Master Brut, so it troubled his mind to see the
Friar's Maid listening to her own mother!

"Why don't people leave each other alone™ he thought, as he saw
the girl's head hanging down under what was evidently the handsome
woman's bitter tongue. He glanced towards the exhausted Friar, by
whose side was dtill standing the heavily-cowled monk from Valle
Crucis, and he couldn't help noticing that this same monk kept turning
round to stare at the two women; and, unless the twilight misled him,
the fellow was as uneasy under what he saw as he was himself.

Master Simon too, he noticed, stole many a furtive glance at the
mother and daughter; but the scolding to which the girl was sub-
mitting didn't appear to worry him very much.

"l believe there's some trouble between them all," our lad thought;
and he tried to pretend to himself that he had had an inkling of this
from the first moment he'd seen them. He remembered an occasion in
his childhood when his frivolous Norman mother had observed his
interest in a complicated socia situation. "The little monk's got his
eyes about him," she'd said to Modry. Yes, he began to feel sure that
between these two men and these two women there was a mysterious
bond. And how did the mad Friar come into it?

The whole problem provoked him; for if there was one thing he
prided himself upon it was his socia acumen. And how could there be
any link between that tragic-looking Cistercian and this richly-dressed
woman’ Or, for the matter of that, between such a woman and the
Hog of Chirk?

"I wouldn't give any of them a thought," he decided irritably, "if it
weren't for that girl."

But how the monk was staring' "Blessed Mary!" Rhisiart said to
himself, "if | were Master Simon, afraid of that over-dressed sorceress,
and afraid of that scowling priest, | wouldn't be so patiently listening
to a gospel-man! I'd hit out. I'd do somebody a mischief!"

The Maid's head, grown dusky in the twilight, was sinking lower
and lower under her mother's words. But what a long braid she had,
as she clasped her hands across it behind her back!
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Suddenly the woman seemed to lose al patience, vexed rather than
appeased by the girl's quiescence. With one last word, obviously as
cruel as a blow, she turned impatiently from her and moved off to-
wards the dope of the mound.

Rhisiart's heart beat fast. Now had come the chance he had been
passionately desiring, ever since he had first set eyes upon this girl.
But he was burdened with two horses, both of them heavily loaded,
both of them restless and hungry, both of them in as ill a humour as
it is possible for elderly horses to be. She dtill stood there by herself,
biting her lips and watching her mother make her way towards Simon;
and Rhisiart felt he must snatch this precious moment, or she would
be whirled out of his path and out of his life forever! His knees shook,
a hollow emptiness in the pit of his stomach began throbbing like the
tap-tap of a sickening drum.

Desperately he dragged the two unwilling beasts towards her,
Griffin every now and then turning his head and twitching an ear as
if to say, "I know what you're feding, Master; but | would like to
bring my feed of oats before your enamoured intelligence.”

She turned her head when she saw him coming, and their eyes met.
Then looking down she ran the palms of her hands over the folds of
her boy's dress. Reaching her side, where Griffin, either out of an old
servant's instinctive tact or because of his gnawing belly, induced the
mare to drop her head along with his own and crop a few grass-blades,
he suddenly found that something had deprived him of the gift of
gpeech. There she was, and here he was, but not a syllable could he
utter. All the moisture seemed to have left his lips, his palate, his
throat. Nor did the power that had taken away his speech even dlow
him to look at her.

Luckily it didn't make him shut his eyes, and never has there been
a patch of earth so microscopically stared at as the one between her feet
and his. In this small radius of midsummer vegetation, great creative
Nature had caused to spring up an exceptionally early meadow-orchis,
and following Griffin's example the boy deliberately stooped down, and
plucking this spike of soft petals, whose colour was lost in the falling
night, thrust it hurriedly, and as if he were just giving it to her to hold
while he adjusted the bridle of his horse, into the maiden's hand.
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The crafty old piebald seemed to take a sy pleasure in making what
the youth had to do to this bridle as difficult as possible. "Take time,
Master," he seemed to say. "It's better not to rush them at the begin-
ning. Pardon me if | taste that bit of clover!”

No classcal Pandarus could in fact have been kinder to young
Rhisiart than his hungry old horse, and before, as they say, he redized
he was in the water, lo and behold! he found he could swim.

While their four young hands were disentangling the confusion of
reins, which the immortal fingers of Eros, helped by old Griffin's art-
fulness, were twisting as fast as they untwisted them, it was Rhisiart
who found it easiest to talk; and he talked rapidly, saying things that
astonished himself a good deal more than they did the Friar's Maid.

He told her that he had heard her voice as well as the Friar's before
he crossed the river. He told her what a power over him her voice had
had, and how wonderful it was that it could carry so far and yet re-
main so clear and swest.

"What's your name™" he finally blurted out, stealing a glance at the
curve of her cheek.

"Tegolin," she answered, stroking Griffin's neck. "It's a funny name,
but I've got used to it."

He now realized that she had stuck the meadow-orchis into her red-
gold braid, where it swung as she moved as naturally as if it were
growing there.

But if it was Rhisiart whose tongue was free when they were busy
over the horse, the moment their eyes met she took the lead.

"l saw you drawing your sword," she said in a low voice, pressing a
finger against the one of her cheeks which felt less cooled than the
other by the damp on Griffin's neck. "I've never seen a gentleman's
sword drawn before. They use spears and bows in my cantref. How
beautiful it looked as you held it up, and you sitting so lonely in front
of them al! You looked like Pwyll, Prince of Dyved, riding against
Hafgan, crowned King of Annwn."

Poor Rhisiart! If she had never seen a gentleman's drawn sword
before she had certainly never suffered from a gentleman's touchy
conscience before.

It now became necessary for the boy to enter at full length, with his
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profile turned sharply away, into every detail of that wretched predica-
ment in which panic, according to his furious pride of self-depreciation,
played the part of courage.

She heard him gravely, watching him intently, her blue eyes growing
wider and wider as he went on. But when he came to Griffin—how
in the midst of his dazed and desperate thinking the old horse shook
himself and lifted his ears, thus hypnotizing the man on his back into
the automatic playing of his part in their familiar game—a faint smile
flickered across her lips.

"I was thinking so hard," he said, "that everything seemed only
half-real, everything swayed and heaved and melted; and | suppose Yd
so mixed up drawing that sword with vows and resolutions to be
worthy of it that in my weakness and cowardice it drew itself, if you
know what 1 mean."

He turned upon her so suddenly that he caught that tender half-
smile; and for some reason instead of making him angry or making
him more ashamed of himself, it was just the one thing he needed, and
the words that followed it became only a roundabout commentary
upon the effect it produced and the knowledge it revealed.

“I'm just like you," she whispered. "I'm always begging the Friar
not to come to these places and not to cry his message where there's
such terrible danger; but when we do come | seem to turn against all
I've said and something m me pushes me on, and | push him on, and
S0 it happens.”

They were both stroking Griffin now and she looked Rhisiart straight
in the eyes. "When these moments come,” she said, speaking slowly
and very emphatically, "I don't think it's ever we who're brave. |
think it's something inside us"

The fact that he was understood in his deepest weakness, and also
in this "something" which was m him and yet outside him, brought
the tears suddenly to his eyes, and he made such a pathetic effort not
to break down and, in doing so, screwed up his queer physiognomy
so absurdly that Tegolin, with her own mouth distorted, bent sud-
denly forward and, snatching up his hand as it rested on the horse's
neck, pressed it tightly for afleeting second against her breast.

This impulsive gesture established no new relation between them.
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Indeed, ignorant of the ways of women, our friend accepted it as the
natural behaviour of a young girl who wanted to comfort him; but
from the unconscious way they both acted it was as if their hands had
been independent entities for whose behaviour they were in no sense
responsible.

"How old are you™" she asked him. "I was sixteen on the first of this
month."

Rhisiart smiled proudly. "I was seventeen on the first of this month.
So I'm ayear older than you.™

"Draw the sword again for me" she begged him. "Only a little way!
| don't want anyone to see you do it. But please draw it!" And then
she added, evidently reverting to his pride a being a year older,
"Seventeen isn't much."

Rhisiart obeyed her at once, and in the hay-scented twilight that
seemed as if it would last till dawn, he pulled from the ancient sheath
about three inches of that exquisitely-chiselled blade.

"May | touch it”" she asked.

Rhisiart hesitated and pondered in silence. Did the girl know al he
would be giving her if he let her do that? But her long twisted braid
had already fallen sideways against his sheepskin bundle and against
his ancient tunic of chain-armour, and though it was too dark to see
much difference in colour between her hair and the meadow-orchis, a
blur of paleness at one spot in that dusky braid showed him it hadn't
yet fallen.

There was a broad, expansive yellowish light above the mountains
to the south-west, but the river below them was of a cold, metallic
whiteness; and the fragment of steel he had laid bare took to itself, as
she bowed her head over it, the cold grey of the water of the river rather
than the warm tint of the sky.

There were no longer any wild sounds or desperate shouts coming
from the people. He could see that the Grey Friar had fallen peace-
fully aslegp and that the tragic monk from Valle Crucis was kneeling
by his side. The Chirk bowmen were sprawling on the ground, dis
armed now and helpless, but joking in their careless English manner
with their captors, and perfectly content at the turn which events had
taken.
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Glendourdy's son was standing aone on the dope of the mound,
evidently waiting till the Caerleon monks had finished their evening
psalms.

The indefatigable Lollard, who was still sticking fast to the Hog of
Chirk, was leaning against the faggots;, and it was across the great
heap of surrendered weapons that he was murmuring his evangelical
consolations.

With the constant smell of new-cut hay there came to them on the
soft wind occasional waftures of other pleasant fragrances. Some of
these Rhisiart took for the scent of honeysuckle; but there were others
that may have been exotic foreign perfumes that merchants from over-
sess had brought to the fair; and once he was ,sure he smelt a whiff
of wood-smoke from the Tassal Inn.

The bare-legged Derfcl-worshippers had now lighted a bonfire of
their own, and round it, with their spears stuck in the earth, they were
reclining a their ease, listening to some bardic composition of the in-
spired Scab.

Thus the Latin of the monks and the Welsh of Derfel's prophet
answered each other across that misty expanse, uplifting m pure hap-
hazard an antiphonic hymn to the powers of the night. Most of the
crowd had already vanished and the silences and mysteries of Nature
resumed their ancient sway. The sacred "Gorsedd" mound, covered
with the same unbroken turf as had covered it before rumour of either
Christ or Derfel had reached this place, rose to its proper dignity and
claimed its indestructible inheritance.

All these things did Rhisiart feel, but only vaguely and indistinctly,
as he pondered in his mind whether to let her touch the sword. Con-
scious of the boy's hesitation Tegolin lifted her head, and it was now
too dark for him to see her flushed cheeks.

"If youd rather | didn't touch it she said, "of course | won't.
Would you rather | didn't?"

Her renewed question forced Rhisiart to make a decision. But oh, it
was so hard! To let her touch his precious sword at this turning-point
of his life would be to commit himself to her in a way far beyond the
flower in her braid or his hand against her bosom!

Hit in her pride by his continued silence she drew away from him
and began tightening the leather collar of her boyish doublet. He
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caught the movement and it brought back a rush of that dark unholy
emotion that had swept through him when he had envisaged the
imaginary arrow.

It was therefore with the most dangerous thing in him, as well as
with the depths of his secret mania for Dinas Bran, that he tore the
hesitation out of his heart. It was as if the imaginary arrow had been
in him instead of in her, so much did it cost him; but he whispered
hoarsely, "Yes, Tegolin, you may touch it!"

All her sweetness, all her submissiveness returned to her as she came
close to him and leaned across Griffin's back. But instead of touching
the exposed sted with her fingers she bowed her head over it and
pressed upon it her open lips.

Rhisiart drew a deep breath.

"How cold and damp it id" she murmured.

He gave a queer little chuckle. "Sted's always like that," he said.
"But it's not wet with blood." And then, in a low eager voice, "When
shall | see you again—Tegolin?"

Her reply was a double question. "Where are you seeping to-night?
Are you sqguire to Owen?"

"You mean the Baron Glendourdy? No, I'm not his squire yet; but
I'm his cousin, and I'm going to see him. No, | don't know where I'm
going to deep. Meredith said | couldn't see him till to-morrow night.”

Tegolin looked at him with increased interest, and as she looked at
him something about his innocence and un-worldliness touched her to
the heart.

For al his crusader's sword and his chain-armour and his hooked
Norman nose, she suddenly saw him as very young and very lonely
and not a little helpless.

"You heard what the Abbot over there said about taking us to Valle
Crucis?'

Rhisiart murmured a gloomy assent. "Oh don't be afraid. We're not
going there. Brother Huw and | have a cow-stall to ourselves at that
farm near the ferry. It belongs to the Tassd, but it's quite different. If
you come later and ask for us— Only don't tell anyone ese; for | can't
have the Father disturbed any more to-night, and if people follow us
hell preach till his heart bresks."

Rhisiart had strained his spirit of independence to such a point of
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late that it was like a sweet immersion in a bath of warm and fragrant
water to place his will entirely at her disposal. He thanked her earnestly
and gravely; and in that obscure light she smiled at him with a smile
of such protective strength that a wave of relaxed peacefulness flowed
over him and he drew a long happy sigh.

"l must get Brother Huw away now," she said. "l can see he's awake
and listening to Father Rheinalt. Father Rheinalt is good and kind—
I'l tell you about him—another time—but | don't want—" She paused
and looked round them. "It's my mother who's on my mind now!
Shes gone up there'—and Tegolin pointed to the dead tree and the
faggots and the pile of arms—"to gloat over Master Simon; and | can't
bear it when she gets like that. Brother Huw would forgive anyone;
even if they were burning him dive. He says King Richard would
too, but | don't know! You see | don't believe everything the Friar
says! But will you do something for me? Will you get my mother:
away from Master Simon and find someone who's going to Dmas
Bran? Shes living in the castle up there with Denis Burnell, the son
of the Sheriff of Shropshire. Mother tells everybody Father Rheinalt
married them; but, oh dear, / don't know! | was a baby when she
married Master Simon; and the nuns brought me up. But it was her
going to Simon—I know that—that drove Father Rheinalt into the
monastery. But I'll tell you al | know about them another time. But
I don't know much. The nuns wouldn't let me see her, and since I've
been with Brother Huw—but do get Mother off to Dmas Bran! There
must be some of Denis Burnell's people here. The Chirk men will tell
you where to find them. Don't go with Mother, mind. Not under any
condition! Come to the farm and ask for us. But oh! go quick' Get her
away from Simon and find Burnell's—" she stopped abruptly. "Do you
mind if | ask you your name™ Mother's a distant relation of Owen's;
but he doesn't like her, though she's useful to him. My Lord of
Arundel's very fond of her, too; so she has t\vO strings to her bow.
What is your name?"

No story our friend had ever told himself about his romantic future
was as full of conflicting emotions as Rhisiart's face when the words
Dmas Bran fell from Tegolin's lips. There flashed across his brain a
memory of a summer evening by the banks of the Wye, when he had
prayed desperately to the Virgin that some tremendous event might
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transform his life. And now—"My name is Rhisiart ab Owen," he said
hurriedly. "In Hereford they call me Rhisiart.”

Tegolin turned away her head, and laying her' hand on Griffin's
mane began twisting its hairs round her fingers. "What shal 7 cdl
you?" she enquired. Her shyness communicated itself to him, and he
too looked away.

"Modry used to call me Gwion Bach," he brought out with a wry
smile. At that she turned sharply upon him.

"Who was Modry?"

"My nurse," he said; and she gave a little laugh; and then it became
his turn to ask a question. "Have you ever been up to Dinas Bran,
Tegolin?'

"Never!" she confided. "Mother would hate to see me there. Besides,
Denis might treat the Friar as Simon tried to do."

"But why don't you go alone?"

"And leave Brother Huw? How on earth would he get on? And
anyway Mother wouldn't want me up there in these clothes. Don't
you see, Gwion Bach, I've got hosen like you? I'm the Friar's page.
He often forgets that I'm a woman at al! Oh you've no idea—" she
broke off. "Please go quick, Gwion Bach, and take her to the Con-
stable's people. | can see—" Hurriedly she helped him to get the bridles
of both horses round his wrist. "Goodbye," she cried, giving him an
anxious push. "And ask for us at the farm—Gwion Bach™

It was a strange scene he encountered when finally he'd got the
horses to the top of the slope; and he arrived there hot and exhausted
and very irritable. Both animals had been a great trouble. The mare
had pulled violently at her halter in her desire to get quickly to her
master, while Griffin, sulky and hungry, had hung back, knowing that
his only chance for oats and hay lay to the west rather than to the east.

Dragging one beast therefore, and dragged by the other, Rhisiart
skirted the circle of disarmed bowmen, who, seated on faggots from
the stake-pile, were playing cards and drinking and singing and
chatting to their captors, till he came to where his Lollard friend
sood m the background, looking baffled and nonplussed, listening
with an expression of growing apprehension to the ambiguous and
cruel words poured out upon his convertite by Tegolm's mother.

The heretic's eyes were wide open and his full lips considerably apart,
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while upon his smooth face there had formed at least two noticesble
lines that Rhisiart had never seen there before. Everything about him,
down to the way he was fidgetting with his feet, seemed absorbed in
one overwhelming sensation, the recognition of evil of a kind he had
never met beforel

What a handsome woman she was, this mother of Tegolin, and
what a terrifying one! Her hair hadn't a touch of grey in it, but it was
much duskier than her daughter's, and was indeed of so dark a tinge
of chestnut as to look black in that obscurity.

But no shadow of night obscured the terrible glint in her eyes. It was
clear to our friend that the student of the Gospels was spell-bound by
what he heard. He stared at the woman as if the wicked emotion she
displayed were a conjured-up trick rather than a revelation of reality.

Absorbed in the miserable mind of the Hog, Master Brut had been
struggling for hours with profanity and despair, but from the eyes and
lips of this beautiful woman there jetted forth a passion so weird as to
produce the feeling that it came from a fount of evil infinitely deeper
and more dangerous than anything in her wretched victim.

All this after Tegoalin's hint was easy enough for Rhisiart to read in
the Lollard's face, as he placed the mare's bridle in his hand. "He's been
struggling with an ordinary devil," the lad thought, "but with this
witch hell have to change his weapong]”

Master Simon was sitting hunched-up on one of the highest faggots,
with his back against the dead tree, and he looked to our friend like a
man who was deriving some horrible satisfaction from being beaten
to death. His lower lip hung loose as if his jaw had dropped. In the
dying light you could see that the corners of his mouth were dribbling.
His heavy head drooped sideways upon his chest. His hands, as they
dangled helplesdy across his knees under the torment of the woman's
tongue, looked as if they had been cut off in the pillory and unskilfully
replaced, so white and leaden-like they hung..

"Youve come from my daughter,” was the woman's greeting to
Rhisiart. "I saw what she was up to! | could amost hear her words.
| suppose you're from Sycharth, eh? | wish you would go and tell my
Dinas Bran people that I'm ready to go. That was what Teg told you to
do, wasn't it? She's always looking after her mother. It's touching, but
it's very awkward. You saw how simple she is? She and her Friar are a
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fair pair. They're shining candles in this naughty world; but you look
shrewd enough. Are you one of Owen's scribes? Can you write a good
Latin letter? No, no, I'm serious, young man! | must see more of you.
I'm in want of just such a— But there they are! Lawngot! Cys-tennin!
Rhy-dderch! Well, lads, it's time we st out. They'll think were mur-
dered as it is. Throw down those bows, my boys. I'll explain to the
Congtable. Yes! you can keep your other things. I'll explain that to
Meredith."

While our traveller was contemplating the strong and athletic ap-
pearance of these lads from Dinas Bran, who were evidently like so
many others in Wales "serving two masters,”" he felt old Griffin give
a sudden jerk and make an attempt to swing round. Turning rapidly
himself, while the three stalwart young "traitors" gathered close to their
mistresss side, he saw a great war-horse approaching, bearing on his
back a most formidable-looking personage, armed in grander and
more modern armour than Rhisiart had ever seen, but with no weapon
in his hands and his hands themselves ungauntleted and bare.

This awe-inspiring individual had a weather-beaten, battle-scarred
face, piercing grey eyes, an aquiline nose” a grey moustache, and
grizzled hair beneath his sted helmet. Though both the man and his
horse looked travel-stained and weary, his whole presence breathed an
air of proud, habitual and impatient authority.

Everybody present, including Master Simon, the Chirk bowmen and
the three lads from Dmas Bran, straightened themselves and uncovered
their heads.

Rhisiart pulled Griffin back a little, and took the opportunity, while
the horseman turned with a series of angry gestures upon Master
Simon, to enquire of the lady who he was.

"Hush, you young fool! Hell hear you,” she whispered. And then
in a tone of bitter sarcasm, "It's the great man himself. It's Thomas
Fitz-Alan, Earl of Arundel and Surrey, Lord of Oswestry, Chirk-land,
Bromfield and Yae! He's come post-haste from the King. The Scottish
war must be over."

Rhisiart mechanically followed the example of the rest and removed
his cap. Then he led Griffin as dose as he could to the Lollard's sde.
It was a relief to him to observe the cam dignity and unabashed com-
posure of that revolutionary scholar.
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But the magnate in armour took no more notice of the two young
men than if they'd been pedlars from the market. His whole attention
was directed to his unlucky Steward, whom he proceeded to rate un-
mercifully for the predicament into which his men had fallen.

"I've seen Glendourdy's son," he said, "and he's given me a safe-
conduct for your idiots to go back whence you came. But look at all
these good bows—all lost by this madness! Who told you to take on
yourself to burn heretics and rouse the countryside? This is the very
thing I've been trying to avoid. | warrant my Lord Grey's hand's in
this, the obstinate numskull! This is exactly the kind of thing young
Percy was warning us against. It's all wrong. I've told the King over
and over again he should follow Pfercy and not Grey. Grey thinks
only of himself and his damned red castle. Well!' off with you al!
Back to Chirk by the nearest road! And don't touch those bows, or
| can't do anything for you. If the whole country's not up, it's not your
fault. Simon, Simon! I've a great mind, Simon, to tie you up, head and
foot, and leave you to our Welsh friends. You've done more harm
than you wot of, my little Simon! Oh, I've a mind to leave you. God's
holy teeth! I've a mind to leave you to the wolves!"

What struck Rhisiart as so queer, and what made him terribly em-
barrassed too, was the way the Earl kept turning from Simon and
addressing his remarks upon these matters of high state policy to him-
«df and Master Brut. He might have been addressing them to Griffin
and the Lollard's mare as far as any recognition of their existence as
personalities went; but without acknowledging their presence as sepa-
rate human entities he evidently required some sort of sounding-board
for his quirks and his sallies.

"Oh, it's you again, is it, Mistress Lowri?" and he made a courtly
but ironical bow. "How is your gracious mother ? | see your daughter
has got her Friar safe back. Tired already of our little Constable, eh?
Gone back to brave Simon, gentle Simon, faithful Simon, ha?"

This was the first time Rhisiart had heard the woman's name.
"Lowri,” he repeated to himself in a whisper, while he watched her
press close to the Earl's saddle and lay her richly-gloved fingers on the
trappings of his horse.

"So you've made it up, have you, Mistress, you and Simon? You've
got tired of Dinas Bran and our little Denis? Somebody must lend you
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a mount then, | suppose, if we're to have you back in your old bower
in our unworthy domain!" And he cast a hawk's eye upon Griffin and
the mare as if their owners had not been present.

The Earl's style of address'as he talked to Tegdim's mother was
something quite new to Rhisiart's experience. It was an indulgent
tone—with an under-current of ribaldry—and it was extremely intimate,
too. It was such a different thing from the impersonal obliviousness
with which he treated our two young men that there was something
indecent about it. In fact our friend, who had already taken an extreme
dislike to this handsome and shameless lady, decided in his blunt
Oxford manner that she was a whore and that the Earl was treating
her to a mocking parody of the French Courts of Love.

He came to the conclusion, however, a moment later, though quite
likely with gross injustice, that there was an ardent sensual passion
behind this mock-chivalric tone. "Oh it's al dying,” thought the
startled lad, "the high romance of the old days' If this battered, cynical
old tyrant were like the Black Prince, how different! He'd at once have
spoken to Master Brut and me. Mistress Lowri would have told him
how | drew my sword between spearmen and archers, and he would
have offered to make me his squire! | wouldn't have accepted; but
I'd have liked to tell Tegolm he'd made me the offer."

The Earl was bending down over his saddle now listening to Lown's
whispers.

Master Simon hadn't changed his besotted look of maudlin sub-
mission since the woman had first appeared on the scene. Rhisiart
concluded that he took for granted that her appearance was his doom,
that she had come, like the Erinyes, to hound him to his death, and
that there was nothing for him to do but accept the worst and hug it
to his heart. Indeed, while Lowri whispered like a she-devil in the
Earl's ear, our friend watched Simon with curious interest. He saw
him replace his cap on his head and squat down at the foot of the
Friar's tree and fold his arms. The fellow seemed to know by instinct
that the end of this whispering would be the end of his life. Indeed,
he seemed half-dead already.

Rhisiart himself could hear quite enough to gather that the woman
was giving the great man lurid and abominable details of Master
Simon's behaviour to her.
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Every now and then the Earl would interject some indignant and
horrified 'exclamation; such as: "Impossible!" "Did he do that?" "Oh
mbnstrous, monstrous! Such a man pollutes the air!" "Not that, Mis-
tress? No, no! He couldn't have done that, and to a woman as—oh
vilel oh most vile!" .

At last she finished her tale and drew away; and she made Rhisiart
think of a deadly snake uncoiling itself from a formidable beast it had
ppoi soned.

"Here, you fellows! Come here a minute!" cried Fitz-Alan hoarsely;
and al the archers crowded round him. "I'm going straight to Chirk
now, my lads, and | want you to come with me. My horse is tired so |
shan't leave you in the lurch. But you and you'—and he named the
two most brutal-looking of the band—"stay behind and string up this
unspeakable devil! Hang him to this very tree where he was going to
burn the Friar; and when you've done it come straight after me!
Nobody'11 touch you if you don't touch them™ He paused, and once
more fixing his eye—without seeing them—upon our two friends, "If
only," he muttered, "that fool Grey hadn't put in his damned voice,
and the King had left Percy and me to settle things. It makes me sick
to see the King led astray as he isl I've told him from the beginning
that what we want in all these Islands is simply a wise application of
the Conqueror's Feudal System. Let 'em al do homage to the King—
just as | do myself—and remain masters within their own provinces.
This Glendourdy of yours—you call him a wizard—but | know a
wizardry that would settle him and settle all his sons too, from Griffith
to Meredith—simply the old-fashioned Feudal System properly applied,
with our Norman Primogeniture, in place of this mad splitting-up of
estates! But Grey of Ruthin's a fool. That's what he is, a damned fool,
and, as Solomon says, The Foal will end by begging his bread!"

Rhisiart found it impossible to lend more than half an ear to this
political sermon preached to the air and the darkness through his non-
existent form; but it struck his mind that the man's only excuse for his
inhumanity would be if he realy were enamoured of Lowri.

So indignant did he feel a the injustice of the whole thing that he
couldn't resist @ murmured protest.

"My Lord Earl, may | be alowed—as one who has studied law at the
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University of Oxford—to inform the prisoner of the charges brought
against him?"

"Gorge dc Dicul And who in the wide earth told you to lift up your
voice? | don't know who your are, and I'm in Glendourdy's power
here or 1'd soon find out; but this you shall have, young malapert, you
shall have the privilege of selling me your horse, to take this lady—"
And he actually began fumbling beneath the pommel of his saddle
to find Griffin's price.

But Mistress Lown came close to him again and whispered some-
thing else. Rhisiart presumed she told him she was going back to the
Constable of Dinas Bran, and he fancied she may have told him of his
cousmship with Owen, for he let the gold-piece drop back into his
wallet, gave her a stiff but courteous obeisance, and gathered up his
reins.

"Is that your old confessor, Father Rheinalt, over there talking to
the Friar?" ’

"Yes, my Lord. He's praying with him."

"Wdl! let him stop praying with him and come and pray with your
Simon! He prayed too long with one person | know, once upon a time;
till that person grew too heavy to go to confession. . . . Well, well, |
mustn't tease you, my pretty; but | should have thought it would
exactly suit your particular kind of humour to have your Rheinalt
absolve your Simon. However! Do as you like."

He turned to the two archers. "Oh you've found a rope, have you?
Very good! Now remember | shall ask you to tell me how Simon died.
Gorge de Dieul There goes the Abbot; and | must have a word with
him. Tdl al your Welsh friends, you lovely one, that | hanged my
steward to ma”e them bread. Au revoir!" And he rode off in pursuit
of the monks of Caerleon.

"Gently, Measter! Coom, Measter!" cried one of the two archers, ap-
proaching Simon as if he were a tethered beast. He was a Wessex man,
and Rhisiart, even at that horrible moment, couldn't help noticing how
queer his English sounded. "Out o' the way wi'ee! Us must heave up
rope to hang'ee, Measter, to thik wold tree!"

The wretched Steward struggled with difficulty to his feet and cast
a confused look round him. Rhisiart fancied that there came a kind of
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comfort into his face when he saw that the Lollard was still there.

But the other archer—a great hulking South-Saxon from Lewes—
began roughly and clumsily putting the rope about the man's throat.

"Sop! | won't stand by and see this iniquity done!" Rhisiart had no
time on this occasion to get his crusader's sword into action, but he
snaiched his dagger out of his belt and in the darkness this looked
dangerous enough.

The Sussex man drew back, but the Wessex man caught the boy,
dagger and all, round the waist, and pinned both his arms against his
Sdes.

At that point the Lollard sprang forward; and without drawing his
sword delivered such a shrewd blow with his fist at the Sussex man's
head that it sent him reeling.

"Cystenmn! Rhydderch!" cried Lowri in a voice of hysterical fury.
"Oh, and there's Lawndlot, too!" she added with hideous exultation.
"Come lads, every one of ye! Help to swing him up, or I'll tell your
master you failed me."

The three Welshmen came forward, and the noose was soon round
the unhappy man's neck.

"Catch hold of the other one, lads, priest or no priest!" And the
Lollard, whose religious exhortations had misled her as to his quality,
was seized and secured in the same manner as Rhisiart.

"One minute!" she cried; and the two young men, struggling help-
lesdy against the powerful arms that held them, saw her approach
the extemporized gibbet and begin whispering to the man and even
caressing with her fingers the rope round his neck.

"Help* Help!" shouted Rhisiart, while Griffin to the mare's astonish-
ment uttered a shrill whinny.

The hanging of the Hog of Chirk now seemed only to await the
moment when the woman should choose to stand out of the way.
Rhisiart peered desperately through the darkness to catch sight of
Tegolin; but she had gone, and the Scab and his spearmen were gone,
and monks and the market-people were all gone.

Save for a couple of repulsive-looking old women who had come
like vultures to the scene, the mound was completely deserted. Nothing
remained but the dung-cart, the faggots, the heap of long-bows and
the dead tree converted into a gallows.
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"One minute!" cried Lowii again; and this time she came so close
to Master Simon that their figures, to Rhisiart's disturbed vision,
mingled together. Her words seemed to burn the darkness into smoul-
dering holes.

Rhisiart struggled desperately in the arms that held him. "It's mur-
der! It's damnable murder!" he cried; and his heart felt as if it would
burst under his ribs.

"Jesus forgive you! Jesus receive you!" prayed the Lollard hoarsely.

"Minell be the last face you'll see, Simon," she whispered. "The last
voice you'll hear! Hell is deep, but you'll know I'm thinking of you.
You'll know—"

"Off with you, every one of you!" It was as if his voice came out of
the dark substance of the mound itself, but he must have come round it
in the darkness. "Off with you!" he repeated, addressing the two bow-
men, "and tell your Lord to hang his servants within his own walls.
Tell him that my father—do you hear —that my jather makes himself
responsible for this man. And now, Mistress" and he turned to the
woman, "l hope you're satisfied. The man's half-dead with the fright
you've given him. | don't really know"—this he said very much slower
and emphatically, and Rhisiart was delighted to see the woman wince
—"| don't really know what my father will decide about you." Then he
turned to the Dinas Bran Welshmen. "Take your mistress back to the
Constable," he said, "and tell him from Meredith ab Owen that hed
better hear Mass to-morrow at Valle Cruetsl Don't forget, you three!
Have you got that? Very good. Well, off with you, Mistress! My father
will keep his eye on your girl and on her Friar. Remember me to the
Constable. And if | were you, I'd keep to the direct highway!"

Rhisiart cursed the darkness that had fallen now, thickened by mists
rising from the river; for he was obsessed by an amost sensual desire
to see her face in its defeat and for her to know he was seeing it. But
this unholy wish was totally denied him; for the lady said not a word
to anyone, looked at nobody, gathered up the skirts of her green-
embroidered gown, laid her hand on the arm of the tallest of her
three Welsh servants, and hurried away in the direction taken by the
monks.

Rhisiart and the Lollard were left alone with Master Simon and his
rescuer. The first thing Meredith did was to sigh such a world-weary
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Sgh that it came near to being a groan. Then he moved towards our
friend and began caressing Griffin.

"We couldn't get our sword out in time, eh?" he murmured; and
Rhisiart was so close to him that he caught upon that disillusioned
young face one of the strangest smiles he had ever seen. It was a smile
that flickered, wavered, faded and vanished, like a candle-flame falling
for a moment on a ghostly portrait.

"l didn't like—I didn't dare—till | knew—" stammered our pilgrim
in shame and embarrassment.

"Do you know now?" returned the other, while they heard the Lol-
lard's voice muttering some religious exhortation as he bent over the
prostrate Steward.

"l know nothing. I've seen too much to-day. But by degrees—do you
think, Arglwydd"—he had the wit to use the Welsh word, though they
both were speaking in English—"that your father could find some
employment for me about his person ? | know a little Latin and French
and—and a good deal of law. And I'd like to be—I'd like to be where
you are—and I'd like to serve—"

It may be seen from these impulsive words how much the events of
that day had affected our traveller's feelings. In place of any "Princess
Myfanwy" he was now compelled to link the mystical fortress of his
desire with this Medusa-like mother of Tegolin; and in place of a
rich, idle, selfish "Glendourdy” he now visualized as the background
of al that was going on in these regions an unapproachable, mysterious
figure whose power seemed palpable at every turn but whose personality
remained evasive and obscure.

"He wouldn't like me to say too much now," returned the young
man gently. "But | do think he might find a use for you. Anyway |
know my mother would like to see you. So come to Glyndyfrdwy to-
morrow—not too early—somewhere about four o'clock, let's say, if
that'll suit you. Have you anywhere to deep to-night? The Abbey
guest-house will be full; and | wouldn't try the TasH if | were you."

"l have a place” murmured Rhisiart, thankful enough that the dark-
ness hid the way his cheeks burned. "But may |—" he paused while
they both listened to the Lollard's murmurings over the man on the
ground. "May | beg you"—and he lowered his voice to a whisper—"if
you're really going to take this unfortunate man with you, to let my
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fellow-traveller, Master Brut, go too? He hasn't anywhere to deep to-
night, and his horsell be a help to you in carrying this fellow."

"You know something ese, it seems” returned the young chief,
"beyond Latin and French! You know our Welsh tongue uncommonly
well, and you speak it with the true Powys Fadog accent. Y our teacher
must have come from these parts. I'm going to deep with my foster-
parent to-night, who is a swine-herd half-way to Wyddgrug, and I'll
leave our prisoner there till my father decides what's to be done with
him. Your friend must please himself of course" He politely lowered
his voice to a whisper. "Brut, did you say his name was? Why, that's
as though we said ‘Master Divination.' He acts like a priest but | can
see he's a gwr bonheddig, and | expect—" He stopped suddenly, for he
didn't miss the droop of Rhisiart's whole body and that it had become
an effort to the boy the moment he leant against Griffin to keep his
eyelids from closing.

"But you're dead-tired, lad! Up with you' I'll explain everything to
your friend; and I'll let him finish his prayers. I'll tell him he can find
you at Glyndyfrdwy. Heré's a hand now. Up with you! That's the way!
And listen, comrade”"—Rhisiart bent low over Griffin's neck—"the next
time you draw that sword of yours, it mayn't be to separate Welsh and
English! God 'ild you."

Though the darkness grew perceptibly more dense as the old piebald
cantered down the dope towards the river, carrying a rider whose eye-
lids soon ceased to droop as he rode, neither horse nor man made any
question about the way.

Griffin must have tasted in advance the delicious refreshment, com-
posed of al that the heart of an old horse could most desire, that the
practical Tegolin had obtained for him, aong with a heavenly bed of
clean straw.

Not less sweet, indeed much sweeter, was the soft hay upon which
the young man stretched his limbs in the farm's most retired cow-shed.
By his sde, under his own sheepskin—which indeed proved somewhat
too hot for that June night—lay Tegolin in her white smock; while in
another part of the shed the Friar dept his deep untroubled holy man's
deep, with his back against the back of a sleeping heifer.

Between himself and this girl—the first feminine being by whose
side he had lain, since his infancy—was nothing but her linen shift and
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his own woollen shirt; but they were both so tired out that though his
left arm was beneath her head and his right above her breast, their
clipping and kissing soon ended in a deep and amost simultaneous
deep.

A maid she lay down, and a maid she rose up; and neither of them
flickered an eyelid when, in the first light of dawn, the Grey Friar
good over them before repeating, to the murmur of the river and the
breathing of the cattle, his morning office.

All through that short summer darkness he too had sept an un-
troubled deep; and when he awoke to whisper his psams and to
extinguish the smouldering wick in the lantern above his head, it
seemed to his crazed wits as if the lost King whose return he confused
with everything in life that is and yet is not, and with everything in
death that is not, and yet that is, were present with them in that shed.
He mingled King Richard with the sound of the river, with the scent
of the hay, with the awakening of the swallows, with the cool dawn-
airsthat stole into their shelter like the forerunners of an exultant host,
but above all with those youthful heads lying side by side! The Maid
was his, and this young soldier of his King was the Maid's, and there-
fore his too; and the great John Baptist whose day was dawning was
carrying them all three forward, forward where the river was flowing,
forward where the mists were lifting, forward into a new Valle Crucis,
a new Wales, where there were no burnings and no Bolingbrokes, no
hearts that would not heal, no loves that could not be satisfied!
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NEITHER BROTHER HUW nor Tegolin, when it came to the point, showed
much desire to visit the monastery on a crowded feast-day, and since
the lad himself was anxious to enjoy their society as long as possible,
it was decided that they should all three seek, for the next night at any
rate, the hospitality of his formidable kinsman at Glyndyfrdwy.

Tegolm, however, with a woman's feeling for what was meet and
right on such a day, persuaded her two companions—for the half-
witted Friar seemed as forgetful as Rhisiart about ordinary religious
observances—to pause for early Mass at the little church of S. Coallen,
which lay directly in their path. They found only children and a few
very aged men and women entering this small edifice; for it seemed
as if the whole countryside was tricking itself out in gala attire to
attend the High Mass at Vadle Crucis.

There was an atmosphere of undisturbed peace brooding over the
small churchyard as they led Griffin up the path to the door; and
Tegolin was soon pretending to be gravely absorbed in helping Rhisiart
to tether the old horse where it could best enjoy the uncut grass. The
Hereford boy was in a state of exuberant high spirits, and he began
at once, in his blundering youthful way, teasing her about the manner
in which, with a view to baring her head without betraying her sex,
she had squeezed her twisted braid of red hair under the collar of her
tunic.

His infatuation grew moment by moment; but the thrill of being
attracted to a feminine creature was so new to him that he had no idea
how to steer his emotion into the channel where it would give him the
greatest pleasure. And indeed, if the truth must be told, he had even
less of an idea how to steer it so as to give the object of it the corre-

sponding pleasurel
71



72 OWEN GLENDOWER

Thus there arose al manner of trifling but disconcerting awkward-
nesses between the Friar's young companions. Such sensual feelings
as the boy had kept showing themselves in clumsy, indirect ways. They
were so0 fresh to his experience that he lacked the power of focussing
them on the particular differences between a boy and a girl where they
would be provocative cf delight to both.

All he seemed able naturally and spontaneously to do was to tease
her, and to tease her in that particular way that young girls especialy
disike because it makes them feel as if they'd become children again.

But Rhisiart was no fool; and when he found that such things as
making fun of her red hair and of her blunders when she tried to
speak English only brought a flush to her cheeks and a quiver to her
lips, while at the same time they produced a discord in his own fed-
ings, he cast about in the depths of his consciousness for the cause of
this atmospheric disturbance.

What troubled him was that there seemed such a queer gulf between
the delicious thrill that the idea of being in love with a rea, actual girl
gave him as it diffused itself through everything, and these blundering
attempts he kept making to establish a humorous brother-and-sister
rapport between them.

Luckily for him, the romantic part of Tegolin's nature was so
absorbed in the service of the Friar that she could afford to treat these
boyish lapses—all except those that had to do with her braid and her
broken English—with a detached maternal indulgence; and she had
enough subtlety to surmise that it was because his sensual feelings were
al disturbed and bewildered, and because he had not discovered his
destined way of love, that he behaved as he did.

But it was al different from last night. Last night it had been so
sweet and natural when they lay in each others arms, overcome by
exhaustion. What Tegolin didn't realize was that it was just this
innocent dleeping together that had destroyed her strangeness to him
without initiating him m the art of love. He wanted to assert himself
with her but he didn't know how to do it.

He wanted to touch her, to ruffle her, to disturb her, just as a boy
wants to do something—he knows not what—to a bird or a butterfly
whose beauty troubles him.

All this ridiculous teasing sprang from the exciting trouble into which
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she threw him; but had it not been that so much of her nature was
already absorbed in her devotion to the Friar, it is likely enough that
the difference between what he had been last night and what he was
now would have made her seriously unhappy.

Rhisiart indeed, though it would have given him small pleasure to
know it, had been placed by fate in an especialy favoured position
for the enjoyment of Tegolm's identity just because he was not the
object of her ideal romance; nor was he without some dim inkling of
this when he began to notice certain arbitrary injustices and even
cruelties into which her romantic love betrayed her where Brother
Huw was concerned.

They had hardly got clear of the environs of the Tassel, and they
took care to make a wide circuit to avoid meeting any of the Lord of
Nannau's followers, when the Brother began to grow uneasy in his
conscience about their decision to avoid Valle Crucis.

Rhisiart, who had at last got her to mount his old horse and was
watching with intense delight the engaging curves of her limbs as her
body clung in womanly fashion to Griffin's mottled back, was shocked
when, instead of humouring the Friar by piling up every sort of reason
against this visit, she insisted on dragging out of the poor wretch the
tragic and touching weakness of the flesh which was the real secret
cause, as she knew well, of his dislike of going near the place.

"Why on earth can't she" thought Rhisiart, "leave this human
frailty m her hero alone” Why must she compel him to confess it and
acknowledge it? How does she dare to risk arousing in him just the
sort of righteous obstinacy that might well ruin us all?"

But now that she was off Griffin's back and all flushed and flurried
about this business of going bare-headed into the church, what must
Rhisiart do but, forgetting his recent resolution to stop these boyish
impulses, begin teasing her again—this time about her page's dagger,
an ornament which, according to what she evidently considered the
latest fashion, though even in Hereford it had long been given up,
she had ostentatiously suspended at the point where her tunic covered
her hip. At this she came near to really losing her temper; and giving
him a reproachful look she turned indignantly away.

At his wit's end to appease her—for he saw that this was the worst
of his blunders—he began a confused apology, when she suddenly
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softened of her own accord and, touching his elbow, signed to him to
note the conduct of their companion. She did this with a smile of such
intimacy and an air that linked them so closdly in tender amusement at
Mad Huw's peculiarities that the boy was astonished.

Indeed he was so absorbed in this novel privilege of being alowed
to be one with her in her protectiveness towards Mad Huw that he
could only take in very cursorily what it was that she found so touch-
ing in the Friar's present proceedings. What she gave him was the
look that one girl might give another in the presence of an eccentric
man they were both in love with, and if our friend's response was
half-hearted to this it was because he found bitterness in it as well as
sweetness.

All that Mad Huw was doing, as far as Rhisiart could see, was inter-
fering not very effectively between an aggressive little boy—hardly
more than an infant—and a flock of geese.

It had evidently fallen to the child to look after these creatures in
the absence of their proper guardian, who was no doubt at that mo-
ment putting on her gala-dress before the family mirror in view of the
Feast of Saint John.

The child was a mere baby, but of extraordinary sturdiness and reso-
[ution. Nature had not only given him the legs of a giant but dso the
countenance of a dictator. But Nature had aso bestowed on his
enemies, the geese, the power of exciting awe; so that what Mad Huw
had taken upon himself to meddle with was a war between two irra-
tional thunder-storms, neither of which was able to use lightning.

The child was evidently swayed by the opposite emotions of ag-
gression and panic; and so were the geese. And these emotions came
and went'in periodic alternation. The infant was arpied with the lid
of an iron pot and with the leg of a milking-stool. The geese had their
voices and their elongated necks. The child stamped at the geese.
The geese hissed at the child. Sometimes panic seized the one side and
sometimes the other. When the signal "advance!" was sounded at what
might be caled "headquarters” in the child's head, he would strike the
iron against the wood and rush to the attack; whereas when nature
gave the signal "retreat,” it was in the blind confusion of his flight
that these objects jangled together.

"Retreat" had been the order of the day when Brother Huw inter-
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vened; and the geese had followed in their thin line of battle so hard
on the track of the little boy that he was fain to cling to the Friar's
habit and hide his face behind it.

The Friar's countenance,'as he faced these outstretched loud-screech-
ing necks, was like that of a boy of seven who is protecting a boy of
six. He made them debouch in the direction of the river; but they
didn't scatter, nor did they draw in their necks. Their instinct told
them that these substitutes for the goose-gil who was before her
mirror were of negligible authority.

"What's your name, little one?" asked the Friar gravely.

"Caswallon,” the child replied without emerging from his refuge;
and it was impossible to tell at that moment whether it was by accident
or by intention that the spear and shield clashed together behind the
Brother's back.

"What are you doing, Caswallon?"

"Driving the Saxong"

"Who is your genera, Caswallon?"

"Me" said the child, peeping out at the screaming geese.

"Who is your king, Caswallon™

"Me" confessed the infant, emerging into the open.

"Who is your abbot, Caswallon?'

"Me" admitted the little boy.

The Friar bent down. "Do you know who's coming back?' he
whispered.

But "advance" must have sounded just then so loudly in that crowded
tent of king, abbot and general that there was no time for other
thoughts. With a terrific beating of wood upon iron the geese were
now triumphantly driven, flapping and screaming, out of the church-
yard.

The combatants had hardly disappeared when the old parish-priest
emerged from a wooden hut near-by, a hut that looked as if Saint
Collen might well have built it with his own hands. He passed close
by our three friends on his way to the sanctuary, and glanced at them
in some surprise, giving them each a quick searching look; then
muttering a hasty blessing m reply to their salutation, he hurried into
the building.

They were al three a trifle upset as they followed him, for Rhisiarr
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unthinkingly must needs tell Tegolin that a wisp of hair was il
visible; and the Friar received a sharp word from the Maid because
of the reluctance he showed to leave the free sunshine.

But when once the Mass began al these troubles ceased. Indeed
our friend had never been moved so much by the magic of the supreme
mystery of his faith as he was thgit Midsummer Day, kneeling there
between the two wanderers. The sky above them indeed was but a
neutral sky. It was neither over-clouded nor was it clear. But it was
one of those days when a delicate film of faint mist, floating in diapha-
nous diffusion between earth and heaven, seems to bring these divided
regions close together, while at the same time it endows them both
with a curious element of unreality.

The voices of the parish-priest and his solitary server seemed to
merge, as they intoned, into the quiet breath of the whole umbrageous
valley, while the scent of the hayfields, which flowed in through the
open door behind them, mingled® as pleasantly with the smoke of
the censer, as the diffused sunlight filtering down upon that small
grey building through a motionless filigree of leafy twigs itself mingled
with the pdlid light of the altar candles.

Brother Huw had behaved reverently, but he had soon grown
rather restless; and it was a relief to Rhisiart when Tegolin allowed
them to rejoin their horse and pursue their way. The girl had pos-
sesed herself of several St.-John's-cakes and a pat of fresh butter at
the farm; and as soon as they got well out of sight of the small wooden
homesteads scattered about S. Collen's Church, they began to look
round for some suitable spot where they might break their fast.

Rhisiart had had considerable difficulty in persuading the Friar's
Maid to make use of Griffin. Indeed, most of the way from the Tassdl-
farm to Llan-Collen, they had all walked by the horse's side.

But the Mass had sobered them all, and as they moved sowly aong,
following the river up-stream, Tegolin sat silent and pensive on the
horse's back. They found a spot at last exactly suited to their purpose,
and letting Griffin wander as he pleased, they seated themselves on a
dead ash-tree by the edge of a small brook. It was a spot eminently
suited to al that Rhisiart was feeling. The little stream made a faint
tinkling as it descended into the river. Its banks were covered with
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ferns and moss, and the St.-John's-cakes and the fresh butter tasted
more delicious than any repast he could remember.

"Have you ever seen my cousin, the Lord of Glyndyfrdwy?" he
enquired of Tegolin. "I've aways thought of him as a time-serving
grey-beard, who spends his days tagging bardic rhymes, like that
chattering Derfel-idiot, not as a person who'd take any rea risk for
Waes and her people/!

Tegolin smiled. "You've got him wrong, Gwion Bach; though I've
no doubt that's exactly what he intends you English should think of
him. No, I've never seen him. Have you ever seen him, Brother Huw?"

"Seen whom, my daughter?"

"Owen Glyn Dwr."

The Friar nodded. "I saw him at Flint when the King was taken.
The King looked at him. | can see his eyes now, my daughter. And
| saw the look Glyn Dwr gave him in return. It was a strange look.
It wasn't the look of a Judas; and yet it wasn't a pitying look. But |
think the King got comfort from it." The Friar paused and muttered
something to himself. Then he went on. "I saw him turn and follow
him with his eyes as he rode away. And | saw the King fall into a
muse, so that he seemed scarcely to notice the evil tongues about him.
The man must have said something with that look. But it was a
strange look."

"What was it like, Brother Huw?"

The Friar took a sip from the little silver cup the girl passed to him,
and handed it on to Rhisiart.

"I've often asked myself that very question, child," he murmured,
letting his own gaze wander up the course of the little stream, "and
I've told myself sometimes that it was the sort of look that a traveller
in Jerusalem might have given Him when they were leading Him to
Golgotha. A traveller—a traveller—"

Rhisiart and the girl exchanged glances.

"A traveller,” repeated the Friar.

"Did he seem—I mean did he seem to you—old?" asked Rhisiart
eagerly. "Was his hair grey when you saw him?"

The Friar's sengitive countenance took on such a stricken expression
that the boy added hurriedly, "I know you can't caich a very good
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likeness from a distance—so don't trouble yourself. | expect you can't
bear to think of what happened then. It was only that | wanted—to
find out something—about my kinsman—before the moment of meet-
ing him. He seems to be extremely difficult to meet. The Scab told
me he was much more genia and much easier to get on with before
they crowned the new King."

Tegolin was balancing herself now on a portion of the fallen tree
a little higher than her companions. She was unceremoniously licking
the butter from her fingers and in the process making a little whistling
sou