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        I DEDICATE THIS BOOK

        TO THE WEISHMEN OF AMERICA AND BRITAIN,

        AND TO ONE WHO HAS ALREADY PASSED

        TO THE ISLANDS OF THE BLEST.

        JOAN DANE.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Preface

          

        

      

    

    
      The Chronicle of Madog of Gwynedd is no fairy tale, but a story founded on extracts taken from the manuscripts of the Abbeys of Strata Florida and Conway; where, were kept, the records of the chief historical events of the Welsh nation; records where were compared with each other, every three years, by the most influential Bards of the country.

      Henry VII, we can but surmise, was acquainted with the story, for Guthin Owen (whom he had commissioned to trace the Tudor pedigree), had made a copy of the Strata Florida manuscript—if unacquainted with it, why, when still insecure upon the English throne, should he, parsimonious and cautious as he is known to have been, have instructed Bartholomew Columbus

      (Who was begging on his brother’s behalf) to send Christopher to him with his plans and charts, when the rest of the world but jeered at his hair-brained schemes? —unless he had something better to go upon than the visionary imagination of a poor sea-captain !

      If fate had not ordained other- wise, it might surely have been English gold and English enterprise that had fitted out the fleet which discovered the New World ! …

      But alas! Bartholomew, on his return journey with the promises of the English King, was captured by pirates, imprisoned for a long period, reaching Spain only to find his brother had already sailed!

      In the year 1477 (fifteen years before Columbus started on voyage) we find a poem of Sir Meredyth ap Rhys, eulogizing Madog’s expedition.

      And amongst many other bardic verses may be found mention of the

      same event.

      The legend—as told to the Spaniards by the Aztecs of their god, Quetzalcoatl1, tallies well with what is known of the Welsh Prince who came to them from unknown

      regions, three hundred years previously - whose return the Aztecs confessed to be still awaiting, for had they not mistaken the Spaniards for him and his retainers!

      Quetzalcoatl … whose emblem was the Bird Serpent,2 he who had crossed the seas from the land of Tlapallan, leaving again, it is true, many years after … home-sick for the land of his fathers! But promising to return!

      “He is of tall stature, white skin, long dark hair and flowing beard … he who instructed the natives in the use of metals, agriculture and the arts of government,”3 was non other than the deified Welsh Prince, who sought peace in a country, far removed from the blood-stained soil of Wales.

      There is to-day a tribe of American Indians known as the Madagwys, or Doags, of fair complexion, speaking a language akin to Welsh, a tribe who aver their progenitors came from Gwynedd, a tribe possessing manuscripts in large cipher, sewn (for preservation) in otter skin.4

      In the year 1669, one Morgan Jones was captured by Indians, and was about to be put to death, when offering his last prayer in his native Welsh, he was overheard by one of the chiefs, who understanding, came and spoke to him; subsequently offering a ransom to the headman for himself and his companions and treating them with great kindness.5

      Columbus, Franciscus, Lopez, and others of the Spaniards wondered at finding amongst the natives reverence for the Cross, the use of beads, and many rudiments of the Christian religion! Till Cortez asking Montezuma the reason, he answered -

      “Many years ago, a strange nation came from across the seas, a civil nation, from whom (he had heard his father aver) he and most of his chiefs were descended.”6

      Legends die hard - because there is in every one some vital spark of truth! Thus, we read, as fairy tales, of “Islands of the Blest”, of “Gardens of Hesperides”, “Lands beyond the Setting Sun!”

      Legend says … a flood once downed the world … their world … that Western Continent, I trow, which was the cradle of the human race … an Atlantis! … Hesperides! … what you will, lying to-day, perhaps, beneath the waters of the Gulf of Mexico!

      No doubt some vast seismic disturbance rent the earth, from whose fury only a few escaped in barques of various build … borne eastwards, stranded, perhaps, on Ararat, or on the more lofty mountains of Bactriana!

      And what more probable, than that those human waifs, should hand down from generation to generation the story of their father’s land, and that the homing instinct should make them ever long again to travel westward , that, peradventure some day, they themselves might see the country of which they inherited such happy recollection!

      From Asia, through Europe, westwards - legend says - swept the great Celtic tribes … leaving their hallmark, circles of stone (emblem of their sun-god Baal) upon the plains of Persia … upon Siberian wastes , even on Pisgah’s slopes … dotting the hills of Europe, the lands of France and Spain … pausing, to mark, at Morbihan, the passing of the years in Carnak’s stones … reaching the utmost confines of the Western Sea … only to find … no isthmus to the longed-for land.

      Their dead alone they launched at Cap de Raz, praying that heaven-sent winds might waft them to the “Islands of the Blest.”

      (These ancient stories were the Scriptures of the Druid cult, which cult we know lingered in the remoter parts of Wales even in the seventeenth century!)

      Then, as man learnt how to build better ships, he tried again to bridge the barrier which had so long divided him from his old home.

      And the oft-sung Legend of the Druids crystallized to truth when Madog, son of Owan Gwynedd, a Prince of Gwallia, first sighted land in the Year of Our Lord 1170.
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        DRAMATIS PERSONAE

      

      

      MADOG, Son of King Owain Gwynedd and Queen Brenda.

      OWAIN, King of Gwynedd (North Wales) from 1137 to 1169.

      BRENDA, Wife of Owain, daughter of Howel, Lord of Carno.

      CRISIANT, A Lady of the Court, Owain’s paramour, afterwards his wife; mother of Prince Davydd.

      PENDARAN, A Bard, Madog’s instructor; a secret devotee of the Druid faith.

      NURSE HUNYDD, Foster-mother to Brenda of Carno.

      ANNESTA, Madog’s wife; a Maid of Honour to Crisiant.

      GWENLLIAN, Only daughter of Madog and Annesta.

      MEVANOUI, A friend of Annesta’s

      HOWEL OF CARNO, Brenda’s Father.

      CADWALLON, Madog’s Chief Captain.

      DAVYDD, by Crisiant; a Bard.

      HOWEL, by Pyvog.

      Sons of Owain:

      CYNAN,

      RHUN,

      IORWERTH,

      MAELGWYN,

      RHODI,

      FATHER JEVAN, Priest of St. Gwifen’s.

      GWALIOR, The Court Chamberlain.

      MAXEM, The King’s Cupbearer.

      PECKÉ, The Court Fool.

      Knights Hospitallers:

      FRATER PHILIPPUS,

      FRATER ALBINUS,
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            THE CASTLE OF ABERFFRAW

          

        

      

    

    
      THE champing of bits …

      The clatter of iron-shod hoofs in the Castle yard.

      The neighing of hungry steeds, who, nosing the sweet odour of home stables, whinnied to stalled companions.

      The shouting of men-at-arms.

      The braying horn for lagging hounds.

      The yapping of thongéd stragglers.

      … A whole bedlam of sounds claimed Owain of Gwynedd had returned from his hunting.

      
      

      The Cupbearer issued from the chief door, bearing a horn of wine, which, lifting to his lips, Owain drained without drawing breath.

      Then throwing the reins on his stallion’s neck, he dismounted, and passed up the passage formed by obsequious courtiers, disappearing into the great hall, within which stood Gwalior, the High Chamberlain, bowing himself to the ground.

      “How goes our royal spouse?” Inquired the King eagerly, “has aught happened since we left?”

      “Sire, your lady is even now brought to bed of a son.”

      “ ’Tis good, ’tis good,” he cried. “Maxem,” beckoning to the Cupbearer, “another horn of wine.” Which lifting high, his head thrown back, and all the muscles of his mighty neck outstanding, Owain Gwynedd drained, toasting his newborn son.

      “Here’s health to the babe, and damnation to his enemies. May his name linger on the lips of Welshmen as long as Welsh be spoken.” Then handing back the empty horn to Maxem, and tossing his hunting knife and belt to a waiting page, Owain turned to his Chamberain —

      “Can we yet see the Queen?”

      “Yes, sire. She sleeps, they say, but if you would come noiselessly, she would not wake … and you could see your son. She prayed so earnestly, and made us promise e’er she slept, the babe should not be take from her chamber, and foolishly … I promised, knowing sire, that in your love for her you would not have her fever rise through fretting.”

      Down the great hall, along the stone-flagged corridors, the Prince followed Gwalior, till, reaching the portal of the Queen’s chamber they paused, inquiring of the woman who opened, if “peradventure they might enter?” She beckoned assent.

      Quietly the King strode in, his footsteps falling noiselessly upon thick skins that strewed the floor.

      The Chamberlain, approaching the high bed, bent down, and listened. … whispering —

      “Yes, sire, she sleeps … a blessed sleep, for it was mighty labour … and her women feared she would not live her travail through.”

      Then, turning to the nurse⁠—

      “Woman, the King would see his son.”

      She lifts the babe, all bundled up in swaddling clothes, from his mother’s side, and hands him to the King.

      “Undo the Prince, for I would see him in his naked person, whether he be well made … and strong and lusty … worthy to rule his fellow men … for is he not my heir to wield the sceptre after I am gone … to lead a warlike people against their foes … and so he must be perfect.”

      “But, sire,” pleaded the nurse, hesitating, “he is but this same instant washed and clothed, and he would be enrheumed to death were I to strip him now again!”

      “Woman, unrobe the babe.”

      Slowly, with trembling fingers, and many pauses, Hunydd unfastens the wrappings, till in her lap lies a red morsel of humanity, struggling and straining. The King touches it, and turns it over … and then … as if suddenly arrested, looking intently at the left foot … then at his Chamberlain.

      “Gwalior?” he questions, “this is a malformation? Owain’s sons have never ’fore been crippled. … He is of no use to me!1 His foot is clubbed, and lame and limping all his days will he be going. … It never shall be said that Gwynedd’s seed is impotent! Take him away at once—and when the Queen awakes, good Hunydd, tell her the child was weak and breathed its last whilst she was sleeping. … Women forget these things in time, and she shall have another twice as fair.”

      A feeble cry came from the bed—a woman’s sobbing.

      “Owain, Owain,” moaned the voice. He walked towards her and taking the frail hand held out, stooped down and kissed it, and, pressing his lips to the forehead where beads of anguished sweat were bursting forth⁠—

      “Dear one,” he whispered.

      “Owain, Owain,” came again the piteous craving cry. “I heard, I heard. … Your will is my commandment. But, oh, grant me but one boon”—she paused exhausted—“that … that … before he die, he may be purged from all his sins by holy baptism … and I … shall pass content.”

      The King pondered a moment, as if dissatisfied and half inclined to deny her wish, hesitated again … then, shrinking from her eyes —

      “It shall be as you ask,” he bent nearer to her. “O my beloved, why has Heaven sent us this great trial? Many sons have I, yes, great strong lads, and I had hoped through you … whom I adore … to have created one as beautiful as Christ Himself. But—my brave chiefs must never know you bore by me a cripple, such as this”—he pointed sadly to the whimpering child. “Sweet Brenda, give not way to foolish tears, I would not lose you also, dear … You must be brave, and soon you will be well again … and then … ” —he pressed his lips to hers—“the blessed saints will send you sons … you shall be proud to name … not useless hobblers.” Seeing how weak she was, he took her hand, murmuring, “Your wish is granted, wife,” and, kissing, left her.

      “Gwalior,” he turned angrily to his Chamberlain when they were out of ear-shot, “you said the Queen was sleeping. Curst luck that she should hear … but can’t be helped—send you a priest and let her have her way … an then to-night —or in the early dawn —creep in and carry off the child, and drown him in the moat—perchance he may himself be dead by then through too much baptism, he looks a weakling babe, more fit for brat of priest than son of king.”

      
      

      “Hunydd … Hunydd.” It was the voice of the Queen, calling for her old nurse, “Hunydd dear! … O woman of Ceirinion, O foster-mother of mine infancy, can you remember when I held your breasts? Can you yet dream of pink-tipped fingers mouching your warm skin? Hunydd … Hunydd. … You cannot give him up! my babe! and tear from me all you once loved so fondly? … Hunydd … you will not … will you?”

      She paused, seeking strength to continue. “Dost remember, as how I grew, you tended me … guided my feet … and taught my tongue to frame that name, so dear! … ‘Hunydd,’ such a sweet name? Do you not love me still … my foster-dam? Mother,” she whinnied, “you will not let them take the babe from me … Hist, woman! bend me down your ear!”

      Brenda began to whisper feverishly, although her lips were trembling so that she could scarcely frame the words; her eyes shone with a light so fierce —- yet tender —that they looked like living flames amidst the deathly whiteness of her face.

      “Hunydd,” she was saying, “you must take him away to Ceirinion … the live child … my live son … I will give you gold and jewels … and all your days you shall be rich … and happy, for having given joy to one who loved you so” —pausing—“for having saved a Prince.” … She broke off utterly exhausted, then, after a long pause, began again in a low voice: “You must go down amongst the poor at eve, to the turf hovels near the Castle gates … so many babes are born, and die, in those dark holes … and find me one … and when the King sends for my Son to-night, thus shall you say, ‘Alas! He is already dead,’ and wrapped and bound in all his swaddling clothes, they will not stop to look for a club foot.” Then Brenda, falling back amongst her pillows, lay there, whiter far than they, breathing as one in pain, trembling from head to foot.

      
      

      That night at sundown came priest, with all his servers and his acolytes, and entered the quiet chamber of the Queen.

      In solemn pomp, Owain offered his son to God … for life. Wrapped in a cloth of gold, entoured with all magnificence of princely state, they named him “Madog.”

      Then when the mists had risen on the sea, and blotted out the sand dunes and the bay —when dust had spread her cloak across the hills, Hunydd went tramping through the mud midst squalid huts, and found at last a dying child, and gave the hungry mother bits of gold, and took the stiffening corpse within her shawl. Returned by a back entrance, climbed up the scullions’ stair, where none would challenger her; washed it, and wrapping it in linen, lightly bound it, feet and all; and in its rags she placed the Prince, returning the hovel—adjured the weeping wrench to keep him safe till three suns rose and set, when she would come to fetch and carry him away. And, sworn upon the cross to secrecy, the woman took the child.

      
      

      At early dawn, when all the world was grey and cold and hopeless, the Chamberlain crept in, and woke the sleeping nurse.

      “I have come,” said he; “is the Prince ready?”

      “Oh, sir!” said the woman, sobbing bitterly, “O sir, after his baptism, the child was taken with convulsions, and died within the hour, ’tis no necessity for murder … for he has gone beyond the pale of human reach … so sure the sign of Him the Crucified was marked upon his brow, he went to join the children of his Lord in Paradise … see there he sleeps, and I, worn out with sorrow, slept beside his cot.”

      
      

      Three days had passed, and Owain Gwynedd, who had gone again to hunt the boar in the woods round Snowdon, never guessed that his wife’s old foster-mother, Hunydd, mounted upon a pack, had ridden through the Castle gates, escorted by two stalwart knaves, armed cap-à-pie2, bearing a burden in her arms, “a gift of munificence from the Queen,” she vowed, from which would not part, “for fear of robbers!”

      Strange treasure! That wanted nourishment whenever halt was made!

      Six days they rode, till she reached Carno in Ceirinion, her own old home, where Howel ap Jenaf, the Queen’s father, was the over-lord, Prince of Arystli styled.

      Then, very stiff and sorry, and muchly shook about, Hunydd dismounted at her brother’s door, and showed him all her treasure, gold and jewels, and coloured linen stuffs … and last of all … mannikin … he asked no. questions, and she told no lies! Thus Madog rode to Carno.

      
      

      Five blessed years she loved and tended him, and then came death, and warned her she must go.

      But Hunydd—before she passed—sent message unto Howel, and prayed him come and see her e’er she died … and he being present …

      “O, my lord Howel, five years ago, your daughter, the Queen Brenda … as you know … gave a son birth. They called him Madog … who being halt, the King his father would have slain, but, by connivance, she and I together saved this same child’s life, and he … is here to-day … the sturdy boy, who plays on yonder green, should call you ‘Grandsire.’ But I must leave him … for One has called me home, therefore I cannot stay to tend him here. But far away in Môn lives an old Bard, Pendaran by name, wiser than living man, and kind. My Brenda loved him much, and would that he should guide her son upon the road that leads to wisdom, and I pray you … ’tis Brenda’s wish … when I am gone beyond my baby’s calling—he may be sent to him.”

      And Howel ap Jenaf, who honoured much his daughter’s nurse, swore upon his sword’s hilt that he would send the boy, with trusty escort … for he, too, had heard of Pendaran’s fame (for was it not spread through the width and length of Wales), and knew that Brenda’s choice was good.

      
      

      The summer heat was passing fast, and autumn fogs spread early cross the vales, transforming even flying rooks to whiteness of the gulls; the dripping leaves clanked sharply in the moisture-laden air—as Hunydd—crooning softly “Nunc Dimittis,” between fierce spells of pain, slipped quietly out of life, to pass beyond the boundaries of the world … and Madog … coming to sup, could not awake his Nanny … and would not eat his bite, but sobbed himself to sleep, a-calling “Hunydd.”
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