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GLADYS OF HARLECH


L. M. SPOONER


With an introduction by Rita Singer


WELSH WOMEN’S CLASSICS




Introduction


RITA SINGER


It is the year 1485. A young Welsh noblewoman sits in a mountain cave somewhere near Harlech, secretly sewing a standard to be worn in battle against the tyrant usurper currently sitting on the throne. She embroiders the white and green banner with a red dragon. Having finished her task, she asks her uncle to deliver the banner into the hands of their last hope and prophesied liberator upon his imminent return from exile in France. This hoped-for son of prophecy is, of course, Henry Tudor, Earl of Richmond, campaigning on the side of the House of Lancaster against the Yorkist King Richard III of England. The young Welsh noblewoman answers to the name Gladys and she is the granddaughter of the former Welsh keeper of Harlech Castle, ap Dafydd ap Jevan. As the last of her noble lineage, young Gladys has dedicated her life to restoring her people’s freedom and regaining ownership of her castle and lands. In this pursuit of Welsh liberty, she ultimately sacrifices her love for the noble English-born Ethelred Conyers and lives out her days in single maidenhood, keeping watch over her people from the battlements of Harlech Castle.


Tracing the literary output of Gladys’s creator, Louisa Matilda Spooner (1820-1886), is difficult if not downright impossible. In 1858, she anonymously published her first novel, Gladys of Harlech, or: The Sacrifice. Only a year later in an issue of the Freemason’s Quarterly, her London-based publisher Charles J. Skeet announced the imminent release of ‘“Rich and Poor” by the author of “Gladys of Harlech”’, but no such book seems ever to have appeared. Instead, Spooner had changed publishing houses. Writing now for T. Cautley Newby, the other two of her known works carry the titles Country Landlords (1860) and The Welsh Heiress (1868), and identify the author only by her initials or in abbreviated form as ‘L. M. Spooner’. To complicate matters further, for decades, Gladys of Harlech was attributed to one of her contemporaries, the better known writer Anne Beale (1816-1900) because she, too, published a ‘Gladys novel’, Gladys the Reaper (1860). Many of these hurdles which obstruct attempts to trace Spooner’s literary output arise from the paucity of available information on her personal life. Little is known about her, except that she was the fifth of ten children of Elizabeth Spooner, née Easton, and ‘the railway engineer and manager James Spooner, who came to Wales from Birmingham to work for north Wales slate-quarry owner Samuel Holland’ and supervised the development of the Ffestiniog Railway. Spooner was born and grew up in Merionethshire; she never married and, after the death of her father, moved in with her older brother Charles Easton Spooner, also a railway engineer, and his family. Despite the scant information about her life, Spooner’s novels reflect some of her family background. Her stories are largely set in her native Merionethshire and her protagonists hail from the nobility and gentrified classes in Wales. Likewise, her English family background provides a certain double vision of community life in north-west Wales and influences the social and political outlook in her portrayal of Welsh-language culture.


Gladys of Harlech is a product of the economic and political changes that took place during the 1850s and 1860s. The Welsh middle classes in particular profited from these developments, gaining equally in class and national confidence and subsequently pushing depictions of Welsh culture into Anglophone domains, such as the popular historical and social novel. Despite its medieval setting, Spooner’s novel echoes these changes and illustrates the broadening definition of what it meant to be confidently Welsh in Victorian Britain.Gladys of Harlech reflects the ideals of readers for whom Welshness and Britishness represented no contradiction and who yearned for a positive representation of their lives in contemporary literature, as is evident in a favourable, if somewhat biased, review in the Cambrian Journal:


Until the last few years we had no books of fiction, illustrative of Welsh manners and customs, that a genuine Cymro could for a moment tolerate […]. Of late, however, (within the last ten years,) there has been a great reaction in this respect. Works of fiction are rapidly multiplying, and read with avidity by the Welsh population. […] In the English language, too, we are beginning to have novels of the right stamp. […] [T]he style of the authoress of Gladys of Harlech is simple and chaste, and the subject of her tale is pleasingly worked up […]. [T]he true spirit of patriotism […] penetrates […] Gladys of Harlech, and gives life and vigour […], which is refreshing to contemplate.


Rewriting History


Gladys of Harlech is set in the fifteenth century and chiefly follows the Wars of the Roses between 1455 and 1485. The novel portrays the involvement of the Welsh nobility in the power struggle between the houses of York and Lancaster that plunged England and Wales into a series of armed conflicts. These conflicts ended with the eventual restoration of peace following the ascension of the Welsh Tudors to the English throne. The conflict originated much earlier in 1399 with the deposition of King Richard II, from the House of York, by his Lancastrian cousin Bolingbroke, the later Henry IV. Owing to Henry V’s premature death (he had died of dysentery caught during a military campaign in France), King Henry VI had been raised under carefully chosen tutelage until he was old enough to rule on his own. However, he lacked his father’s military authority and his grandfather’s political zeal. Easily swayed in his opinions by his court advisors and his French wife, Margaret of Anjou, who effectively took over at court, Henry VI’s rule was characterised by favouritism and political unpredictability. Over time, he also began to show signs of mental instability which frequently resulted in his total retreat from public life. These combined factors alienated the House of York and their allies, resulting in the open outbreak of hostilities in 1455 while Henry VI was suffering from an episode of mental illness. After the Yorkists won their first major battle at Towton in 1461, Edward IV was crowned while Henry escaped into Scottish exile. From there, the deposed king and his queen attempted to regain the crown in a number of poorly financed campaigns. These attempts resulted in Henry’s eventual capture and imprisonment in the Tower of London in 1465, Margaret’s flight to France and a last stand of the Lancastrian forces in a seven-year long siege of Harlech Castle. In 1471, with the decisive defeat of the Lancastrian forces in the Battle of Tewkesbury and the death of Prince Edward, Henry and Margaret’s son, Edward IV cemented his supremacy for the time being. While Edward’s rule initially returned tentative political and economic stability to England and Wales, in the late 1470s he fell out with his brother, George of Clarence, while his other brother, Richard of York, gained increasingly in power. After Edward’s sudden death in 1483 and the subsequent disappearance of his son and heir in the Tower of London, the kingdom plunged once more into political turmoil as Richard of York ascended to the throne of England as Richard III. Opposition to Richard’s rule formed early on in his reign, most prominently from the party of the rebelling Duke of Buckingham. After Buckingham’s defeat in 1483, many of his former supporters fled to France. Among them was Henry Tudor, who laid tenuous claim to the throne of England by tracing his ancestry back to Edward III through his mother, Margaret Beaufort, Edward’s great-great-granddaughter. In August 1485, Henry Tudor set out from France with the plan to land in his native Pembrokeshire. Relying on his Welsh ancestry through his grandfather Owain Tudur’s line, Henry hoped to rally natural allies under the Dragon banner and gather more troops about him on his way to England and there engage Richard III in battle. The confrontation eventually took place in the Battle of Bosworth Field, where Richard III was killed and the Plantagenet dynasty came to an end. Conscious of his feeble claim to the English crown, Henry Tudor married Elizabeth of York, Edward IV’s daughter, and effectively united the Lancastrian and Yorkist lines, thus ending the Wars of the Roses.


With this broad historical dimension at the heart of the novel, Spooner appropriates old Tudor propaganda, which famously portrayed King Richard III as the ultimate villain, in order to place the Welsh nobility at the heart of British history. Owing to its medieval background, Gladys of Harlech takes the form of a classic romance. The plot focuses on the transformation of Wales from an oppressed to a ruling nation together with the emergence of modern Britain as the product not of English heroism but Welsh intervention. And it is this Welsh agency which, ultimately, results in the country’s liberation from ‘the Saxon yoke’, i.e. Edward I’s establishment of English rule over conquered Wales with the Statute of Rhuddlan from 1284.


In addition to relating the key events of the Wars of the Roses, Gladys of Harlech fuses stories from the Mabinogion with Arthurian legends in order to create an alternative founding myth for the united kingdoms of England and Wales. The novel creates a Wales that is steeped in ancient ‘[t]raditions, not well-vouched history’ by, for example, touching on the fate of the fabled princess Branwen. These epic tales subsequently connect with the historically verified Wars of the Roses with the help of one of the novel’s most interesting characters, the fictional Dewines, a female equivalent of the Arthurian Merlin. This soothsaying witch continues Merlin’s vision of the combating white and red dragons as she prophesies Henry Tudor’s reign under the banner of the Red Dragon, which is conveniently provided by the heroine Gladys (474-5, 525). Henry Tudor’s historically verified ascent to the English throne after defeating Richard III’s troops in the Battle of Bosworth thus turns entirely fantastic. Embedding the Dewines’s prophecy in the historical novel forces the reader to rethink and re-evaluate Wales’s right to rule. Rewriting British history as an epic tale thus defused the image of a politically impotent Wales, problematic as such historical revisionism was in the actual mid nineteenth century, given the political and social realities of England’s relation to Wales during that period. Within the framework of the Wars of the Roses and the ascent of the Tudors, the novel rewrites history from a Welsh point of view as it is now England that is subjected to the rule of a Welsh monarch (525). For its Victorian readership, Gladys of Harlech followed in the footsteps of Tudor propaganda in its portrayal of Henry’s prophesied reign ‘which liberated the Welsh from colonialism, introduced them as junior partners into the merchant capitalism of the sixteenth century, at the price of the expulsion of their language from the state and official life’.


Love on both Sides of the Anglo-Welsh Border


Set during an extended time of national disturbances, the matrimonial alliances between the fictional Welsh and English lovers portrayed in Gladys of Harlech are destined to fail as a result of tribal warfare and societal pressure. The love story of the heroine Gladys and Ethelred Conyers gathers momentum only belatedly in the second half of the novel. Against Ethelred’s persistent pleading and her uncle’s eventual acquiescence with the match, Gladys sacrifices her personal happiness so that she may uphold her function as guardian of the land. Gladys points out from the outset of her relationship with Ethelred that any amicable contact with him signifies much more to her people than social interaction:


I cannot accept of any sympathy, or be under any obligation to a Saxon, one of that race who are the persecutors of our land, our common foes. Alas! even my having any intercourse with you, (did my people know it,) would lower me in their eyes. (267)


In her role as the heiress of Harlech, Gladys stands in a symbiotic connection with the Welsh people as her body becomes public property. In front of her people, she is no longer Gladys, but at one and the same time the mother of the land and the community’s ‘own mountain child’ (524). In contrast, the Saxon Ethelred does not stand in any symbiotic connection, neither with the land he owns nor the people in the surroundings of Criccieth. Therefore, he retains his autonomy in the private and in the public sphere, even though the Welsh see in him ‘publicly, not privately, the enem[y] of this wild land’ (251). Similarly, the marriage vow establishes a public declaration that ensures the recognition of their union before state and church. Thus, Gladys unknowingly and tragically follows in the footsteps of her parents. She may declare her love for Ethelred in private, but cannot repeat it in public. Even with the restoration of her ownership of Harlech and Henry Tudor’s dedication of a charter that restores the legal rights to the people of Wales (521-2), Gladys’s union with Ethelred ultimately has to remain unfulfilled because English law violates the Welsh sense of homeland which can only be guaranteed through the ownership of the land by the native nobility.





Hiraeth for the Homeland


In Gladys of Harlech, Spooner systematically ties landscape, geography and architecture to the emotions of her protagonists. The eviction of Gladys and her family from their ancestral home results in their experiencing hiraeth, a sensation of loss not only of place but also of selfhood. The surrender of Harlech after a long siege causes a rift between Dafydd ap Jevan’s entire family and the territory to which they are attached historically and emotionally as they are forced into a state of exile – even though they remain in their homeland. Early on in the novel, the castle symbolises the family spirit and moral values of the keepers in its monumental architecture:


It was a noted site from the earliest ages. The conquerors of the world had a fortress here, upon the wreck of which another was built by the Briton Maelgwyn Gwynedd. Upon this, the present building was founded by Edward I. […] The face of the rock, steep as the walls which crowned it, [was] almost indistinguishable from the dark grey masonry […]. (22)


Although the fortress had changed possession frequently and was as often rebuilt, it still blends in harmoniously with its surroundings, rooting the keepers and their families in the place, affording them a ruling gaze over the ‘crags and hills [that] rose one beyond another in noble perspective’ (23; emphasis added). Harlech Castle provides protection for its stewards who, in turn, cast their protective gaze from the battlements. In doing so, they impose an order on the surrounding land: the ordered space within their view provides their people with a home behind whose border lies chaotic and uninhabitable wasteland. Even the name of the castle manifests the encasement of the Welsh nobility in the architecture for ‘[i]n proof of the fact, what means Harlech but “the fair rock”’ (23). Consequently, the loss of Harlech and retreat of Gladys’s family into exile violates the principle of unity between the Welsh and their homes. With their expulsion from the castle and the loss of political power, Gladys’s clan are divided from the externalised, architectural proof of the legitimacy of their rule. Owing to their identification as the rulers of the land, their division from the ancestral home produces an all-consuming state of longing in the entire clan to regain the castle as the external realisation of their honour and strength. However, while painful for the aristocratic Gladys and her family, their exile among the mountains has the benefit of reducing the hierarchical distance between themselves and the peasantry, a division which had previously been visible in the forbidding castle walls. At length, Dafydd rediscovers himself as a result of tilling the ground to feed his family and he is now related to his peasants on a more equal footing: ‘He now appeared like a parent watching over his numerous offspring, rather than the renowned chieftain over the man of his clan’ (109).


Despite this newly-found connection with the people they formerly ruled, the clan is consumed by hiraeth for Harlech. Gladys’s quest to regain possession of the castle and simultaneously restore her people’s rights proves her true status as political leader. However, before she can regain possession of Harlech, Gladys has to flee the country and match her inner exile with the actual exile of Henry Tudor. With the help of her devoted uncle Kynfin, she follows the foretold king into France and there presents him with the Dewines’s prophecy of his kingship. France presents itself to Gladys as a ‘land of enchantment’ (377) which matches her supernatural message. Consequently, she successfully extracts a promise from the exiled future king to restore her people’s freedom together with her ownership of Harlech.


Just as Harlech Castle embodies the spirit of its Welsh keepers, so does Henry Tudor’s new but crowded residence, Windsor Castle, figure his: its many corridors and chambers resemble the complexity of the state in which Wales and England are united by his rule. In contrast to the identification of Harlech’s architectural qualities, Windsor is entirely described in terms of fashion, envy and flamboyancy. The moral substance that is contained in the architecture of Harlech is missing from the royal court which is instead defined by courtly insincerity. Not sharing their superficiality, Gladys feels isolated from ‘the fawning parasites of the court, the flattering insincerity of the courtiers and the perpetual dissipation around her’ (508-9), suffering again from hiraeth just as she did during her captivity under Gilbert Stacey. This notion of Windsor, and by extension the new Tudor king, as lacking moral substance is summed up by the Dewines’s insight that ‘Henry VII, monarch of that name, is no longer Henry of Richmond’(504) because he has sacrificed his Welshness by tying his name to England. Gladys is only able to return to Harlech, ‘the place of her repose’(509), after repeated requests to King Henry VII to grant the promised Charter that restores the freedom of her people. At last on the return to her ancestral home, Gladys reclaims her identity as noble protector of the Welsh soil and its people.


In a move similar to Sir Walter Scott’s retelling of the Jacobite Rebellion from a Scottish point of view in his Waverley novels, Louisa Matilda Spooner subverts Victorian interpretations of a seminal period in the history of the British Isles by examining the Wars of the Roses with Welsh eyes. Furthermore, her perspective is woman-centred, and her female characters are not confined to the polite atmosphere of the drawing room. Whereas Queen Margaret and the Dewines face their enemies on the battlefields or on their side-lines, Gladys acts more as the political agent behind the scenes and on an international playing field. Admittedly, the gender dynamics in Spooner’s medieval Wales and England still reflect many of the social constraints faced by the novel’s female Victorian readership. Consequently, the female protagonists’ actions directly relate to their comparatively more powerful male family members and each of their paths end in compromises. Margaret is spared execution only because she is a female Plantagenet, but not before having lost her son, her husband and her crown; the Dewines succeeds in her revenge for her daughter’s rape, but has to surrender her identity as Bridget of Windsor together with her wealth; and Gladys succeeds in the proclamation of a Welsh charter and regains possession of Harlech, but has to sacrifice her love for the English-born Ethelred. However, despite the strict confines of a deeply patriarchal society, they strive for self-determination and political agency and so leave a lasting mark on the wider political and national landscape of Wales and England. The novel squarely re-assesses the rise of the Tudor dynasty as the source of a national founding myth of a modern Britain in which both women and the Welsh could take the lead in affairs of state and redeem, at least in part, their former subjugations.




GLADYS OF HARLECH;


AN HISTORICAL ROMANCE


“High on a rock, where ocean’s waves are spread,


Fair Bronwen’s tower erects its stately head—


Since known by Collwyn, then by Lear’s name,


A fairer structure ne’er was known to fame.”


IN THREE VOLUMES.




VOL. I


GLADYS OF HARLECH;


OR,


THE SACRIFICE


TO THE READER


Two centuries had elapsed after Wales had bent under the Saxon yoke. The people still lamented their country’s subjection, and the wrongs inflicted upon them by the victors. Their princes, their bards, and warrior forefathers, all had perished. The country groaned under the oppressive exactions of the stranger; and its inhabitants beheld with the most painful anxiety continual encroachments upon their rights and liberties. Broken-hearted, despairing, the natives of the soil had ceased to struggle for their emancipation. Their wonted energy was extinguished; their former resolution had disappeared; and, sunk in despondency, they dragged out an existence at variance altogether with their former brave and patriotic character.


At such a disastrous period the present narrative commences, originating in a strong love of country on the author’s part, and a wish to extend a knowledge of its mountain lands, characteristics, traditions, prejudices, and superstitions, at a remarkable period of our island history.


The Cambro-Britons, in those disturbed times, were not wanting in high-minded heroic men. The names of many such have been handed down in history, bright examples of admiration for their bravery and love of country. The subject is somewhat new. The difference noted in language, manners, and modes of thinking in the two countries, under an adherence to simplicity of style, in unison with the rude period to which the narrative relates, is essentially necessary.


There is no necessity for farther remark, or for any trespass upon the reader’s historical recollections, from the very general character of the incidents related.




CHAPTER I


A Retrospect—The Sons of Harlech


Passing over the period when Henry VI, while yet in his cradle, was proclaimed King of England, and proceeding to the year 1431, rendered memorable by the heroism of the renowned Joan of Arc, and the maledictions against the Duke of Bedford on account of her cruel fate, he being then regent in France, while Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, managed the public affairs at home—passing over that period which simply indicates the date of the commencement of the present narrative, we travel at once to North Wales.


The massy walls of proud Harlech, that impregnable fortress, had long been a name familiar to the English soldiery. During the succeeding Wars of the rival Roses, it bravely resisted the repeated attacks of the Yorkists, while kept by that valiant Cambrian chief Dafydd ap Jevan ap Einion. At the present period the brow of that chieftain had scarcely been shaded with the sober hue of manhood. His father was the warden, a grey-headed old man, sitting in the spacious hall of the castle, in conversation with Grono ap Meredyth, who had arrived but a few hours before with a small, but chosen body of soldiers, upon their march into South Wales. They were warmly discussing the prevalent topic of the day, which was the war then carrying on in France. Dafydd, the young son of Harlech, who had already manifested a strong predilection for warlike affairs, was standing at the further end of the hall, feathering some arrows. Attracted by the subject on which his father and uncle were conversing, he desisted from his occupation, approached his relatives, and stood listening attentively to the topic on which they were engaged.


‘You are on a recruiting expedition then?’ said Dafydd, during a pause in Grono’s conversation. He had been expatiating upon the campaign in France, and remarking upon the impossibility of our generals effecting any important operations with the slender amount of military strength of which they could, by every exertion, avail themselves.


‘Yes, my good kinsman,’ replied Grono, removing the tape which bound up a packet of papers which he held in his hand, ‘I trow, you will perceive the urgency of my present mission, when you know the contents of these letters from Lord Talbot and John Fitzalan. They contain the strictest orders from the Duke of Bedford to lose not a moment in embarking troops from Wales.’


‘What you, my uncle! Are you going to obey this Saxon mandate?’ interrupted Dafydd, with an expression of countenance between incredulity and anger—‘Can you, my uncle, be a voluntary ally to these English, the oppressors of our country! We should rather, this moment, be in arms against them, demanding justice for our country’s wrongs—demanding, did I say?—conquering it! Have we not the heroic Joan of Arc for an example? Shall a woman shame us? When I reflect on her deeds, I feel my heart on fire. Emulation kindles in my breast to strike a blow in like manner against the common enemy. Would to heaven I had the same power to lead armies to victory—to strike mortal terror into the common foe; then never, never would I rest contented until we were free from the shackles which enslave us, until we were once more the free children of a free soil. You, my uncle, have a spirit not dead to the lamentations of our country. Remain at home, I entreat; combat here for our country’s emancipation. Let us dare for freedom as our patriot fathers dared; and if we pour out our blood, let it be shed in a good and noble cause.’


The father startled at the bold language of his son, watched with a melancholy, yet admiring smile, his glowing cheek and ardent eyes, and thus addressed him in reply:—


‘Ochan! Ochan! (alas! alas!) my brave boy! you have forgotten that our day of glory has passed away. Our warriors, where are they? Sealed in the sleep of death. Their swords rust in their scabbards, and with their unstrung bows hang idly in our halls. We cannot muster armies to enter the list with the countless legions of the Saxon. England is now a mighty nation, against which, to raise an insurrection would be madness. Listen to the counsel of age, my brave and patriotic boy. I have trod the weary pilgrimage of life, for long, long years, and experience tells me,—bitter experience too,—that we have no resource but to sustain our misfortunes with manly fortitude.’


‘Must I then infer from the meaning of your words, my father, that we are to live and die serfs in our own land?’ said Dafydd emphatically; ‘are we reduced to this at last? Must our country expend its best blood in the cause of our oppressors?’


‘It were more politic, nay, in some respects more just, to consider the cause our own,’ interrupted Grono. ‘Be not surprised, Dafydd, my lad, but it is necessary you should be undeceived upon this point. Our blood flows in the veins of the proudest aristocracy of England. The offspring of our noble kinsman, Owen Tudor, is closely allied to our young monarch, and the royal family. Two of the principal commanders now employed against the French, Talbot, and Fitzalan, Earl of Arundel, are both direct descendants from our countrymen, and the latter, we are all well aware, is a near connection of our own. I am ready to admit, independently of all this, and of my admiration of your patriotic spirit, that you are in error in supposing the position of the Welsh is such as it was formerly. England and Wales now constitute a single kingdom, united where they were once separate.’


‘Not in heart—not in heart,’ murmured Dafydd; ‘where characters are so opposite, there can be no unison.’


‘No unison in sentiment or feeling,’ observed Grono, ‘for we are forced to acknowledge that a yoke binds us to a foreign power. We are a conquered people. We must, as good Christians, patiently submit to circumstances over which we have not the smallest control. It was ordained above that this powerful nation should rule over us, and therefore our duty is obedience. Were I now to refuse sending auxiliaries to the Duke of Bedford, I should cast a stigma equally upon my countrymen and myself. No, my noble-spirited lad, this cannot be. Calm your impetuosity, and reflect upon my words. You will then, I trow, be ready to agree with me that it is better to embrace with eagerness so fair an opportunity for our own distinction on the battlefield, than to rise in arms against England. Let us show the world that Cambria, though conquered, still preserves its warrior heart.’


As Grono delivered with simplicity and earnestness the latter part of this address, young Dafydd’s intelligent countenance changed its expression. Fixing his inquiring gaze upon his uncle, he stood silent for some moments, and then addressed him:—


‘I have to thank you my good uncle, for having instilled new thoughts into my mind. I had flattered myself that I was becoming a man—I now see I am still but a child.’


Here he started up, and covering his eyes with his hand, quitted the presence of his father and uncle with a hurried step. Some hours elapsed before he sought again the company of his kinsman, and then he addressed him:—


‘My brave and good uncle, I honour the sentiments which you recently expressed to me so clearly. I regret that, in ignorance of their justice, I was led astray in my views. Do not censure mutable opinions, when I make the acknowledgment to you that new feelings and fresh hopes of a different nature pervade my mind. I would fain have the benefit of your example in my inexperience, and entreat that you will permit me to accompany you to the field of arms in France. I condemned, it is true, the step you were taking; I saw not its good policy until you enlightened me. Fate has decided that I cannot take up arms for the benefit of our native land, and the restoration of its freedom—be it so. Only allow me to serve her in another way. Let me wield the sword or battle-axe, to redeem her renown in the ranks of war—that renown overshadowed by the power of the oppressor, but never stained with dishonour. I will stimulate our countrymen to gather glorious laurels in the battlefield, and win from the young sovereign who commands us, the reward every patriotic spirit desires; the revocation of the cruel and oppressive charter, which King Edward, with heartless vengeance, directed against our own Cambria and her rights. Would not such an act be a worthy offering to our country, the weal of which is the sovereign wish of my heart?’


‘Noble-spirited boy!’ exclaimed Grono, ‘right proud shall I be to present to Lord Talbot a young warrior so promising;—but hold, what are the opinions of your venerable father upon the subject? We must previously obtain his consent to your design.’


‘My father,’ said the youthful Dafydd, at the same moment turning his expressive countenance upon his father, and fixing his eyes anxiously upon him—‘My father, I know, will not thwart my wishes, for he too has his country’s good uppermost in his heart. He will be the first to rejoice, if I can in any manner promote its welfare.’


‘Right, my brave boy,’ replied the old man; as he spoke a nervous twitching shaking every line of his thin, furrowed face; ‘Heaven only knows how much it will cost me to part with the stay of my declining years—my son, my only son; but it is the call of duty; thou shalt go.’


Again and again young Dafydd repeated his grateful acknowledgments; then pressing his father’s hand in silence, quitted the hall. It was not long afterwards that with Grono, he made preparations for his departure; the object of his uncle’s march into South Wales had been accomplished. That chief with his youthful companion then set out to join the English army in France.


Dafydd soon became a favourite with his comrades in arms, and that not only with those of his own subordinate military rank, but with officers far superior in rank and age. It was impossible for any to be insensible to the generous and fearless character of one who, so young in years, promised to become a distinguished character in his future career.


Fitzalan of Arundel had ever cherished a latent partiality for the inhabitants of the principality of Wales; and regarding Dafydd as a kinsman, showed a peculiar attention to him, until death deprived the youth of his friendship and patronage. Not that had Dafydd been less fortunate in his outset in life, his own merits and conduct upon all occasions would not have obtained success, but that it had hastened the acknowledgment of his merits to start under such auspices. Indeed, soon after his joining the army, his feats of arms were the subject of conversation, passing from camp to camp. Many a brave foe man sunk under his powerful arm; and as he thus distinguished himself, all the world became eager to ascertain who the young soldier was, and from whence he came.


Lord Talbot, at first a silent observer of the carriage of the young Welshman, pronounced him to be possessed of great military talent. He assigned to him repeatedly the post of honour as well as of danger, considering him equal to the most difficult duties, and reposing in him great confidence. At Montargis, the Earl of Arundel delivered to him the command of that fortress, during his own absence upon other duties; and through the wise and courageous conduct of Dafydd, ‘the French troops,’ as is observed by an historian of the events of that time, ‘discovering that they were neither able to force the castle nor retain the town, retired, amidst the triumphant shouts of their opponents.’


But the success of the young hero did not terminate here. New laurels were gathered upon each revolving day, and he became unconsciously the object of general admiration. In Normandy, above all, he greatly distinguished himself during the insurrection in that province; on his conduct upon this occasion high encomiums were lavished. In a secret conference with the Earl of Arundel and Lord Willoughby, he prepared to attack the French during the night. His proposition, after some consideration, was accepted, and he was permitted to carry it into effect. The English in consequence gained a complete victory, and recovered the Vexin, Caen, and Lillebonne. In a conversation with Lord Talbot, the Earl of Arundel said:


‘We have to thank the doughty young Cambrian and his men for this glorious advantage. Their courage and bravery in overcoming all obstacles were never surpassed.’


Time lapsed and bore away the events of that contest. The death of the Earl of Arundel and the Duke of Bedford took place. Dafydd returned to England. He was received at Court with the highest honours; and the British monarch expressed his desire to show some signal mark of his favour to one who had so nobly merited the distinction. This was speedily communicated to the object of the royal regard, when, to the astonishment of the gay and ambitious courtiers, the young hero with the warmest expressions of gratitude, requested to be permitted to decline any advancement or personal advantage.


‘As to myself, most Gracious Sovereign,’ observed Dafydd, ‘I prefer being allowed to remain as I am; but not that I undervalue the goodness of which your Majesty has so kindly indicated to me the distinguished proof, in the acknowledgment of my humble services. If your Highness will permit me, I would venture to ask the favour of the transfer of your royal generosity to my unfortunate country, sorely oppressed by laws which are foreign to her people, their manners and customs. Gross injustice, too, is perpetrated on our borders, which it well-nigh demands more than human fortitude to endure. Be not, my Royal Master, displeased with the boldness of my petition. Sympathy for my suffering country has extorted the utterance of this my request. May it please Heaven to direct the kindness of your royal heart to the sufferings of my countrymen, your loyal subjects, that your Highness may order impartial justice in our behalf; and that the ignominious laws with which King Edward ruled us may be mitigated. This boon is all that either my fellow-countrymen or myself would solicit of your Highness in return for our services in the French war. The favour would be one of charity as well as justice, did your Highness but know the extent of our sufferings. Charity secures Heaven’s blessing for crowns as well as subjects.’


‘Your entreaty is noble,’ replied the monarch; ‘the worthiest subjects are those who disregard their own interests to serve their country. I accord you the consideration of your request. Our council shall be immediately summoned; and justice shall be done to my Welsh subjects without loss of time.’


With this promise, Dafydd withdrew from the royal presence; and almost immediately afterwards left the gay and brilliant court, impatient to reach his quiet home and fastnesses among the mountains of his own romantic land. Some years had elapsed from the time he quitted Wales until his return; and the meeting between the old Warden of Harlech and his son was proportionally touching. The hoary sire had almost persuaded himself he should see his son no more; to find him return, and under circumstances so auspicious, was almost too much for his timeworn frame to sustain. His ideas were confused when he heard the shouts and acclamations which, rending the air on all sides, echoed again from cliff and hollow, as Dafydd drew near the ancient walls of the castle, causing unwonted tumult. Tears started into the eyes of the venerable man, and rolled down his cheeks, deeply engraved by the hand of time, as he was told that the confusion around arose from the welcome the inhabitants of Harlech were giving to his beloved son upon returning to his native soil.


The set form and now manly figure of the young hero strikingly contrasted with the figure of the stripling, who had quitted home so suddenly to enter upon the arduous duties of a foreign campaign. Friends of his early youth crowded around him. They gazed upon his altered and noble bearing, they admired his handsome countenance now in pride of manhood’s expression; they exhibited feelings of the most enthusiastic admiration, and then blended their voices in one simultaneous shout of praise, and imploration of blessings upon the son of their chief.


Happy were those times for Harlech. That grey massy fortress once more resounded, as it had done in years long past, with cheerfulness and revelry. Every countenance beamed with joy, every heart was happy, as it soon afterwards gathered to the castle to participate in the nuptials of the young returned chieftain. It was but a few months previous to the war that Dafydd had been betrothed to Maret, the fair heiress of the elder branch of the house of Tudor. He had not long been welcomed to his paternal home, before his thoughts turned towards her to whom his heart was given, and he had repaired to her father’s home to demand her for his bride.


Other incidents of less domestic importance succeeded these memorable events. The aged warden of the castle, the hoary-headed Jevan, had become day by day more feeble, and then slept with his fathers. Dafydd was now the father of a young family, which introduced him to the cares and interests it involves. He took an undisguised pride in his offspring, and as they advanced in years, instilled into their minds the soundest principles of the faith he professed, of which both himself and their mother were preeminent examples. Thus there was every prospect of their becoming in future years worthy scions of a time-honoured race. Within the massive walls of Harlech castle all was peace and unity of feeling, so that the home of Dafydd might have been not only an object of envy in feudal times, but that of the indulgence and luxury of a later age. The hearty welcome which met him upon his return from the wild sports of the woods and mountains, or from any act of public service or local duty, was of the liveliest and heartiest character. A bright hearth, blazing logs, and sweet smiles ever met him in the hall, when the season was the most austere. The winning manners of his children deeply impressed his heart with paternal affection, and spread over it as well as on those around that indescribable charm which is perhaps the nearest to happiness on earth that mortal men are permitted to experience.


It is not to be credited that Dafydd was insensible to the blessings so copiously showered down upon him. On the contrary his high principles, yet humble spirit, continually overflowed with fresh feelings of gratitude to the Giver of all good.


It is painful to turn from similar scenes of domestic love and tranquillity to those of an opposite character—to discontent, jealousy and bloodshed in all their baleful aspects.


After Dafydd quitted the English court to return home, great changes took place, where pomp and brilliancy had been so conspicuous before. The deaths of Gloucester, and of the great Cardinal Beaufort, with the heinous murder of the unfortunate Duke of Suffolk, were events of the most startling importance to the people of England, and indeed to the world at large. The first cloud which gathered on the horizon, and portended an approaching storm, was the rebellion in Kent, where the insurgents were led by an Irishman of disreputable character, the notorious Jack Cade, who boldly declared himself to be of the house of Marche. He was suspected to have received secret encouragement from the Duke of York, in Ireland. By this outbreak, dangerous and unforeseen, great consternation overspread England. Notwithstanding the final overthrow of Cade, and the death of that insurgent himself, there was much danger to be apprehended from the influence and discontented spirit, which had prompted such an insurrection.




CHAPTER II


The Invasion—The Beleaguered Castle


When the Duke of York received intelligence of Cade’s ill success, then unknown to the King, he made preparations for leaving Ireland, the term of his governorship having just expired. ‘The field now lies open before me,’ thought the ambitious Duke, ‘my powerful enemy Suffolk is dead; Cade’s enterprise, as my fondest hopes prognosticated, has paved the way for the house of Marche. If so feeble a branch of our august family could raise such a rebellion, what may not be expected from the prince royal and sole heir?’


Animated with feverish dreams of regal pomp and military glory, the Duke shortly afterwards sailed from Dublin, with the intention of landing upon the Welsh coast. There, to his dismay and disappointment, instead of meeting with zealous partisans, as he expected, a hostile force stood in array against him.


Through some private source the chieftain of Harlech had gained information of the intended landing of the Duke of York, and of the cautious measures he was taking to prevent the King from hearing of his proceedings. Dafydd, with his usual forethought and discretion, seeing how detrimental such a step would prove to the nation, sent off with all speed to acquaint his royal master with the important fact.


Henry and his ministers, truly indebted to Ap Jevan for the timely intelligence, dispatched Jasper, the son of Owen Tudor, with commands to their trusty friend, once the young hero of the French war, to raise all the forces he could muster, and to go in person and secure the coast from invasion.


Ap Jevan thus appeared in the character of a military commander for the first time in his own country. Many years had passed since he first bore arms, and under what different circumstances! True, the freshness of youth was gone, but it was exchanged for the glow of a father’s pride, as he marched at the head of his strong and fearless band, supported by his twin sons, Tudor and Kynfin, one on each side, high-spirited youths, who had entered upon their sixteenth year.


As they pressed on with eagerness to gain the Mona coast, Dafydd had the gratification of seeing his little army increase in number at every step. When they reached the Menai Strait he thought it advisable to form his men into battalions; appointing his uncle Meredyth and Jasper Tudor to take the command of the troops selected for the protection of the coast further to the north, Dafydd himself and his sons guarding the Mona Isle.


These arrangements were made with surprising rapidity, for time and circumstance alike pressed. The Duke’s fleet was soon afterwards seen within the horizon. Dafydd, encouraging his men, with the spirit of a brave soldier, succeeded in bringing them up just in time to present a very formidable front to the Duke, who, observing them from seaward, appeared embarrassed and disconcerted becoming at a loss what measure to adopt. The moments which followed his observation of the Welsh troops were intensely interesting. The little fleet came hovering near the coast, and drew off again in another direction. Then, quick as thought, it tacked and wore again, till Night spread her sable mantle over sea and land, hiding from the belligerents the manoeuvres of each other.


It was a dark calm night, and Dafydd having given orders that his men should repose, with an anxious mind and in deep thought turned to the solitary beach, pacing it undisturbed and alone. Often were his eyes riveted upon the sails, just discernible in the dim expanse before him, ever and anon varying in their shape like wandering apparitions of the night. Not a sound was heard save the ripple of the waves, their monotonous murmuring accompanying the fast receding tide upon the sandy beach.


When the morning dawned a stiff breeze blew off the shore, and long lines of red streaks in the heavens portended stormy weather.


The Duke of York, like Dafydd, was a silent observer of the same scene from seaward, and it was with undisguised apprehension that he watched the changing sky. Scarcely had the early morn ripened into day, when a boat was lowered from his vessel, bearing a flag of truce, followed by a messenger sent to demand an interview with the Welsh chief. Dafydd, with his accustomed courtesy, received the messenger in his tent, and a prolonged interview took place.


The stipulations which were thus conveyed from the Duke were decidedly disapproved by the Welsh commander. He grew impatient at last, and unceremoniously broke up the discussion, dismissing the envoy with this simple but noble reply:—


‘Go, tell his Grace that the Welsh chief scorns a bribe; tell him that he wears but one sword, which shall hew down every man who attempts a landing upon these shores without the King’s permission.’


The Duke, exasperated at the bold reply, and vowing vengeance against the audacious Welshman, promptly ordered his pilot to steer for the land. In vain he tried to disembark his troops, they were repelled with redoubled slaughter at every fresh attempt. The numerous dead and dying around him showed the necessity of abandoning his purpose. He gave up the contest in despair, and quitting the Mona island, sought a haven further to the north. Here again his endeavours were frustrated by the gallant veteran, Ap Meredyth, and by Jasper ap Owen.


At these repeated discomfitures, the Duke of York, mortified and overwhelmed with the anxiety arising from his hazardous position, sailed from the coast; his little fleet, as it disappeared from the horizon, leaving its opponents highly gratified with the thoughts that they had succeeded in driving it back to its old quarters. But too soon they were undeceived. Scarcely had the following day’s sun reached its meridian, when the unexpected news arrived that the Duke of York on the previous night had landed at a fishing village adjacent to the English coast, and was then on his march to the Metropolis; and further that he was surrounded by zealous partisans, many of whom were Welsh, who had assisted him in landing.


This was a severe blow to Dafydd’s loyal heart. Ap Meredyth and Jasper ap Owen joined him shortly afterwards, and all condemned their countrymen for having aided the rebel Duke. With disappointment on every countenance, the troops were disbanded, returning to their homes to watch with increasing anxiety the dangers which overshadowed the country.


The sudden arrival of the Duke of York in London, with four thousand men, occasioned great consternation. The quarrel between the Duke of Somerset and the Earl of Warwick, the first battle of the Roses, the political interference of Queen Margaret, the melancholy indisposition of the King, the birth of Prince Edward, and finally the instalment of the Duke of York as protector of the realm during the King’s malady, were events of vital importance to the entire kingdom. One and all felt that there was a terrific storm approaching, while none knew how to avert its effects. It was not till Henry’s restoration to health that civil war let loose its tigers throughout England’s fertile land. Nor until that period did the pent-up feelings of the populace burst forth like an angry torrent, scattering before it desolation and death.


The Duke of York no sooner found himself deprived of his high office, and outwitted by the Queen, than his dormant ambition was reawakened. He once more became possessed with the idea that he was the rightful heir to the English throne, and made a vow he would never rest till England had acknowledged him her sovereign, let what might be the consequences; nor would he delay to contend openly for his rights. With these excited views, he retired to Wigmore Castle, and there by bribes, and other illicit means, he soon succeeded in gathering around him an augmentation of force which amounted to a potent army.


The brilliant promises which the Duke held out to the wronged and oppressed Welsh were so tempting that many were led away to support his cause, unfortunately for themselves and their connections.


Throughout the Principality there was only one family of which the Duke was deeply apprehensive, and that was the house of Tudor. That house included Dafydd, whom he had just cause to fear. His personal hatred towards him was by no means diminished because he bore in recollection the recent mortification he experienced at the reception Ap Jevan had given him upon the Mona coast. Owen Tudor, too, was at Harlech; now therefore was the time to show his animosity, and wreak his vengeance upon the race he detested. To imprison Dafydd in his own castle had been long the secret wish of his heart, and he exulted in the probable attainment of his darling object. He determined that his campaign should commence with the siege of Harlech; the obdurate men of Merioneth, once deprived of their daring leader, would soon be brought to acknowledge allegiance to the house of York.


Dafydd was not ignorant of the Duke’s intentions, for he had friends in a quarter little suspected, who gave him timely warning of the approaching danger. Not a moment was wasted in vain regrets, no idle lamentations were heard, not an expression of either hope or fear escaped their lips; all felt the urgency of the case, and commenced at once the preparations for defence. Dafydd and his sons were present everywhere, indefatigable in their efforts, working night and day until their preparations were completed. The castle was filled with as many stout hearts as were requisite for its defence, and that its circuit could accommodate. Private injunctions were issued for the men in Merioneth to hold themselves in readiness to take up arms at a moment’s warning; while every suggestion of importance was carried out calculated to secure the fortress during a long siege.


The bustle and confusion of the preparations over, Ap Jevan could not divest himself of anxiety; not so much on his own account, as on that of his noble kinsman Owen Tudor, who from the time of his dismissal from court had been a sojourner at Harlech. He recalled the many unfortunate circumstances which had befallen him. The Duke of York had never ceased to persecute him. He had been the sole instigator of his discharge from the royal household, as well as of all the less important disasters which had befallen him since the death of his consort, the dowager Queen Catherine.


‘I have been thinking that our arch enemy the Duke has got wind of your present position,’ observed Dafydd, on joining Owen Tudor in the long gallery of the castle. ‘It is as much on your account as mine that we are indebted to him for the honour of this visitation.’


‘Och! Dafydd, I should be sorry if I thought that was true,’ said Owen, with much seriousness. ‘May the foul winds take him! He is never happy but when he is hunting after the blood of a Tudor. This is not the first time by many that he has driven me to cover. Och! Dafydd, if this is the case, we must brace ourselves to the uttermost, and let courage and self-devotion be our watchword. Let us keep this savage fiend at bay till he has had enough of us.’


‘We have many to contend with, and too many are our own countrymen,’ observed Dafydd, lowering his voice.


‘I know it,’ was the laconic reply.


After a short pause, Owen continued:—


‘For my own part, Dafydd, I have no fear. I would back you and your handful of men against York and his legions. You are no child at arms. I am surprised at the Duke’s audacity in attempting to storm a castle, when Dafydd ap Jevan, the Hero of Montargis, is the commander.’


They were interrupted by the entrance of a youth from one of the watch towers of the castle, who communicated intelligence that the army of the Yorkists was in sight.


The confidence of Owen Tudor in the courage and experience of Ap Jevan was fully justifiable. This confidence was seconded by the well-known strength of the castle. No place of defence could be better adapted for observation as well as resistance. No enemy could approach the walls unobserved—this magnificent stronghold of Ap Jevan was as remarkable for its commanding position as for its beauty and grandeur. It was a noted site from the earliest ages. The conquerors of the world had a fortress here, upon the wreck of which another was built by the Briton Maelgwyn Gwynedd. Upon this, the present building was founded by Edward I. The sea face arose from the brink of a rock, ascending perpendicularly from the shore that opened far and wide under the haughty towers which darkened over it. The face of the rock, steep as the walls which crowned it, and almost indistinguishable from the dark grey masonry, united with them, presenting an aspect of one uniform gigantic front, defying hostile approach. The fortress was square. The angles were defended by circular towers, and these had on their summits small watch-towers like the eagle tower at Caernarvon. The walls of immense thickness, on the side accessible from the land, were protected by a broad ditch of considerable depth, excavated in the solid rock. The entrance, with its guard room, was admirably flanked, and defended first by a barbican, next by the moveable bridge across the ditch, and then by a second portcullis in the inner work, besides that in the barbican. The principal and state apartments were on the inner side of that court, which was pierced for the portal or entrance. These apartments rose to the height of three stories.


The grand banqueting hall was situated on the opposite side of the court, looking outwards upon a wide extent of sea, from a height which made the boldest head dizzy to look down upon the vast level before it. On the right of the entrance was the chapel, in which half a century before, Owen Glyndwr had worshipped, when in arms against Henry IV., and now the family of Einion paid their daily devotions there. From the summit of the watchtowers, in the direction of the land, rock and mountain, cliff and wood, vale and stream, varied the prospect; crags and hills rose one beyond another in noble perspective. Nor was the castle itself destitute of romantic history. On the contrary it bore charmed traditions like—


The story of Cambuscan bold,


Of Camball and of Algarcife,


And who had Canace to wife


That own’d the virtuous ring and glass.


Traditions, not well-vouched history, told that Bronwen, the fair necked sister of Bran ap Lyr, Duke of Cornwall, inhabited a castle where the present stood, and yet stands, called ‘Twr-y-Bronwen’. She married one of the fabulous kings with which Irish history delights to swell its barbarous annals. Under the government of ap Jevan at this time, the loftiest tower of his proud abode bore the name of this fair Bronwen, who once kept her court at Harlech, ages before Edward I erected his strong castle there. In proof of the fact, what means Harlech but ‘the fair rock’?


To return;—standing upon such a lofty site as the Bronwen tower, no enemy could approach unobserved. It was a brilliant day, just such a day as often follows a tempestuous night; when everything in nature looks fresh and cheerful again. The tide was fast receding upon the seashore. Thousands of sea-gulls had collected, arranging themselves in companies along the sandy beach, where they appeared to be enjoying the mid-day sun, and glutting themselves with a banquet, which on the previous night had been thrown on shore by the angry elements.


Dafydd and his companion, with all the weight of care upon their minds at that moment, were struck with the loveliness of the scene. A beam of pleasure flashed across their features, so pensive just before. But they soon returned to their former more thoughtful expression, as they watched the progress of the advancing enemy.


‘Our foes are pouring down upon the sands,’ said Kynfin, who had joined them, ‘and soft enough, methinks, they will find them, after the storm last night.’


‘It will serve them for a plaster for their feet,’ replied his brother, laughing. ‘You may rest assured that after their rough march, every man is more or less foot-sore.’


‘Anyhow, I should not like to stand in their boots,’ observed another of the party.


‘O’r anwyl! nor I neither, you may be certain they will have the worst of it,’ repeated several voices.


Many similar remarks helped to beguile the hours, till night once more dropped her curtain, and Dafydd and his companions became aware that their inexorable foe had encamped with his troops below the proud fortress. Within a few weeks, it was even possible within a few days, their towers would be mutilated, their property destroyed, and death and desolation spread around their hearths. Dafydd did not allow himself to dwell upon this melancholy prospect. On the contrary, he was in excellent spirits. He felt confidence in his men; in Owen Tudor as an able adviser, and in the walls of his castle. The rest he left to Providence.


The whole of the following day nothing of importance occurred, save that some slight disturbance was observed amongst the soldiers in the enemy’s camp. The Duke was frequently seen mounted on a white charger, addressing his men. Towards dusk several individuals were bold enough to reconnoitre quite close to the defences of the castle, which it was the object of their ambition to subdue. It was now raising its grey turrets to the sky, amid awful stillness, in haughty defiance of its foes. No signal of animosity—no sounds of preparation for the coming fight were seen or heard. All was so calm and placid that the tall towers looked like funeral monuments over the dead of departed years, rather than a part of a fortress on the eve of being besieged.


As hours passed, Dafydd became more impatient. He scarcely ever quitted the battlements, where he could mark unobserved every movement ofthe enemy. The moon had risen and gone down. Again the greater luminary appeared from behind the distant hills, tinging with roseate hue the mountain, the sea, and the plain, when long columns of smoke arose from the camp below, and Dafydd thought he could perceive a movement among the enemy’s troops.


‘The sun sets not before those caitiffs have felt the force of our arrows and missiles to their cost,’ said Dafydd, soliloquizing, with throbbing pulse and flashing eye, as the vivid picture of the scene about to ensue crossed his imagination.


He was right in his conjecture; for scarcely had an hour elapsed, when the Duke of York, at the head of two hundred chosen men, was scaling the precipitous crag on which the castle stood.


With what eagerness of feeling did Ap Jevan and his trusty adherents watch the movements and await the time for action in death-like stillness! Nearer and nearer the enemy approached to the walls; but not an arrow, not a missile, impeded his advance.


‘Do the men of Merioneth intend to make no resistance?’ said the Duke of York, casting hurried glances at the high towers above him, as with his followers he stood for an instant to recover breath after their rapid ascent of the steep.


It was at that moment the Warden, whose eye had followed the Duke’s movements, gave the word. In an instant a deadly flight of arrows poured from the towers and loop-holes of the castle, spreading consternation amongst the besiegers, many of them struck, fell headlong over the cliffs. The Duke, a little in advance, seeing the imminent danger of his position, rushed forward, shouting to his men to follow him like brave Englishmen. They obeyed, and rushing precipitately onward, gained the precincts of the moat, when the Yorkists’ trumpets, and the stentorian war cry, vibrated along the walls of old Harlech, proclaiming a temporary triumph, soon to be followed by an unexpected reverse.


Dafydd, with his usual prudent ingenuity, had contrived several pit-traps, the use of which he had learned in France, where they were called trou de loups. It was these yawning graves which checked the zeal of the besiegers, who at the sight of so many of their comrades disappearing into them before their eyes, became panic-stricken. At this critical moment the Duke was pierced by an arrow in the breast, and staggering forward fell to the ground. Immediately afterwards his body-guard, alarmed for his safety, bore him away insensible from the scene of action.


The siege continued, but the Duke was confined to his tent, and could take no active part in the operations. The chagrin and mortification which he hourly experienced at his ill success retarded his recovery. He felt the error he had committed in thus early besieging so strong a fortress. He weakened his forces, losing instead of gaining ground in the great work he had undertaken, ‘should he resign the hope of overcoming the brave men of Merioneth, and making them serve under his banner?’ It was a mortifying reflection for an ambitious spirit. Yet deprived of his presence before the castle walls, success was uncertain. Nevil next in command, had done all in his power to achieve success, but he himself, he imagined, would have done better. One trusty officer named Brook was taken prisoner, with several other able soldiers. ‘Could he afford to lose them—to lose others equally of importance to his future campaign?’ With these reflections the Duke called a council of war.


‘To continue the siege will be no easy task,’ observed the Earl of Salisbury, one of the council present, as the Duke repeated the foregoing query. ‘You are not aware of the difficulties with which we have to cope. The Cambrian chief is a warlike leader of great experience. Even if we could bring him to open combat, we should not be sure of success, much less behind defences so strong as those of Harlech.’


‘Not so, by St George!’ answered the Duke, passionately. ‘Were it not that time is precious, I would never abandon the siege until I had placed his bleeding head on the battlements of his impregnable fortress. There was a time when a dungeon for his home would have contented me; now blood, blood alone will appease my anger with this contumacious rebel.’


‘Your highness must wait an indefinite period, I fear, for that gratification,’ replied Nevil; ‘you observe truly that time is precious; letters have just arrived from the Duke of Devonshire; your highness will see that affairs of greater importance are demanding your presence elsewhere. Queen Margaret’s influence is hourly increasing, and her partisans are mustering from all quarters. Can it be well to protract the siege of this remote fortress, while our enemies all over the realm ripen their designs unmolested?’




CHAPTER III


The Siege—Margaret of Anjou—Bloreheath


Leaving the Duke occupied with his council and serious reflections on his position in the camp before Harlech, balancing the probability of final success with the dangers which might occur to his cause in other parts of the kingdom, the more attractive scenes within the castle became possessed of redoubled interest. Still arose unscathed those proud towers, like giants keeping watch at night over the beleaguered country beneath.


Dafydd had no sooner assured himself that the enemy had retired to their quarters for the night, and that each fresh sentinel was placed at his post, than he hastened to communicate in person to the ladies of his household the joyful intelligence of that day’s success, and of their own safety. The attack had been unusually fierce. Twice had the enemy approached so near as to endeavour, but unsuccessfully, to fire the castle. They had been repulsed with great loss in both attempts. Mistress Tudor had passed the hours of combat in the deepest anxiety for the welfare of her lord and sons. It was now amidst convulsive sobs that she embraced her lord, offering a prayer of thanks to heaven for his preservation, and that of his offspring, who were also spared to her.


The garrison of the keep had gathered around their chief lord in their congratulations. Every eye watched him with a respectful and grateful glance as he moved from one place to another. Now he spoke cheering words to the wounded, giving prompt orders that every attention should be paid to them. Few lives had been sacrificed. The only member of the family on whom injury had been inflicted was Kynfin. He came into the presence of his mother, whom he alarmed, with a cut across his forehead, which he assured her was merely a scratch, adding with a hearty laugh, his fears that there would be no scar left to become a memorial of that day’s achievement.


‘Let me tell you, my dear mother,’ said Kynfin with his wonted merriment, ‘the scoundrel who gave me this memorandum in my forehead—mind, it is no Cain brand—that scoundrel is one of the Duke’s favourites; he is now my prisoner.’


The moment mutual congratulations had been exchanged, and the wounded had received professional aid, the warden assembled his family in the chapel to offer up a prayer of thankfulness and gratitude to Him who had so signally favoured them during that eventful day. This duty completed, they repaired to the hall, where a substantial supper smoked upon the long massy tables; and, according to the custom of the olden time, the members of the family and officers took their respective places at the tables on the dais, the space below being crowded with the extra numerous garrison and the domestics of the establishment.


At the head of the hall sat Ap Jevan; surrounded by his affectionate family and friends. The warlike and determined expression which had marked the countenance of this brave soldier in the morning in action, had entirely vanished, and cheered by his success, was beaming with kindness and dignity. It was a scene not easily effaced from the memory of those, who, sharing in the hospitality of that day, proclaimed him their chief, their deliverer, and their friend. He himself addressed all present in the most spirited manner, but more particularly his noble kinsman Owen Tudor. At times he made racy and piquant remarks upon the Duke of York’s discipline, and military character. Then he spoke kind words of approbation to his sons in relation to the gallant conduct of some of the garrison during the contest, which had come under his own observation. To his amiable consort who sat at his right hand, he spoke in soothing accents, and with great tenderness, words calculated to allay any fears she might entertain of the termination of the siege to their disadvantage.


During the evening Dafydd questioned his sons respecting the number and rank of the prisoners taken during the different sallies they had made in the morning. It appeared that there were ten knights and esquires, and more than triple that number of the common soldiers. The wolf traps had proved of greater importance than they had imagined.


Midnight appeared, and most of the family retired to rest. Dafydd and Owen remained discussing the affairs of the day, and forming plans for the future, should the siege continue.


‘Another such a day will damp the zeal of our opponents,’ said Owen, rising to place another faggot upon the hearth. ‘I should not marvel if the Duke embrace some opportunity of seeking a reconciliation.’


‘Time only will reveal that,’ said Dafydd, ‘meanwhile I shall keep my fortress in readiness to resist any sudden attack. Our antagonist shall see that it is no child’s work to capture the key of the north.’


‘Are you aware,’ observed Owen turning the conversation, ‘that among the prisoners of whom we were speaking a short time since, there is one with whom you are not altogether unacquainted, too whom I have some reason to remember?’


‘Indeed!’ answered Dafydd; ‘to whom are you alluding?’


‘To that braggart the English baron Brook. For years that has been my secret foe.’


‘Have you seen him?’ inquired Ap Jevan.


‘I have not: he is in the dungeon prison. What say you to paying the caitiff a visit? I would fain meet him face to face. He shall then know my opinion of him, base-born upstart as he is.’


‘He is but a tool in the hands of York,’ remarked Dafydd, ‘unworthy of our notice; we must recollect too that he is our prisoner. To upbraid a poor devil in irons, would be ungenerous.’


‘Perhaps you are right,’ replied Owen with a thoughtful expression; ‘still, Dafydd, I feel I should be happier if I knew I had planted a thorn in that man’s heart. He and York are the only two on earth whom I regard with mortal hatred; revenge on them would be sweet to me.’


‘Och! Owen, you are mistaken, gratified revenge imparts no real comfort to the breast. The evil on both sides falls back upon us. It is best we leave the repayment of injuries to a higher power.’


‘I would I possessed a disposition half as magnanimous as thine,’ replied Owen, with unusual earnestness. Shortly afterwards the friends separated for the night.


Dafydd’s excitement would not allow him to take repose. The night was passed upon the battlements. His watchfulness was fortunate. Scarcely had the day-break faintly appeared when the well-known cry arose of ‘The Saxons under the walls.’ Unexpected as those sounds arose the warden was ready from without. Shout answered shout, both on the part of the assailants and the garrison, and blow answered to blow, too, as the Duke’s men, with great daring, attempted to force the gate, and scale the outer works. Again they were repelled. The dim morning preventing the pit-falls from being perceived, many more of the Yorkists were precipitated into them. Richard Nevil, the Earl of Salisbury, was slightly wounded, and again the enemy withdrew from before the castle, under the exulting shouts of its gallant defenders from the battlements.


The Duke of York, still unable to lead his troops in person, waxed angry at being a second time baffled; and in the heat of the moment reproached his officers with want of perseverance, and even of courage.


The Earl of Salisbury and others were displeased at such language from their prince. Had the latter not made an apology to them for his heat, the difference might have ended disastrously for the Yorkist’s cause. Tranquillity was at length restored. Shortly after this incident the Duke, in close conference with a council of war, came to the determination to relinquish the siege, provided Dafydd would restore his prisoners.


‘We must relinquish the siege in any case,’ Nevil insisted. ‘Remember Queen Margaret is raising England. As to this Welsh chieftain, we may try a treaty with him, although I have doubts of our success.’


‘Confound him; confound all the Welsh race,’ exclaimed the Duke of York, giving vent to half-suppressed anger. ‘He must be induced to consent to my stipulations, whatever it cost us. I have said it, Richard Nevil; you have now only to see that my will is fulfilled.’


Salisbury quitted the Duke’s presence without losing a moment, and lost no time in making known to Dafydd the Duke’s inclinations.


After much controversy, Dafydd consented to deliver up the prisoners, with the exception of four of the knights, whom he proposed to keep as hostages. The treaty was thus ratified.


On the following day, to the delight of the inhabitants of Harlech, they beheld the army of the white rose break up camp, and saw its departure from their vicinity. Then there arose in all bosoms a feeling of pride; every heart experienced a joy for a long time before unfelt. The Saxons had quailed before their arrows and missiles. The rebel York had been baffled in his attempts, while the banner of the red rose floated still over Harlech’s proud battlements, and their chief was safe.


In less than a month after this event, worthy of the exultation evinced on the occasion, the departure of Owen Tudor, and the two sons of their much-loved chief, caused a fresh sensation in Harlech. Owen Tudor had been summoned by Margaret of Anjou, through his son, Jasper Tudor. Jasper was a great favourite with the king; so much so that he always kept him near his person. Owen was to raise what troops he was able, and to join the Queen at Coventry.


Tudor and Kynfin, hearing of the Queen’s commands, entreated their father to allow them to accompany their noble relation. Dafydd, after some consideration, ultimately consented to their wishes. He himself felt some desire to join in the cause, but he had important duties to perform nearer home. There was no foreseeing when the Yorkists might pay them another visit. Their party was daily becoming more powerful, and the struggle for Lancaster promised to be fiercer than ever.


On the arrival of Owen Tudor at court, the Queen received him most graciously, expressing at the same time her regrets at the misunderstanding which had subsisted between them. The sole author of that misunderstanding was the selfish and ambitious Duke of York. She now declared she would make atonement for the past, and, if successful, the house of Tudor should be crowned with such honours as its services and noble lineage deserved.


The condescending and pleasing manners of Margaret had rendered her an object of the greatest interest in the midland counties, more particularly at Coventry. But, notwithstanding all this loyalty of feeling, she was painfully aware of the terrible contest in which she was about to be engaged. With warm solicitude for her consort, whose health would neither admit of bodily nor mental exertion, Margaret took the whole of the state affairs upon herself, acting as the king’s delegate. Thus having duly considered the best policy to be adopted, the council decided upon trifling no longer with the Duke of York’s presumptuous claims. They determined to meet the rebel, and by a decisive blow, crush those fearful disturbances, which were preying upon the vitals of the country.


Previous to this bold step, Margaret commanded the young Prince Edward to present the leaders in her army with a silver swan. This was a representation of his own badge and that of his great ancestor, Edward the Third. While the hope of Lancaster distributed these insignia with his infant hand, he expressed a wish, with all a child’s eagerness, ‘that they would wear them for his sake, and fight bravely for the good cause of Lancaster.’


The engaging innocence of the young Prince gained their hearts; while the cries of ‘God bless his soul!’ ‘God bless the noble boy!’ ‘Long live our Prince Edward!’ ‘Long live the house of Lancaster!’ rung on all sides.


Tudor and Kynfin were not forgotten upon this occasion. The heir of Lancaster exhibited a great partiality towards them both, after their instalment in the Queen’s household. The child’s first impulse, upon the silver swans being given into his possession, was to run and present one to each of his Welsh friends; and further, to the no small surprise of those present, he laid another upon his little palm, and holding it out, said—


‘Here, Tudor ap Dafydd, you must send this to your brave father, who kept the Yorkists from his castle. Tell him Prince Edward asks in exchange the bow which sent the arrow into the rebel York.’


The Queen now learned for the first time that Salisbury, at the head of a potent army, was approaching. Her anxiety for the King’s security increased, as he was too ill to leave his chamber. No alternative remained but to urge Audley to lose no time in meeting the white-rose party, lest her liege lord should be in danger. With these feelings she left the King, accompanied by the Prince, and hastened in person to communicate her wishes to her general, already strengthened by a reinforcement of ten thousand men. A long conference took place. The following were the Queen’s valedictory words:—


‘Good speed!—the Virgin help thee, Audley!—remember Salisbury! Salisbury! Dead or alive!’


Margaret had never been present at a battle. She determined upon witnessing that which was about to take place on Bloreheath. Did she repent her intention?—Who can tell? It was a fearful sight for her, yet she looked on a long time, until, eagerly clasping her child in her arms, she shrieked with a bursting heart—


‘They fly! They fly! Our valiant army flies before the banner of the white rose! Audley! Somerset! This is a reverse I did not indeed count upon!’


‘Your Highness is in danger!’ said a kind and sympathizing voice, close at hand; and Tudor ap Dafydd, with his two companions, stood before her, ready to assist her flight. Every moment was of importance. Her conductors hurried forward with breathless anxiety. The little Prince clung to his Welsh friend. In a half whisper the child inquired if Kynfin was safe, and why he was not with him? The questions were answered in a few monosyllables, and clasping the child closer to his breast, Tudor strode on rapidly. At a turn in the road Kynfin, with horses and a small escort, suddenly appeared; and before the curfew had tolled that evening, the fugitives were beyond the reach of their pursuers.


Notwithstanding Margaret’s poignant grief at the sight of the slaughter and defeat of her trusty adherents, the bright sun of the morning infused fresh energy into her soul. All the warlike spirit of her noble race kindled in her veins. She resolved in future to take the field herself, and by her personal encouragement lead on an army to contend for the right of her husband and child, determined not to rest till every possible struggle had been made to crown her endeavours with success.


‘The battle of Bloreheath can never be effaced from my memory,’ said the Queen some time after that unfortunate defeat. ‘Our hearts are touched at the melancholy sacrifice of our subjects; but never will we be discouraged at York’s temporary triumph. Rather shall it be an incentive to spur us on to conquer the rebellion or perish at the sword’s point. The scourge of our land must be overcome before tranquillity can be restored—he must die. In this emergency, my faithful and zealous adherents, I look still to you for support. Let us continue to fight manfully for our anointed sovereign and lawful prince.’




CHAPTER IV


The Maid of Honour—The Royal Flight


Soon after the battle of Bloreheath the Queen, with her royal Consort, repaired to Ludlow, to meet the insurgents upon the borders of Wales. The King was in better health than he had been for some time before. Margaret persuaded him to issue a proclamation to the purport that all nobles, esquires, and subordinates, who would return to their lawful sovereign should receive a free pardon. This proved a fortunate measure. No sooner had the proclamation been published than hundreds deserted from the rebel party. Seemingly too glad of an opportunity of quitting their unprincipled leader, they exchanged the pale for the dark rose.


At this unforeseen change of affairs the Duke of York became alarmed, and leaving the Duchess and his family at the castle of Ludlow, fled with a few faithful followers to Ireland. His bold allies, Salisbury and Warwick, sought refuge in France. Under these auspicious events England for a short time enjoyed tranquillity.


Notwithstanding the excitement throughout the late campaign, the sons of the Welsh chieftain, who had been introduced at Court under the distinguished patronage of their noble kinsman, Owen Tudor, had not been unrewarded by the royal pair. After their courageous and heroic behaviour at the battle of Bloreheath, and subsequently, in aiding the Queen’s flightfrom that terrible scene, the brothers had been promoted to distinguished offices in the royal household.


The Court at this time was held at Windsor. It was during, the winter festivities there that Aliano, one of the maids of honour to the Queen, became an object of deep interest to Tudor, who found, during his sojourn there, frequent opportunities of enjoying her society. The time passed in uninterrupted happiness. At length vows were proffered and the troth given. Tudor felt, what he had never before experienced, that he had reached the height of happiness. Aliano was all the world to him. Her presence dispersed every shadow that darkened across his path. He imagined that he had become another being. Too soon the spell was broken, for Aliano became suddenly changed: her cheeks grew pale, her steps slow and sad. She was missing; and where she had disappeared was unknown to the Queen and her companions. It was said she had fled the Court to incarcerate her fair form within the walls of a distant convent. She left behind no trace of her road—no clue by which to discover her retreat.


The sudden and mysterious disappearance of the ‘Lily’, as she was frequently called, occasioned excitement amongst the gay assemblages at Court. She was much regretted, and her grandfather, her only surviving relative, was inconsolable.


It was whispered that the handsome Cambrian youth Tudor ap Dafydd had trifled with her affections, and that in a state of despair she had taken some precipitous step. Tudor, who was not less changed in his appearance than Aliano, shortly after requested leave of absence, and it was granted.


He immediately started for his native hills. With a light step he bounded over crag and morass, through wood and glen, and thought that the land of his forefathers never appeared so lovely. Nature, in her wild, uncultivated state, seemed to be dressed in smiles to welcome the wanderer, cheering him at every step, till he reached his uncle Grono’s hospitable dwelling. He there felt once more happy, compared to the later period of his residence at Windsor.
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