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        He that made with his hond

        Wynd and water, wode and lond;

        Geve heom allé good endyng

        That wolon listne this talkyng,

        And y schal telle, yow byfore,

        How Merlyn was geten and bore

        And of his wisdoms also

        And othre happes mony mo

        Sum whyle byfeol in Engelonde.

      

      

      
        
        ( Of Arthour and of Merlin, c. 1260)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREFACE

          

        

      

    

    
      The Dark Ages in Britain have exerted a hold on me almost as long as I can remember. I vividly recall my first reading of the Arthurian legends in a finely illustrated children’s version. We lived above an old fishing-village on the edge of the Atlantic. As I played among the rocks of the seashore, I saw gigantic figures reflected in the clouds; I paused to gaze out through sea-mists at the dark presence of Lundy on the Western horizon and I pictured a land of everlasting delights on a green hill above Bideford which I could see from my grandparents’ bedroom:

      
        
        Loud are birds, wet is the shore.

        Bright is the wave with its wide motion.

        That which youth believes⁠—

        I would love to get it again, as the old Welsh poet sang.

      

      

      However, I was fortunate in that my childhood was prolonged beyond the age which duty normally requires, and at nineteen and twenty the old enthusiasm overwhelmed me once again with all its pristine vigour. For nearly two years, after being invalided out of a brief and inglorious military career and before going up to university, I lived a happy, sort of limbo existence. During that time I taught in a cheerful, Evelyn Waugh-like school by the Thames at Pangbourne, thriving on the princely sum of £300 a year.

      A pang of guilt crosses my mind as I think how little direct educational advantage my charges received at my hands. Of what use in the twentieth century are the old stories of Tristrem and Palamedes, the Questing Beast, and the deeds of Lancelot before Joyous Garde? But I had rejected the twentieth century, lock, stock and barrel; and today I still feel the same thrill whenever my eyes fall upon those inimitable opening words,

      
        
        ‘Hit befel in the dayes of Uther Pendragon, when he was kynge of all Englond and so regned, that there was a myghty duke in Cornewaill that helde warre ageynst hym long tyme, and the duke was called the duke of Tyntagil . . . ’

      

      

      But eventually I found myself drawn behind the glitter and glow of the romances themselves to a mysterious hinterland glimpsed beyond the courts of kings and clangour of tournaments. It was the problem of origins that first fascinated and finally absorbed all my enthusiasm.

      This idyll came to an end when my dear grandparents, to whom I owe more than I can say, sent me to Trinity College, Dublin. The principal sources of the Arthurian legend lay, as I now knew, deep in Britain’s Celtic past, and the magnificent facilities of Trinity’s library, together with the indulgent nature of my five years’ leisurely course, allowed me to pursue my obsession with the minimum of interruption.

      The Protestant and Ascendancy ethos which still obtained at Trinity in those days meant that Celtic studies were not accorded the status they deserved. Indeed, they only existed in the formidable shape of the late Professor David Greene, whose burly bearded form occasionally startled the impressionable daughters of Dun Laoghaire by emerging dripping naked from the sea, to all appearance the god Manannan mac Lír himself.

      In my case this neglect was more than compensated for by the riches of Dublin’s second-hand bookshops—above all, the dark sanctum presided over by my friend Mr Walsh at the back of Messrs Hodges, Figgis. For sums so trifling as now to appear incredible, I swiftly built up a Celtic library of books and offprints which has continued to grow ever since. My impressionable brain buzzed with questions of the language of the Picts, the antiquity of the Llywarch Hên cycle, the dates of St Patrick’s mission, the geography of King Arthur’s battles, and all the other assemblage of ‘ye olde types’—as darling Susan Gregory, shaking her reddish-gold curls dubiously, chose to term them.

      For long my enthusiasm was all for the elusive figure of the historical Arthur, but he was replaced in time by the more mysterious and challenging shade of the wizard Merlin. I see now that I was unconsciously reflecting the spirit of the times. In the 1950s religion, magic and mystery appeared to have been shuffled into the wings by the giant advances effected by the natural sciences. Since then, however, we have seen a reaction against a blind acceptance of the empirical method as the only source of knowledge. It began to be realized that the continuing illumination of dark areas had paradoxically obscured the extent to which vitally important aspects of cosmic existence remained unexplored—even perhaps inaccessible—to a narrowly rationalistic approach. Attempts to eradicate religious man as the independent factor in evolution have simply resulted in images as partial and lifeless as those of the proverbial tone-deaf man describing his impressions of a Beethoven symphony.

      Initially, my quest for Merlin was motivated by a simple desire to establish whether or not there really existed an historical figure from whom the Merlin of legend derived. The first five chapters of the book are concerned with this question, which represents something of a detective story. Presuming that few readers are likely to be content with a mere assertion of opinion or superficial assumption of probability, I have been at pains to set out the evidence as fully and clearly as possible.

      Two hundred years ago, Dr Johnson claimed that, ‘all that is really known of the ancient state of Britain is contained in a few pages’. In one sense this could still be held to be true, if by ‘known’ is meant a generally-accepted historical chronicle of events. Modern scholars are less concerned with establishing a precariously-founded history, than in painstaking evaluation of the varied sources. Precisely how old is a given heroic elegy from the Welsh? In what circumstances and for what purpose was it written? Was it an original creation in its existing form, or does it reflect an older composition or convention?

      Questions like these are being propounded by historians, philologists and archaeologists, and increasingly a broadly convincing picture is being built up of life, culture and history in fifth- and sixth-century Britain. It is one infinitely more satisfactory and solidly based than the enthusiastic narrative accounts provided by E. A. Freeman and J. R. Green in the last century, and misguidedly revived by the late John Morris in his The Age of Arthur.

      For this reason I have attempted to explain the basis of my reasoning throughout. The ancient sources are quoted as extensively as possible, and the interpretations of modern scholars I hope fully taken into account. Only in this way can the reader judge the value of my conclusions. These are that Merlin was indeed an historical figure, living in what are now the Lowlands of Scotland at the end of the sixth century a.d. I believe I can show that he was an authentic prophet, most likely a druid surviving in a pagan enclave of the North. Much of the early poetry attributed to him in Welsh manuscripts is drawn, it seems most likely, from an earlier body of authentic prophetic verse uttered by Merlin himself. From this and other evidence a convincing composite picture of the prophet can be reconstructed. Perhaps the single most exciting (and unexpected) find was the discovery of the sacred chalybeate spring on a mountainside in the wilderness of the former Caledonian forest, where Merlin sought lonely refuge, bewailed his exiled existence, and uttered those prophecies which, in embellished form, so profoundly affected the mind of mediaeval man.

      In subsequent chapters I delve further into Britain’s remote past in an attempt to explain the significance of Merlin’s historical rôle as last heir of the druidic tradition. In a setting of Celtic heathendom, Merlin’s association with the bright culture-god Lug, and the dark Lord of the Forest Cernunnos, explains much of what is at first sight obscure in the early legend. And as we move further back in time from the evening shadows of the Dark Age into the night of Iron and Bronze Age Britain, it will be seen that even there the discovery of the real Merlin casts a pallid gleam.

      In the concluding chapters the investigation plunges deeper still into the remote past, as the druidism to which Merlin stood heir is shown to represent shamanistic cults extending back into the palaeolithic era and beyond. In his ecstatic trance the shaman ascends the Tree of Life to the Otherworld—a journey said finally to have been undertaken by Merlin himself in a ritual self-sacrifice paralleling in inexplicable fashion the deaths of the Celtic god Lug, the Norse Odin, and even the Crucifixion of Christ.

      Merlin is seen as an archetypal figure, known to anthropologists as The Trickster. Embedded in man’s unconscious mind since first he developed the power of rational thought, he epitomizes man both in his transitional existence, part beast and part human, and at the same time a Saviour who conveyed the vital spark of divinity which raised man onto his feet to gaze out in awe into the void; a being at once accorded godlike powers, and by the same token piteously aware of his separation from divinity.

      Finally, an extended epilogue attempts to place Merlin in this cosmic setting. Is it really conceivable that the seer in his mantic trance was able to transcend time and space, attaining unity with the divine? It will be argued that, given the likely circumstances in which man was created by God and attained consciousness, there is abundant reason to believe that the subjective experience of the prophet-mystic is objectively real, and that the lonely ascent to Merlin’s mountain spring, like the Stations of the Cross, represents a rite de passage symbolic of life itself, and its cyclical reunion with the infinite.

      The story of Merlin has a strong historical basis. I argue that there was a real Merlin, of whom at one remove we catch a near-personal glimpse in an early and reliable account of a visit to one of his hieratic predecessors. The very places where he lived, fought and prophesied can be visited, little changed today in some cases after fourteen centuries.

      But in addition to the Merlin of history, there is also a Merlin of myth. In popular usage the word ‘myth’ implies a mere fiction, possibly with an implication of deliberate untruthfulness. Here it is used throughout in the sense employed by anthropologists and historians of religion. A myth is a traditional story explanatory of archetypal truths—of the creation of the earth, of man’s relationship with God, of the origins of social institutions, and so forth. Myths are revelations of man’s condition, making an otherwise chaotic cosmos explicable and accessible in human terms. Frequently they account for the beginnings of things, though they are not exclusively concerned with the past.

      In this sense, therefore, myth represents reality. It is possible, too, for myth and history to overlap, and for the same event to be seen in historical and mythical terms. For example, it is arguable that Jacob in the Book of Genesis was an historical figure, and so for that matter may have been his brother Esau. Their quarrel, too, may really have occurred, for aught we know. But the story in Genesis is overlaid by a myth, intended to account for the displacement of hunting communities by a nomadic pastoral culture.

      Still more apposite, as I show in Chapter Eleven, is the example of the Crucifixion. Jesus died on the Cross as an atonement for man’s sins, or alternatively as a divine self-sacrifice in recompense for the suffering of man. But he was also a human being, nailed to a wooden cross, ‘who suffered under Pontius Pilate’. The same event was at once historical and mythical, and yet arguably in both senses ‘true’. It is in this imprecise yet comprehensible sense that I employ the words ‘myth’ and ‘mythical’ throughout this book.

      To return to Merlin. The story, mythical and historical, is not irrelevant to the times in which we live. Like ours, his was a time of upheaval, destruction and rebirth. Civilization was collapsing in the face of barbarian invasions from the East. In 542-43 bubonic plague swept through all Europe as far as the British Isles, causing mortality in all likelihood proportionate to that resulting from a nuclear war. Cities were abandoned to dogs and crows, robbers infested the countryside, and ordered life everywhere appeared collapsing to its close. Educated men prognosticated and even welcomed the coming end of the world, and apocalyptic images and visions abounded. The catastrophic effect of all these destructive revolutions is graphically attested by the speed with which the British language spoken under the Romans changed to the parent form of Welsh still spoken at this day.

      Amidst all this evidence of the ephemeral nature of terrestrial life, it is not surprizing that people turned their thoughts to eternal truths, beside which the turmoil of war was but as the ‘battles of kites and crows’—as Milton derisively termed the wars of early Britain. In the Matter of Britain it is Merlin’s art which wards over the England of Uther and Arthur, and time and again he reappears as the archetypal enchanter, possessed of wisdom and power for those who seek him out. W. B. Yeats once confessed that, ‘an obsession more constant than anything but my love itself was the need of mystical rites—a ritual system of evocation and mediation—to reunite the perception of the spirit, of the divine, with natural beauty’. Perhaps the time has come for a ‘return to the beginnings’, to the path of the perennial Master himself.

      In Celtic society, poetry and prophecy fulfilled in large part an indissoluble function, and it was this mediation that the prophet exercized in the context of his cult. After complex and demanding initiatory rites, he became the inspired revealer of the divine will, as the god spoke through his medium. His prophecies were not concerned solely with expounding the future. The whole of time lay ranged beneath his view, and past, present and future passed before him as an indivisible whole. Much of the surviving prophetic material attributed to Merlin concerns the coming succession of kings in Britain. In their present form these lists appear to have been compiled retrospectively, a major purpose in doing so being to legitimize an existing royal line. Originally, however, their purpose was much deeper than a merely deceptive pragmatism of this sort might suggest.

      The sacral kingship was the apex of a divinely-ordered world, the king being the earthly reflection and even incarnation of the supreme god. Thus Merlin’s inspired prophecies of the ordered succession of coming kings possessed a deeply cosmic significance. One monarch succeeds another, not as the result of hereditary chance or internecine conflict among the royal kinship, but as a crucial link in the chain which binds the natural and the supernatural, preserving balance and continuity. This cosmic balance maintained all things in harmonious equilibrium. It was known in Vedic India as rta, in ancient Egypt as maat, in Greece as themis, and in early Ireland as fír flatha. A hieroglyph representing the word maat symbolically depicts the primordial earth-mountain at Heliopolis, from which the world was created, and which Pharaohs ritually ascended at their accession. In the same way Merlin’s royal prophecies were uttered, as will be demonstrated, from the edge of a great mountain in Dumfriesshire which formed the Sacred Centre or Navel of North Britain between the Roman Walls.

      The concept of a cosmic order, expounded by the inspired prophet and symbolized by the divinely-ordained king, should not be viewed as superstition of no value to our own age. It is at our mortal peril that we abandon a subconscious wisdom acquired over thousands of generations, of whose true sources we can have but an intuitive feeling. For the central teaching of Merlin’s prophecy is one which transcends history and assumes greater significance than the mere ‘apprehension of historical facts’. In the words of the great Russian philosopher Nicholas Berdyaev, ‘History stands still and settles in the past. Only a prophetic vision of the past can set history in motion; and only a prophetic vision of the future can bind the present and the past into a sort of interior and complete spiritual movement. Only a prophetic vision can re-animate the dead body of history and inform the lifeless static with the inner fire of spiritual movement.’

      
        
        Nikolai Tolstoy

        Berkshire, England, 1984
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            THE MATTER OF BRITAIN

          

        

      

    

    
      Britain’s first bestseller dates from the year 1136. Breezily self-confident and enthusiastic, the author appears to have been convinced of success. He was not mistaken: public reaction was overwhelmingly favourable, and within a few years there can scarcely have been an educated person in the country who was not at least aware of the nature of the book. Even the author, however, is unlikely to have anticipated the lasting extent of his triumph, which was to fill not only his own age but that of centuries to come. Today, nearly eight hundred and fifty years later, Geoffrey of Monmouth’s History of the Kings of Britain (Historia Regum Britanniæ) remains in print (in translation), and much of its story is familiar to people throughout the globe. It seems safe to hazard, too, that if the human race survives another eight centuries the story of King Arthur and his knights will ring still as fresh as it does today or did in the twelfth century.

      The Historia Regum Britannia is (or purports to be) a history of the island of Britain from its first peopling about the year 1170 b.c. by the Britons, down to the tribulations of their descendants, the Welsh, after the death of King Cadwallader in Rome in 689 a.d. Writing at Oxford, Geoffrey was at pains in his introduction to disclaim direct authorship of the work, declaring himself to be merely the translator and editor of, ‘a very ancient book in the British [i.e. Welsh] tongue’, lent to him by the Archdeacon of Oxford. As Geoffrey pointed out, hitherto the world had known nothing, ‘of those kings who lived here before the Incarnation of Christ, nor of Arthur, and many others who succeeded after the Incarnation.’ True, there were oral recitations and traditions, but only now was it possible to provide a full and continuous narrative.

      This indeed the History supplied in a manner far exceeding all expectation. The story starts with the arrival of Brutus, great-grandson of Aeneas the Trojan, at Totnes in Devonshire at the time when Eli was High Priest in Israel (c. 1170 b.c.). Brutus conquers Britain from the giants who have hitherto lived in undisputed occupation and, in fulfilment of a prophecy of the goddess Diana revealed to him in Greece, establishes a dynasty of kings with their capital at New Troy, later renamed kaerlud, (i.e. London).

      The history of Brutus’ heirs is related in similar detail, successive kings founding cities, effecting conquests overseas, and providing a legal code. With the arrival of Julius Caesar the reader first reached familiar territory, but instead of the classical account of the subjugation of Britain to the Roman Empire we learn of proudly independent native kings refusing to pay the Roman tribute, and shaking off their oppressors’ yoke. Thus a continuity, entirely absent in all previously accepted history, was established.

      Eventually the Romans depart, and with their exit begins the most exciting section of the book. The monarchy (which seems to have been at least partially elective) is entrusted to Constantine, the legitimate heir. His son Constans is, however, treacherously assassinated at the instigation of a nobleman, Vortigern, who in turn assumes the throne. The two brothers of Constans, Aurelius Ambrosius and Uther Pendragon, flee to Brittany where they raise an army preparatory to asserting their legitimate rights. Terrified by this threat and that of a Pictish invasion in the north, Vortigern invites to Britain two Saxon mercenaries, Hengist and Horsa, with their followers. At a drunken feast Vortigern is consumed with lust for Hengist’s daughter, Rowena, and marries her in return for fatal territorial concessions to her father.

      But now the Saxons, having obtained a secure foothold in Britain, set about conquering the kingdom for themselves. The infatuated Vortigern flees to the recesses of Snowdonia, where he resolves to fortify an impregnable retreat. But toil as the workmen may, the foundations are no sooner erected than they are levelled overnight to the ground by some malign influence. Vortigern assembles his magicians (magi), and asks them what may be done to counter this misfortune. They tell him that the walls will never stand until a youth be found who never had a father; sprinkle his blood upon the stones, and all will be well. In South Wales the King’s envoys find such a youth, whose name is Merlin. His mother conceived him when visited one night by an incubus, a demon inhabiting the aery space between moon and earth.

      Merlin counters the magicians’ claim by challenging them to reveal what lies beneath the soil on which the foundations had been laid. Baffled, they are obliged to allow him to uncover two fighting dragons in a concealed pond, of whose existence they had been unaware. At Vortigern’s request, Merlin in a long prophetic speech explains the significance of this apparition, and relates it to the temporary victory of the Saxons, the subsequent resurgence of the Britons, and the history of the kings to come. Couched in allegorical and symbolic terms, the prophecy ends with the stars, winds and seas raging and dissolving in turmoil.

      The first part of the prophecy speedily proves itself true, as Aurelius and Uther cross the sea with their army, hunting down and destroying Vortigern in his lair. They then turn on Hengist, who is killed likewise, and Aurelius rules as king. To honour a group of British nobles treacherously slain at a conference by Hengist’s guards, Aurelius decides to erect a great monument near Amesbury. When difficulties arise over the construction, Merlin is summoned to advise as before. He recommends an edifice of vast stones, at present in Ireland, as the only fitting memorial. Accompanying the expedition fitted out for the purpose, he employs magic arts which are alone sufficient to shift these stupendous boulders. Thus was erected the wonderful monument, ‘known in the English language as Stonehenge’. Not long afterwards Aurelius is poisoned by a Saxon, but his brother Uther Pendragon utterly routs the remaining Saxons and rules as king.

      

      Now began that marvellous chronicle which swiftly enthralled all chivalric Europe. At a triumphant feast in London, Uther fell desperately in love with Igerna, wife of Gorlois, Duke of Cornwall. His passion was so unrestrained that Gorlois took the precaution of depositing his lady in the cliff-castle of Tintagel, while he himself retired to a nearby stronghold, named Dimilioc.⁠1 The enraged Uther swiftly laid siege to it, but as time went by found himself unbearably frustrated by his inability to gain access to Igerna. Finally, he accepted advice to send for the resourceful Merlin. The wizard, by dint of his magical arts, transformed King Uther and himself into the likeness of Gorlois and one of his familiar henchmen. Geoffrey’s admirably laconic but vivid style is well expressed in what follows:

      
        
        ‘They then set forward on their way to Tintagel, at which they arrived in the evening twilight, and forthwith explained to the porter that the consul [Gorlois] was come; upon which the gates were opened, and the men let in. For what room for suspicion could there be, when Gorlois himself seemed to be there present? The king therefore stayed that night with Igerna, and enjoyed his longed-for love-making, for she was deceived by his disguise, and the cunning and winning arts he employed. He told her he had left his own place besieged, purely to provide for the safety of her dear self and the stronghold she was in. Believing all he said, she denied him nothing which he desired. As a result she conceived that very night the famous Arthur, whose heroic exploits have rightly made his name renowned to all posterity.’

      

      

      That same night too Gorlois was killed by Uther’s men, as a result of which Uther was enabled to marry Igerna; though without revealing that he had lain with her before.

      Other stories, familiar to all, tell of Arthur’s upbringing at a nobleman’s castle, in fulfilment of a promise made by Uther to Merlin, and of the subsequent revelation of his royal birth when he drew the sword from the stone. Geoffrey has none of this, however, and appears to imply that the marriage of Uther and Igerna followed so swiftly upon their night of illicit love that neither the Queen nor anyone else was ever aware of Uther’s deception. Merlin does not feature again in the story, which goes on to tell of the wonderful court and Continental conquests of Arthur, of his death at the hands of a treacherous nephew in 542 at a battle by the River Camblan in Cornwall, and of his departure to the Island of Avallon to be cured of his wounds.

      The reigns of succeeding kings are detailed, with their wars against the gathering power of the Saxons. The last real King of the Britons, Cadwallader, is advised by an angel that one day the Britons will triumph, but not yet; upon which Cadwallader retires to Rome. Thereafter the remnant of the Britons is confined to Wales and assumes the appellation ‘Welsh’, while the more stable and industrious Saxons under the great Athelstane inherit the kingdom. Geoffrey concludes by saying that this is as far as his book takes him, and he leaves the subsequent divergent histories of the Welsh and Saxons to other contemporary historians.

      

      The impact of Geoffrey of Monmouth’s History was immediate. Some two hundred mediaeval manuscript copies of the book have survived in libraries all over Europe, and it is likely that others remain to be discovered. Today it remains very readable, but to appreciate its effect on its first readers one must cast one’s mind back to conditions in the twelfth century. There was nothing remotely like it, except the Bible. Like the Bible, it was a mine of dramatic stories, heroic, exciting, humorous and tragic. But over the Bible it possessed two striking advantages—the stories in the History were virtually all new, and they were set in the familiar towns and countryside of Plantagenet England. Geoffrey no more than any other mediaeval historian imagined the past to have been ‘different’, so that everyone in the saga, from Brutus to Cadwallader, spoke and acted in an utterly familiar way.

      Most striking of all was the tale of Arthur, which stood on its own as a classic tragedy. To the generations of Normans whose grandfathers had conquered England from the Saxons and who now faced the uncertain course of civil war following the death of Henry I, Geoffrey’s description of courtly splendour and chivalrous conduct in the days of King Arthur had a great appeal. It provided an ordered model to which they might aspire, and a heritage of which they could be proud. Within a dozen years of the book’s appearance, nobles in far-off Scotland were christening their offspring ‘Arthur’ and ‘Merlin’.⁠2 There had developed a cult which continued to arouse an enthusiastic response from each succeeding generation until the close of the Middle Ages.

      In the early twelfth century the previous thousand years had up to then been represented by the arid chronological entries of the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, and the passing allusions of a few Roman historians. (There was of course Bede’s magnificent Ecclesiastical History of the English People, but neither the subject-matter nor the nationality of the author were likely to appeal to the fighting nobility of King Stephen’s England.) Now the gates to Britain’s past had been flung open, and all was clear as daylight.

      To the modern reader it may seem odd that anyone could for a moment have accepted such a tale as authentic, including as it does long conversations reported verbatim from the twelfth century before Christ, but this is to mistake the mediaeval approach to history. The chronicler’s conception was essentially religious: God had ordered man’s state on earth, and his prime concern was how most fruitfully to employ his brief terrestrial existence. The past was interesting as story and object-lesson, but it contained no pattern, message or discernible progress other than the continuing fulfilment of God’s purpose. Above all, there was no tradition of historical criticism. In the Dark Ages the venerable Bede had weighed and declared his sources; in the early Middle Ages such a scholarly approach was almost unknown.

      In any case, few even among the well-read at Stephen’s court would have found any prima facie reason for objecting to the veracity of Geoffrey’s ‘most ancient book’. Direct speech and lively detail were expected of the historian; they were the stock-in-trade by which his skill was measured. Thucydides and Tacitus had placed appropriate speeches in the mouths of their protagonists, and Geoffrey could do no less. Indeed, in his introduction he clearly implies that he could quite legitimately have ‘improved’ the matter of his book still further had he felt up to it. Then again, though the History was majestically novel, its matter was not so entirely new as to suggest total invention. The story of Brutus’s colonization of Britain (hence the name) was already known in scholarly circles, and the names and exploits of Roman emperors, Arthur, and some of the British kings were more or less familiar.⁠3

      There were reasons, too, why for many people there were powerful incentives for accepting the History as a fact. In general terms it added great lustre to a country which had for so long been ruled by a succession of great kings, and whose national history now proved to be as old and honourable as that of Rome herself. More specifically, the European conquests of Arthur and his predecessors provided powerful precedents for English kings asserting Continental territorial claims. It was significant that the heir of Henry II's great Angevin empire was christened Arthur in 1187. A contemporary register recorded that, ‘Arthur, son of Geoffrey Duke of Britanny, is born, the one hoped for by the people’.⁠4

      The last phrase alludes to another significant factor in the popularity of Geoffrey’s work. The seventh book of the History comprises the lengthy prophecy delivered by Merlin to Vortigern among the foundations of his Snowdonian fortress. It is an extraordinary mixture of allegorical references, amongst which it was not difficult to detect references to events occurring in the readers’ own time. Most striking was a passage foretelling that:

      
        
        ‘Catuli leonis in equoreos pisces transformabuntur’

        ‘The lion’s whelps shall be transformed into sea-fishes’

      

      

      It was impossible for an early twelfth-century reader not to see here an allusion to the tragic drowning of Henry I’s son in the White Ship on 25 November 1120. Then a few sentences on, came an even more ominous prognostication:

      
        
        ‘Ue tibi neustria quoniam in te cerebrum leonis effundetur et dissipatis membris a natiuo solo eliminabitur;’

      

        

      
        ‘Woe to thee, Normandy, because the lion’s brain shall be poured upon thee, and he shall be banished with shattered limbs from his native soil.’

      

      

      The ‘lion’ was clearly Henry I, who died in Normandy on 1 December 1135.

      The prophecies were read eagerly. The death of Henry I, which coincided with the publication of the History, ushered in a prolonged period of civil war which ended only with the accession of Henry II nearly twenty years later. It was a time of exceptional insecurity for high and low, and, given the apocalyptic view of life characteristic of the time, it is not surprizing that Merlin’s prophecy was seized upon as a guide to coming events. In the very year of publication, the Norman historian Ordericus Vitalis interpreted a section of the prophecy as it related to recent events, as did Suger, Abbot of St Denis, a year or so later. When Henry II invaded Ireland in 1171, contemporaries found passages among Merlin’s sayings foretelling that portentous event. Merlin’s appeal was not confined to the British Isles, however, and versions of the prophecy appeared and were commented upon as far afield as Castile, Italy, Holland and Iceland. Ultimately, Merlin came to be recognized as a great seer throughout Western Christendom.⁠5

      Geoffrey of Monmouth says that, ‘Merlin, by delivering these and many other prophecies, aroused in all that were present an admiration at the ambiguity of his expressions.’ Or, as a later English version put it quaintly, he ‘be-gan  . . .  to speke so mystily . . .’ Their vagueness made the prophecy an ideal quarry for men looking into an otherwise impenetrable future. There was nothing improbable in this. God had already preordained the course of human existence, and it might be that an exceptionally gifted seer had been empowered to obtain glimpses of the unfolding pattern in advance. Our own age is only marginally more sceptical, it seems. A year or so ago a reissue of the prophecies of Nostradamus aroused extraordinary enthusiasm in sophisticated France, and on another level one may detect in the historical determinism of Karl Marx a more intellectual attempt to penetrate this same mystery.

      

      The figure of Merlin equalled that of Arthur as an object of fascination in mediaeval Europe, and, like Arthur’s, Merlin’s story was embellished at the hands of successive writers.

      In 1155 Wace, a Jerseyman, translated Geoffrey’s History into Anglo-Norman, the vernacular language of the English governing class. His plot followed Geoffrey’s closely, as did that of the Englishman Layamon who in turn rendered Wace’s Brut (as the new version was called) into Middle English some time about the turn of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries. Each writer more than doubled the length of his predecessor’s text, chiefly by expanding descriptive passages and conversations. This treatment is on the whole very effective, pointing up Geoffrey’s ‘factual’ narrative in a lively and enjoyable manner. Picturesque touches abound, as well as elaborations of points neglected by Geoffrey. Thus, when the boy Merlin is led away from Carmarthen by Vortigern’s guards, his foresight is taken into account:

      
        
        ‘He guessed that he was taken away his limbs for to lose,

        But in quite another manner he arranged that fate, before all would be done.’

      

      

      And where Geoffrey has Merlin’s mother describe the incubus who seduced her simply as, ‘a person in the form of a most handsome young man,’ Layamon again provides a much more sinisterly erotic image:

      
        
        ‘This I saw in dreaming each night asleep:

        This thing glided before me, and glistened with gold;

        Oft it kissed me and oft it hugged me,

        Oft it approached me, and oft it grew near me . . . ’

      

      

      Wace adds but one factual piece of information to Geoffrey’s account. After describing Arthur’s death, he writes that:

      
        
        ‘Master Wace, who made this book,

        Does not wish to say more of his end

        Than was uttered by the prophet Merlin;

        Merlin said of Arthur, as I understand it,

        That there would be doubt concerning his end:

        The prophet spoke truly.’

      

      

      Wace seems here to have had access to independent Welsh tradition, which asserted that, ‘the world’s wonder a grave for Arthur’.⁠6

      In Geoffrey’s account, Merlin disappears from the tale immediately after the conception of Arthur in Tintagel. Wace and Layamon allow him one reappearance, when he is summoned to advise Uther, but otherwise half of the familiar tale is still missing. There is as yet no mention of the infant Arthur being entrusted to foster-parents, there is no sword in the stone, no Round Table, no Grail, no counselling at Arthur’s court.

      All this was supplied by another writer, Robert de Boron, a Burgundian poet whose Merlin was written about the year 1200. De Boron had already composed a lengthy verse epic usually known as Joseph of Arimathea which related the history of the Grail, in the form of the chalice used by Jesus at the Last Supper. Towards the end of the poem we are told that the Grail will ultimately be borne by its guardian ‘to the land in the West  . . .  in the vales of Avaron’, an apparent reference to Avalon, believed to be the Somerset flats around Glastonbury.⁠7 The Merlin poem was a sequel, apparently designed to explain how it was that the Grail travelled from the Holy Land to Britain and to recount its subsequent history. The whole subject is replete with fascinating mystery.

      De Boron’s Merlin begins with a highly melodramatic account of Merlin’s origin, detailing events before the point where Geoffrey of Monmouth takes up his tale. We find ourselves in Hell, where the devils are raging at Christ’s entry and rescue of Adam, Eve and subsequent sinners. They decide to be avenged by means of a satanic counterpart to the Saviour, who will be a prophet, half human and half devil. A devil is despatched into the world, and sets to work on a wealthy man possessing three young daughters. Under diabolical influence the man and his wife commit suicide, the eldest daughter allows herself to be seduced and is buried alive on being discovered, and the second girl is abandoned into prostitution. A kindly priest, Blaise, protects the third, but is outwitted by the demon who cohabits with her as she sleeps. She confesses to the priest, who foils her seducer by blessing the coming child with the sign of the cross. Confined to a chamber in a tower, the girl gives birth to Merlin, an extraordinarily precocious child who speaks fluently when eighteen months old. Thanks to his eloquence he saves his mother from condemnation. He then repairs to the good priest Blaise who has explained to him that his demoniac paternity conferred on him full knowledge of all things past, but that his mother’s piety has saved him from inheriting his father’s evil. In addition, ‘Our Lord has given me the capacity to know all that is to take place in the future.’

      The story rather abruptly moves to Vortigern’s Britain, where it merges into Geoffrey of Monmouth’s account. After the prophesied death of Vortigern, Merlin becomes the counsellor of his successor, Pendragon. When Pendragon is slain in battle with the Saxons, his younger brother Uther (a separate person in de Boron’s version) succeeds to the throne. Merlin arranges for the boulders of Stonehenge to be transported from Ireland, and also (a novel conception) for a Round Table for fifty knights to be established at Carduel (Carlisle). There follows the familiar story of Uther’s seduction of Igerna at Tintagel, but the sequel has developments not to be found in Geoffrey’s history. The infant Arthur is taken by Merlin to be brought up at the castle of a knight named Antor.

      The years pass by and Uther, now elderly, is borne on a litter to his last battle. It is now necessary to find a successor to the throne, and Merlin requires all the barons of the kingdom to assemble at Logres on Christmas Day, when God will make His choice plain. There follows the familiar story of the sword in the stone, at which the youthful Arthur proves his claim. Arthur had to prove his fitness by a miraculous feat because of his illegitimacy.⁠8 In Geoffrey’s History Uther and Igerna are married within hours of their first lying together, so that the child’s paternity does not appear in doubt. Robert de Boron makes the wedding take place thirty days later; moreover Igerna, discovering that her visitor was not her husband who had been killed that very night, realized the baby’s father could not be him, since he had been separated from her since the siege of Tintagel began.

      The story ends inconclusively with the coronation of Arthur, who held the land and the kingdom in peace. Robert de Boron added another important factor in the development of the legend: he relates numerous anecdotes detailing Merlin’s shape-shifting powers, which the wizard employs both as effective disguise and as a means of playing pranks on those around him. At times his appearance is ridiculous and yet awe-inspiring. Often he introduces a prophetic utterance with a sardonic laugh, as when he reveals that a priest conducting the burial of a child is in reality its father.

      Merlin’s character is strongly portrayed: acerbic, cunning, perceptive, waspish, Mephistophelean; he is gifted with supernatural powers. Overall, however, he is benevolent, and acts for the good of those around him and the community at large. Indeed, were it not for his skilled guidance, the kingdom would come to ruin. Robert de Boron thus established Merlin’s personality in a form which altered little in the literature of succeeding centuries, and he remained a central figure throughout the vast gathering, creation and spread of Arthurian cycles and tales throughout the Middle Ages, the undisputed master of all magical arts.

      

      It is fitting that the popular image of Merlin is that created by Sir Thomas Malory in his Morte Darthur, published by Caxton in 1485. For it was in the last St Martin’s summer of English chivalry, the reign of Edward IV, that Arthurian romance reached near perfection. In a measured, archaic, yet eternally fresh diction, Malory took virtually the whole cycle and fashioned it into a miraculous tapestry, a magical land. Here are the

      
        
        ‘fairy damsels met in forest wide,

        knights of Logres, and of Lyonesse:

        Lancelot, and Pelleas, and Pellinore,’

      

      

      And there ‘Mage Merlin’ appears to play the unifying rôle which creates the fellowship of the Table Round, guides it to the supreme quest of the Grail, and ultimately envelops him in tragedy. Like Arthur, he lives on in his Otherworld prison-house, close to the abodes of men yet unapproachable by them. Malory ignores Merlin’s early history completely, introducing him as a well-known sorcerer whom Sir Ulfius seeks out to help Uther Pendragon gain the fair Igrayne in Tintagel.

      
        
        ‘ “Well”, said Merlyn, “I knowe whome thou sekest, for thou sekest Merlyn; therefore seke no ferther, for I am he. And yf kynge Uther wille wel rewarde me and be sworne unto me to fulfille my desyre, that shall be his honour and profite more than myn, for I shalle cause hym to have alle his desyre.” ’

      

      

      The seer’s appearances are mysterious and unexplained, and he can read men’s minds openly. We are told simply that:

      
        
        ‘Therwithal Ulfius was ware where Merlyn stood at the porche of the pavelions dore, and thenne Merlyn was bounde to come to the kynge. When kyng Uther sawe hym he said he was welcome. “Syr”, said Merlyn, “I know al your hert every dele.” ’

      

      

      So it begins. Merlin arranges the impersonation which results in the birth of Arthur, and takes the baby to be brought up at the castle of Sir Ector. In improbable alliance with the ‘Archebisshop of Caunterbury’, he later arranges the test of the sword in the stone and tides over initial opposition to Arthur’s accession to the kingship. His enemies denounce him as ‘a wytche’ and ‘a dreme-reder’, but ‘with that Merlyn vanysshed aweye’. During the civil war which follows, Merlin guides Arthur’s forces to victory sometimes by magic (as when he provides ‘plenté of vitayle’ for fifteen thousand cavalry and puts an enemy force to sleep), and at others by straightforward strategic advice on how best to lay an ambush.

      All that is to come is provided or revealed by the wizard. He supplies Arthur with a wife and the magical sword Excalibur of the Lady of the Lake, arranges the Round Table, and prophesies the Quest of the Grail. But even as all sets out so fair, he warns the King of their fated ends:

      
        
        ‘ “But ye have done a thynge late that God ys displesed with you, for ye have lyene by your syster and on hir ye have gotyn a childe that shall destroy you and all the knyghtes of youre realme  . . .  hit ys Goddis wylle that youre body sholde be punyssed for your fowle dedis. But I ought ever to be hevy,” seyde Merlion, “for I shall dye a shameful dethe, to be putte in the erthe quycke; and ye shall dey a worshipfull dethe.” ’

      

      

      Thereafter Merlin intervenes in the tale in his customary unexpected and unexplained manner. Robert de Boron’s characterization of the sorcerer as part magician, part prophet and part joker is preserved faithfully. A ‘faytoure’ (‘impostor’) is what his enemy King Lot calls him, and another treacherous opponent warns his collaborator to ‘beware . . . of Merlion, for he knowith all thynges by the devylles craffte’. Merlin creates statues for Arthur, ‘by hys subtyle crafte’; and constructs an enchanted sword for Galahad when the time comes. Time and again he warns Arthur and his knights, ‘that there sholde be a grete batayle besydes Salysbiry’, foretells the activities of the questing beast, and in veiled terms advises King Mark that one day Sir Tristram will be, ‘takyn with his soveraigne lady’ (‘thou arte a boysteous man and an unlyckly, to telle of such dedis’, responds the monarch). Many of Merlin’s utterances are in this teasing vein, and he delights in startling people by appearing without warning, disguised ‘lyke a chylde of fourtene yere of ayge’, ‘in a beggars aray’; and, on one memorable occasion in the snows of Sherwood Forest at Candlemas, ‘all befurred in blacke shepis skynnes and a grete payre of bootis, and a boowe and arowis, in a russet gowne, and brought wylde gyese in hys honde.’ Merlin loved to surprize his audience, though generally with good effect, ‘so they had grete disporte at hym’.

      Merlin’s end came as he had foreseen. He ‘felle in dotage on  . . .  one of the damesels of the Lady of the Lake, that hyght [was called] Nyneve’. The lady proved to be a match for the old wizard, and gradually prised out of him the secrets of his art. It was an unnerving situation for a young woman, for the old gentleman ‘allwayes  . . .  wolde be wyth her. . . and he was assoted uppon hir, that he myght nat be from hir’. He accordingly accompanied her everywhere, even on trips to the Continent, and as he possessed skills denied to other elderly seducers she ‘made hym to swere that he should never do none enchauntement uppon hir if he wolde have his wil, and so he swore.’ But nature will out. The ill-matched couple returned home and, riding in the lanes of Cornwall, Nyneve realized her companion was prey to an enchantment older and more potent than he had learned from the wizard Blaise in Northumberland:

      
        
        ‘And allwayes he lay aboute to have hir maydynhode, and she was ever passynge wery of hym and wolde have been delyverde of hym, for she was aferde of hym for cause he was a devyls son, and she cowde not be skyfte of hym by no meane. And so on a tyme Merlyon ded shew hir in a roche whereas was a grete wondir and wrought by enchauntement that went undir a grete stone. So by hir subtyle worchyng she made Merlyon to go undir that stone to latte hir wete [know] of the mervayles there, but she wrought so there for hym that he came never oute for all the craufte he coude do, and so she departed and leffte Merlyon’.

      

      

      In this way were fulfilled Merlin’s own words to King Arthur, namely ‘that he scholde nat endure longe, but for all his craftes he scholde be putte into the erthe quyk [alive]’.

      

      Malory’s Morte Darthur was published just as the light of the Renaissance was spreading northwards from the Mediterranean, and it was only by a freak of history that Merlin and Arthur were not despatched with all the other lumber of Gothic ignorance and superstition. Caxton published the Morte Darthur on 31 July 1485, and it was a bare three weeks later that Richard III was killed at Bosworth. The victor was of course Henry Tudor, a prince of Welsh ancestry. It was not only the Welsh who saw in this a fulfilment of Merlin’s prophecy to Arthur that a time would come when they would once again rule Britain.

      Patriotic Englishmen joined their Welsh brothers in hailing the happy event as predestined from ages past, and looked to Geoffrey of Monmouth’s account of Arthur’s Continental conquests as precedent for a resumption of their grand-sires’ stirring deeds on French soil. In the following year the King christened his newborn son, the heir of York and Lancaster, with the glorious name of Arthur. Panegyrists, poets and historians repeated and embellished the British history, and exhibited patriotic fury when an impudent Italian historian, Polydore Virgil, wrote a few sceptical remarks questioning the historicity of King Arthur. It was in this chance way that Arthur, Merlin and even Brutus the Trojan (one could not reject him without endangering his companions) received a new lease of life at the very moment they might have been expected to end it.⁠9

      The development of the printing press made the stories more widely accessible. In 1510 Wynkyn de Worde published A Lytel Tretys of the Byrth and Propheçyes of Merlin, which ran to a second edition in 1529, and a third in 1533.

      It was not long before sceptical voices were heard, but they were shouted down by the majority of respectable chroniclers. In 1586 the greatest of all early modern historians, William Camden, gently hinted in the first edition of his Britannia that there was precious little evidence to support the story of Brutus and much to counter it. But it was not until the seventeenth century, when the Tudors had departed to join King Arthur, that scepticism gathered momentum and swept most, if not all, of Geoffrey’s long-lived History from the shelves of respectable scholarship. In 1675 even the University of Oxford dropped King Brutus’ name from the University Almanac (a lingering loyalty entirely fitting if, as has been suggested, it was the History of the Kings of Britain which earned Geoffrey of Monmouth his Master’s degree). But if Geoffrey of Monmouth appeared dead, he declined to lie down. Even in the twentieth century eccentric popular historians from time to time have arisen to claim that The History of the Kings of Britain is indeed what it claims to be—a perfectly reliable chronicle of early Britain.⁠10

      

      But if historical scholarship was the loser, literature was surely the gainer. Merlin appeared in his prophetic guise in Ariosto’s Orlando Furioso (first published in 1532). In Spenser’s Faerie Queene (1590), a work based on a deep understanding of the available sources, the seer Merlin plays a crucial rôle. It is he alone, to whom the past and future have opened up their secrets, who can guide Prince Arthur, the Redcrosse Knight and Arthegal forward to their destiny. Spenser saw the history, as others were to do in increasing numbers, as a magnificent source for the poet to plunder and fashion in his own way. In The Faerie Queene the wizard’s mantic vision is delivered in a cave at Dynevor Park near Llandeilo in Carmarthenshire, still shown to visitors:

      
        
        ‘There the wise Merlin whylome wont (they say)

        To make his wonne, low vnderneath the ground,

        In a deepe delue, farre from the view of day,

        That of no liuing wight he mote be found,

        When so he counseld with his sprights encompast round.

        ‘And if thou euer happen that same way

        To trauell, goe to see that dreadfull place:

        It is an hideous hollow caue (they say)

        Vnder a rocke that lyes a little space

        From the swift Barry, tombling downe apace,

        Emongst the woodie hilles of Dyneuowre:

        But dare thou not, I charge, in any cace,

        To enter into that same balefull Bowre,

        For fear the cruell Feends should thee vnwares deuowre.’

      

      

      Not all, however, were polite in their treatment of the British wizard; some writers discovered in the incoherent, rambling prophecies attributed to Merlin matter for ridicule. Shakespeare’s passing references, for example, are disrespectful, despite the fact that the plots for King Lear and Cymbeline derive ultimately from Geoffrey of Monmouth’s History. In King Henry IV Hotspur sneers at the Welsh leader Glendower’s boasts:

      
        
        ‘Sometimes he angers me,

        With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant,

        Of the dreamer Merlin and his prophecies;

        And of a dragon and a finless fish,

        A clip-wing’d griffin, and a moulten raven,

        A couching lion, and a ramping cat,

        And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff

        As puts me from my faith.’

      

      

      And in Lear it is the fool on the heath who declaims, with a glib reminder of the anachronism,

      
        
        ‘. . . when usurers tell their gold i’ the field;

        And bawds and whores do churches build; —

        Then shall the realm of Albion

        Come to great confusion.

        Then comes the time, who lives to see’t,

        That going shall be us’d with feet.

        This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live before his time.’

      

      

      This last passage is considered by some scholars to be ‘an incongruous theatrical interpolation’,⁠11 and in any case it is clear that much of the ridicule was directed against the survival of popular utterances attributed to Merlin. In 1603, for example, just two years before the conjectured date of the writing of King Lear, an edition of Merlin’s and Thomas the Rhymer’s prophecies appeared in Edinburgh. Though they included a fair proportion of gibberish, some passages are not without a certain wild magic of their own,

      
        
        ‘When the Cragges of Tarbat is tumbled in the sey,

        At the next sommer after sorrow for euer:

        Besides [Bede’s] bookes have I seene, and Banisters also, Meruelous Merling and all accordes in one:

        Meruelous Merling is wasted away,

        With a wicked woman, woe might shee be;

        For shee hath closed him in a Craige on Cornwel cost.’

      

      

      

      In the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries ‘Merlin’ pamphlets and almanacs appeared in profusion. Often they were directed towards contemporary political events, such as King Charles I’s exclusion from Hull in 1642, and Charles II’s defeat at Worcester in 1651, and an appeal was unashamedly made to the gullible and susceptible.

      More influential was the astrologer William Lilly’s (1602–1682) England’s Propheticall Merline foretelling to all nations of Europe. Like the originator of the genre, Lilly intended his readers to relate the allegorical allusions to contemporary events. Daniel Defoe recorded that in 1665 the Great Plague aroused a proliferation of new ‘Merlin’ material. Even the eminent mathematician Robert Hooke looked to Merlin’s oracle for guidance during the Revolution crisis of 1688–89.⁠12

      It was the greatest of all pamphleteers, Jonathan Swift, who opened the eighteenth century with A Famous Prediction of Merlin, the British Wizard. Written about a thousand years ago, and relating to the year 1709. Naturally the treatment was wholly jocose, and the Age of Reason deposed the great wizard to the spheres of the burlesque. In 1755 was published Merlin’s . . .  predictions relating to the late contest about  . . .  Richmond Park, and the same year saw the tragic death of the poet Stephen Duck, formerly prophet-in-residence in a mock Merlin’s Cave at neighbouring Kew. The almanacs continued well on into the nineteenth century, by now it seems solely for the benefit of newly literate shop-girls and bank-clerks.

      Merlin’s magic was far from exhausted, however, and it was appropriately Scott, the Wizard of the North, who restored him to poetry. It was natural for the new generation of Romantic poets to find inspiration in the greatest of all chivalric epics, and Wordsworth wrote enthusiastically in Artegal and Elidure of Geoffrey’s enchanted History and ‘The sage enchanter Merlin’s subtle schemes’.

      But it was Tennyson who, drawing on Malory’s version, first fully restored Merlin to the literary majesty from which he had been deposed for over two centuries. In Merlin and Vivien (1859), the Poet Laureate begins in solemn vein:

      
        
        ‘A storm was coming, but the winds were still,

        And in the wild woods of Broceliande,

        Before an oak, so hollow, huge and old

        It look’d a tower of ivied masonwork,

        At Merlin’s feet the wily Vivien lay.’

      

      

      The story, reflecting Victorian concern with the precarious dominance of civilized values, tells of a conspiracy instigated by the corrupt King Mark of Cornwall to destroy the fellowship of the Table Round. The beautiful seductress Vivien insinuates herself into the court at Camelot, and:

      
        
        ‘. . . she set herself to gain

        Him, the most famous man of all those times,

        Merlin, who knew the range of all their arts,

        Had built the King his havens, ships, and halls,

        Was also Bard, and knew the starry heavens;

        The people call’d him Wizard . . .’

      

      

      The old man is not immune to her wiles and, deeply troubled, leaves in a boat for Brittany. Vivien accompanies him, and in ‘the wild woods of Broceliande’ she works upon ‘the great Enchanter of the Time’ to reveal the charmed words. In an erotic passage we see Vivien:

      
        
        ‘Writhed toward him, slided up his knee and sat,

        Behind his ankle twined her hollow feet

        Together, curved an arm about his neck,

        Clung like a snake . . .’

      

      

      Despite this, Merlin long resists her blandishments, but ultimately all his magic arts are impotent before the wiles of a determined woman, and his surrender is described in a passage replete with remarkably frank sexual imagery.⁠13 A fearful storm breaks out over the forest, and Vivien

      
        
        ‘ . . . crying out,

        “O Merlin tho’ you do not love me, save,

        Yet save me!” clung to him and hugg’d him close;

        And call’d him dear protector in her fright,

        Nor yet forgot her practice in her fright,

        But wrought upon his mood and hugg’d him close.

        The pale blood of the wizard at her touch

        Took gayer colours, like an opal warm’d.

        She blamed herself for telling hearsay tales:

        She shook from fear, and for her fault she wept

        Of petulancy; she call’d him lord and liege,

        Her seer, her bard, her silver star of eve,

        Her God, her Merlin, the one passionate love

        Of her whole life; and ever overhead

        Bellow’d the tempest, and the rotten branch

        Snapt in the rushing of the river-rain

        Above them; and in change of glare and gloom

        Her eyes and neck glittering went and came;

        Till now the storm, its burst of passion spent,

        Moaning and calling out of other lands,

        Had left the ravaged woodland yet once more

        To peace; and what should not have been had been,

        For Merlin, overtalk’d and overworn,

        Had yielded, told her all the charm, and slept.’

      

      

      A contemporary of Tennyson’s, whose work he admired, was the eccentric Vicar of Morwenstowe, Robert Stephen Hawker. Hawker built himself a hut of driftwood high on the cliffs that look westwards along the coastline to distant Tintagel on its misty promontory. There he composed an unfinished verse-epic, The Quest of the Sangraal. After foretelling the doom of Imperial England, unless she devote herself anew to the higher purpose symbolized by the Grail, Merlin falls silent.

      
        
        ‘He ceased: and all around was dreamy night:

        There stood Dundagel, throned; and the great sea

        Lay, a strong vassal at his master’s gate,

        And, like a drunken giant, sobbed in sleep.’

      

      

      Merlin introduces and concludes Thomas Hardy’s The Famous Tragedy of the Queen of Cornwall (1923), and in 1938, T. H. White provided the world with a Merlyn more popular than at any period since the fifteenth century. In The Sword in the Stone, Merlyn is an eccentric, donnish figure, living both backwards and forwards in time, who instructs the youthful Arthur in all the arts and skills necessary for a king. The picture abounds in whimsical anachronisms and elemental, if at times juvenile, humour, but is still not far removed from the Merlin of tradition. White was absorbed in Malory, his chief and perhaps only direct source, and the eccentricities are as legitimate an expression as the awesome magical powers. Then in the spring of 1941, when it seemed another Dark Age was about to engulf the British Isles, the poet Charles Richard Cammell, staying in the West Country, wrote The Return of Arthur. In this poem he saw the prophecy fulfilled whereby Arthur would return in the moment of his country’s direst need:

      
        
        ‘From his dread sleep in Broceliande

        Merlin the Mage shall wake,

        And Pelleas forsake his love

        Beneath the faery lake . . .

        Flows not the wine of Camelot

        Red through the British lands?

        Feel we not Arthur in our hearts,

        And Launcelot in our hands?’

      

      

      But the most striking development of the Merlin legend in the twentieth century has been a return to the earliest sources. John Cowper Powys, in his strange novel, Porius: A Romance of the Dark Ages (1951), takes us back to an imaginative and in many ways convincing fifth century a.d. Powys’s Merlin becomes the Myrddin Wyllt of early Welsh poetry, dressed in animal-skins and accompanied by his familiars:

      
        
        ‘The man’s head was bare of everything but a crop of coal-black hair, and his ears were the largest appendages of that kind that Porius had ever seen  . . .  He could also make out as he bent forward a little to catch the fellow’s replies, which were still hoarse and husky, that his eyes were unnaturally circular in shape and so close together that when they flashed with an interior light  . . .  they created the illusion that they actually mingled with each other and became one . . .’

      

      

      This is the authentic Merlin of the earliest traditions, grotesque and awe-inspiring; and the novel itself represents an astonishing tour-de-force, an exploration into the dark recesses of mythic thought.⁠14

      More recently the poet Robert Nye turned primarily to Robert de Boron’s account of Merlin’s demoniac parentage in his Merlin (1978). This starts promisingly with lascivious devils in Hell begetting the infant Merlin on a beautiful daughter of earth, but is unfortunately too much the product of its decade to resist descending into repetitive pornography.

      

      The resilience of the old wizard is also well illustrated by his success in the contemporary medium of the cinema. How vivid is my memory of MGM’s film The Knights of the Round Table, which I saw at the Odeon Cinema, Leicester Square, in (I think) 1954. For months the image lingered, as I wandered in a haze of youthful dreams by the Thames at Pangbourne. Happy, happy time, when Frances Hitchins, seated in our skiff, appeared to me as the Lily Maid of Astolat! A year ago (1982) John Boorman’s Excalibur returned with considerable effect to a theatrical Dark Age, filmed among appropriately misty lakes and forests in Ireland, with Nicol Williamson as a jocular but dominating Merlin, well in the authentic literary and historical tradition.

      But the Merlin most familiar to millions of people all over the world today is one known by another name. Professor J. R. R. Tolkien knew Celtic and Teutonic myth as have few other people, and there can be no doubt that the wizard Gandalf of The Hobbit (1937) and the trilogy which follows, is drawn from the Merlin of early legend.

      Like Merlin, Gandalf is a magician of infinite wisdom and power; like Merlin, he has a sense of humour by turns impish and sarcastic; and, like Merlin, he reappears at intervals, seemingly from nowhere, intervening to rescue an imperilled cosmos. Even minor aptitudes are openly appropriated, such as Merlin’s propensity for appearing in the incongruous guise of a beggar, and his capacity for launching splendid displays of pyrotechnics. Devotees of Tolkien will remember how Gandalf saved the Hobbits from wolves by the Misty Mountains with a discharge of magical multicoloured fireballs. In the thirteenth-century English poem Of Arthour and of Merlin, when a group of truculent barons challenged Arthur’s right to the throne:

      
        
        ‘Merlin made enchantment

        And cast great damage

        Into the pavilions, wild fire

        That burned bright as a candle clear . . . ’

      

      

      The wizard’s enchantments have secured him a permanent place, it seems, in the consciousness of mankind. The centuries come and go, literary fashions pass, but the magician reappears before us: shifting his shape and changing his name, now mocking, now awe-inspiring, but essentially the same character whose fame flew over all Europe eight centuries ago. Trickster, illusionist, philosopher and sorcerer, he represents an archetype to which the race turns for guidance and protection.
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            MERLIN THE PROPHET

          

        

      

    

    
      Encouraged by the startling success of his first book, Geoffrey eventually set to work to produce another. Second only to the fascination exerted by the towering figure of Arthur had been the spell cast by the mysterious figure of Merlin, and it was about the year 1150, some fourteen years after the appearance of the History of the Kings of Britain, that Geoffrey issued his Life of Merlin (Vita Merlini). In the earlier work Geoffrey introduced the stories of Merlin’s birth and his relations with Vortigern and Uther as episodes in his major history. In the new work he supplied a biography of Merlin alone, in the form of 1529 lines of narrative verse, much of it of high dramatic and literary quality.

      The story in outline is as follows. Merlinus was king and prophet to the Demetae, that is the men of Dyfed in south-west Wales. Together with Rodarcus, king of the Cumbri, he fought in a battle against Guennolous, king of Scocia (Scotland). Three brothers to whom Merlin was greatly attached perished in the conflict and, maddened with grief, the seer withdrew to the solitude of the forest of Caledon. His sister Ganieda, who was married to Rodarcus, persuaded him to return to court. There Merlin provided evidence of his prophetic powers by revealing to Rodarcus his queen’s infidelity, though the queen employed a trick to lull her husband’s suspicions. Merlin, disgusted by city life, announced his intention of returning to his wild life in the Caledonian Forest. Somewhat illogically, it was the queen who tried to dissuade him, summoning the prophet’s wife Guendoloena to assist her supplications. But Merlin was adamant, urged his wife to marry another, and departed. However, when Guendoloena did remarry, he reappeared riding on a stag and accompanied by a herd of deer. In a spasm of jealousy, he killed the bridegroom and rode off again. Again a little improbably, his sister followed him back to the woods, and at his request constructed for him an elaborate circular observatory. There he studied the stars in their courses and uttered a prophecy similar in its allegorical allusions to that delivered to Vortigern in the ruined castle by his counterpart in the History.

      Soon afterwards, Merlin was visited by another philosopher prophet, Telgesinus, to whom he expounded much learned information on natural history and knowledge in general. After further political prophecy, Merlin explained that he had ‘lived long and seen much’, and gave an outline of the history of Vortigern, Uther and Arthur as set out in Geoffrey’s earlier book, continuing it as far as the reigns of Arthur’s two successors. After more conversation on scientific matters, and another prophetic incident, Merlin refused an appeal by the lords of his country to return home, and settled down to lead a contemplative life for the rest of his days in the forest he loved so dearly. He was joined by Telgesinus, by an inspired madman whose sanity he had restored and by his sister Ganieda, whose husband King Rodarcus had died. The story ends with a prophecy by Ganieda, which was clearly related to events taking place in England at the time of Geoffrey’s composition of the poem.

      The Life of Merlin is by any standard a remarkable composition. There are incongruities of plot and character, but the story is highly dramatic and vividly told. The delicate balance between insanity and prophetic genius in Merlin’s own character is particularly lively and convincing, as are the indignation and cunning of the accused queen and the pathetic plaints of the prophet’s deserted wife. There is a strong feeling for the beauties of nature, expressed in many fine passages, and the Caledonian Forest is no dramatic stage-property but a real wilderness, welcoming in summer and grim in winter. Whether or not this aspect of the poem, which is absent from the History, derives from older literary sources, there cannot be any doubt that Geoffrey himself possessed a mind keenly attuned to natural beauty. Take this passage, where Merlin is watching the stars from a high hill:

      
        
        ‘It was night, and the horned moon was shining brightly; all the lights of the vault of heaven were glittering. The air had an extra clarity, for a bitterly cold north wind had blown away the clouds, absorbed all the mists on its dying breath and left the sky serene again.’

      

      

      As it stands, of course, the poem bears many of the familiar hall-marks of Geoffrey’s cavalier approach to literary materials. The dramatic conception is clearly his own, as is much of the esoteric information contained in Merlin’s learned discussions with Taliesin (Telgesinus), and the historical matter on which his and Ganieda’s prophecies are based. But, this said, there are weighty reasons for placing the Vita Merlini in quite a different category of composition from the History of fourteen years previously. Whereas the latter may largely be described as an historical romance, the former can be shown to derive a significant amount of its narrative and structure from sources which Geoffrey was in part at least at some pains to represent accurately. Some of this material is very archaic indeed, being as far removed from Geoffrey’s lifetime as is his from our own.

      The Vita Merlini was not designed, if one may turn again to the modern analogy, to ‘cash in’ on the stupendous success of Geoffrey’s earlier bestseller. It was a poem for a limited number of friends. In contrast to the more than two hundred surviving early manuscripts of the History of the Kings of Britain, only one complete version of the Vita Merlini exists, together with six other extracts of varying length. The Vita is dedicated to Robert, Bishop of Lincoln, who was a prelate of scholarly reputation, and it was presumably to him and a chosen coterie of friends that the poem was read. Mediaeval standards of scholarship do not bear exaggeration; but it is reasonable to suppose that Geoffrey must have anticipated some interested questioning on the nature of his sources.

      Geoffrey, we know, was an extremely skilful forger and there is no doubt that he was readily capable of concocting a story consistent with what he had already written in the History. In fact, however, the plot of the Vita Merlini is strikingly inconsistent with its predecessor, and Geoffrey was obliged to exercise considerable skill in reconciling the two.

      In the History, Merlin prophesies to Vortigern and assists Uther to seduce Igerna. In the Vita Merlini he is represented as being in the prime of life about a century after these events. Vortigern flourished in the middle or early part of the fifth century, whilst the kings whose battle drove Merlin mad were historical characters living in the second half of the sixth century. Geoffrey’s audience perhaps had no means of knowing this, but in Geoffrey’s own scheme of things such events could only have taken place after the death of Arthur, which he dated to a.d. 542. All Geoffrey could do was explain away the inconsistency as convincingly as he could. This he did by attributing supernatural longevity to the prophet, who explains that he is as old as one of the most ancient oaks in the Caledonian Forest. As if to emphasize that the two Merlins are identical, Geoffrey has the Merlin of the Vita Merlini reminisce about the events he is described as experiencing in the History.

      This fusing of two discrepant sources was sufficiently skilfully done to impress that small circle of Geoffrey’s contemporaries who read the poem. To modern scholars, however, the fusion betrays the fact that Geoffrey did not invent the Merlin of the Caledonian Forest, but was obliged to take already existing material into account when composing his verses. That material was sufficiently extensive, it may also be inferred, to prevent Geoffrey’s adapting it more freely. Finally, the atmosphere of a small learned circle may have been more conducive to serious antiquarian lore, whereas the earlier History had been intended for a wide public.

      Thus, the internal evidence of the Vita Merlini suggests, firstly, that Geoffrey had recently gained access to stories about Merlin previously unknown to him; and, secondly, that this material was sufficiently full and specific in its outlines to prevent the great forger from blending it harmoniously with his earlier account.

      Fortunately it is not necessary to rely solely on deductive analysis of this sort to show that Geoffrey of Monmouth did not invent the Merlin story, since there is evidence that much of it was already in existence well before his time.

      The most valuable manuscript collections of early Welsh poetry are preserved in what their first editor termed the Four Ancient Books of Wales. These bear titles redolent of ancient mystery: The Black Book of Carmarthen, The Book of Taliesin, The Book of Aneirin, and The Red Book of Hergest. The Black Book of Carmarthen and The Book of Aneirin were probably compiled some time around the year 1250; The Book of Taliesin a little later, perhaps 1275; whilst the Red Book of Hergest was ‘written with few exceptions during the last quarter of the XIVth, and the first quarter of the XVth centuries.’⁠1 The Red Book contains a great deal of prose literature, including the famous tales known as Mabinogi and a Welsh version of Geoffrey’s History. Otherwise the contents of all four books comprize a wonderful collection of Welsh verse, much of it far older in origin than the manuscript in which it has chanced to be preserved. The language in which these poems are written is frequently archaic and obscure, and it is clear that on occasion the mediaeval transcriber could not understand all he copied. Small wonder that eighteenth- and nineteenth-century scholars, even those whose native tongue was Welsh, ranged in their translations into English from grotesque errors to downright gibberish. It is only during the past century that philologists and palaeographers have succeeded in evolving techniques for dating and interpreting the poetry.

      Since much of it is replete with allusions to historical events and mythological tales dating from the far past, this investigation has resulted in extraordinarily exciting discoveries. The most dramatic of these is that a nucleus of the poems in the Books of Taliesin and Aneirin was composed as long ago as the sixth century a.d. This was soon after the Welsh language first came into existence as a result of linguistic changes in the British tongue spoken in this island under the Roman occupation. These ancient verses comprize therefore the oldest literature in Europe outside Latin and Greek. Apart from the complete poems, now generally accepted as the authentic work of the sixth-century poets Taliesin and Aneirin, the bulk of later poetry contains a mass of archaic allusions and possibly complete fragments of ancient poetry.

      The whole corpus, which is to be found also in other manuscripts besides the so-called Four Ancient Books, is thus a wonderful mine of historical and mythological lore. Between 1888 and 1911 they were lovingly reproduced in magnificent facsimile editions by a devoted Welshman, Dr J. Gwenogvryn Evans. I obtained copies nearly thirty years ago in those havens of Celtic bibliophily—Griff’s Bookshop in Cecil Court, London, and Hodges Figgis in Dawson Street, Dublin. To this day I feel a tremor of excitement when I open one of these handsomely-bound volumes; for there, written in a mysterious tongue that continues in part to baffle the clearest minds, lies half-hidden the detritus of the fragmented lore of the Matter of Britain.

      Amongst this collection are a number of poems attributed to Myrddin, the Merlin of Geoffrey of Monmouth. They include Yr Afallennau (‘The Appletrees’), Yr Oianau (‘Greetings’), Ymddiddan Myrddin a Thaliesin (‘The Dialogue of Myrddin and Taliesin’), Cyfoesi Myrddin a Gwenddydd ei Chwaer (‘The Conversation of Myrddin and his sister Gwenddydd’), Gwasgargerdd Fyrddin yn y Bedd (‘The Song uttered by Myrddin in the Grave’), Y Bedwenni (‘The Birch Trees’), and Peiryan Vaban (‘Commanding Youth’). Versions of these poems are to be found principally in the Black Book of Carmarthen and the Red Book of Hergest, but also in the White Book of Rhydderch and other manuscripts. In some cases variant versions have survived, often revealing considerable discrepancies, usually in the form of additional material.

      It has to be said at once that none of these poems in its extant form can possibly be the work of a sixth-century bard, whether Myrddin or another. Metre, orthography and language point to a much later date. Still more telling evidence lies in the fact that several of the poems are couched in the form of prophecies clearly referring to events of the twelfth century and after. Unless we are to suppose that Myrddin possessed genuine prophetic powers and cherished a strong interest in political happenings in early Plantagenet England, it is reasonable to assume that all this material was composed at the time of the events themselves some six centuries after the time when Myrddin was held to have lived. These prophecies, which form the greater proportion of the poetry attributed to Myrddin, must accordingly be discarded as having no connexion with an historical or legendary Myrddin, beyond indicating that later ages looked upon him as a great prophet.

      Whether or not an older substratum of material lies beneath these rambling vaticinations and obscure exchanges rests chiefly on an appreciation of a core of narrative material found in its clearest form in the Afallennau:

      
        
        ‘Sweet-apple tree which grows in a glade,

        Its peculiar power hides it from the men of Rhydderch,

        A crowd by its trunk, a host around it,

        It would be a treasure for them, brave men in their ranks.

        Now Gwenddydd loves me not and does not greet me

        —I am hated by Gwasawg, the supporter of Rhydderch⁠—

        I have killed her son and her daughter.

        Death has taken everyone, why does it not call me?

        For after Gwenddolau no lord honours me,

        Mirth delights me not, no mistress visits me,

        And in the battle of Arderydd my torque was of gold,

        Though today I am not treasured

             by one of the aspect of swans . . .

        For ten and forty years, in the wretchedness of outlawry,

        I have been wandering with madness and madmen;

        After goodly possessions and pleasing minstrels

        Now I suffer want with madness and madmen.

        Now I sleep not, I tremble for my lord,

        My sovereign Gwenddolau, and my fellow-countrymen.

        After enduring wickness and grief in the Forest of Celyddon

        May I be received into bliss by the Lord of Hosts.’⁠2

      

      

      From this it can be deduced that ‘Myrddin is a madman, wandering in misery in the Caledonian Forest and endowed with the gift of prophecy. He refers bitterly to the battle of Arderydd at which he wore a golden torque but before the close of which he lost his reason and his lord Gwenddolau was slain. Now he believes he is being hunted down by the men of Rhydderch Hael, obviously the victor of Arderydd, and he complains that his sister Gwenddydd does not visit him. In one line he declares that he has been guilty of the death of the son of Gwenddydd. From other references it would appear that he hides himself from his pursuers, real or imaginary, in an apple tree, which has the power of rendering him invisible, and each stanza in the Afallennau poem begins with an invocation to this apple tree.’⁠3

      That this consistent narrative is implicit in the text may suggest either that the poetry is all that has survived of a prose saga telling the life of Myrddin,⁠4 or that the events (real or fictitious) of Myrddin’s career were so familiar to an earlier audience that a full acquaintance with his story could safely be assumed. There is also a third possibility: namely, that the poems were in their original form the genuine effusions of Myrddin himself, who of course required no commentary on matters so personal. From what has been noted earlier concerning the prophecies this might appear improbable, but there are other considerations.

      Clearly the Myrddin of Welsh poetry is to be identified with the Merlin of Geoffrey of Monmouth. It has been suggested that Geoffrey latinized the Welsh name Merlinus rather than the expected Merdinus on account of a possible confusion with the obscene French merde. Rhydderch, Gwenddolau, Gwenddydd and Taliesin in the Welsh poems clearly correspond to the Rodarcus, Guennolous, Ganieda and Telgesinus of Geoffrey’s poem.

      In both versions the seer is driven mad by the loss of persons near to him in the course of the battle in which he participated, and in which King Gwenddolau was defeated. There are discrepancies as well as similarities, but it is clear that both versions draw ultimately on the same source-material. The Welsh poems did not derive their material from Geoffrey’s work, since a proportion of them can be shown from their language to date from an earlier period, and there are other indications that they are rooted in Welsh traditional literature. In the twelfth-century Life of St Kentigern, patron saint of Glasgow, we read of the Saint’s close association with a King Rederech, who is to be identified with the Rhydderch of the Myrddin poetry. In the first chapter of the Life, King Rhydderch is said to have maintained at his court a madman named Laloecen, who abandoned himself to abject grief when Kentigern died, and prophesied that Rederech and one of his nobles would die in the same year.

      A manuscript in the British library, MS Cotton Titus A. xix, preserves two further accounts of this Laloecen, or Lailoken as they call him. They are discrepant in minor detail, but provide fuller versions. In the first we learn that St Kentigern met a naked hairy madman in a wood, who told him that he had been driven wild during a terrible battle fought on a plain between the River Liddel and a place known as Carwannok. Hosts of warriors appeared threateningly in the sky, and an accusing voice condemned Lailoken as responsible for all the slaughter. Driven by an evil spirit, he repaired to the forest. Later, he interrupted St Kentigern’s services by sitting on a nearby rock and uttering prophecies in obscure terms. Some of these, the document asserts, were copied down at the time. But as the hour of his death approached, the madman requested Kentigern to reconcile him to the Church. At the same time, he foretold his own death, which would occur, he claimed, in three distinct ways. Improbable as it seemed, the prophecy was fulfilled when the wretched man was stoned and beaten to death by some shepherds, slipped down a bank of the Tweed, was impaled on a sharp stake and simultaneously drowned.

      The other version of the Lailoken story is briefer, telling of the prophet’s sardonic laughter when he detects the adultery of a King Meldred’s queen (a story which Geoffrey of Monmouth attributes to King Rodarcus) and a shorter account of Lailoken’s threefold death.

      The Lailoken story is plainly to be related to that of Merlin, despite the different name attributed to its central character. He is a prophet who goes mad after a battle in similar circumstances of distress, takes to the forest where he lives as a madman and prophet, and is connected with King Rhydderch (in the Lailoken tales implicitly, through the connexion with St Kentigern). The themes of the Threefold Death and the Queen’s adultery—with attendant length—also recur, though not involving the same characters. The precise reference to the battle-site given in the Lailoken story (‘between Liddel and Carwannok’)—a site which the anonymous author describes as, ‘so well known to all citizens of this land’—indicates the same spot as the battle of Arderydd mentioned in the Welsh Myrddin poetry. Furthermore, both Lailoken tales expressly identify Lailoken with Merlin. The first begins by explaining that, ‘he was known as Lailoken, and some say he was Merlyn, who was an extraordinary prophet of the British; but this is not certain’. The second version makes the same claim implicitly, since it concludes the account of Lailoken’s death with the distich:

      
        
        ‘Sude perfossus, lapidem perpessus, et undam;

        Merlinus triplicem fertur ississe necem.’

        ‘Pierced by a stake, suffering by stone and by water,

        Merlin is said to have met a triple death.’

      

      

      Finally there is a version more distantly removed, but bearing equally marked indications of close relationship. The Irish Tale of Buile Suibhne, ‘The Frenzy of Suibhne’, dates in its present form from about the year 1200, but is clearly much older in its original provenance. It tells how Suibhne, King of Dal Araidhe in Northern Ireland, went mad during the battle of Magh Rath (a.d. 642), and spent the rest of his life wandering in desolate regions throughout Ireland, living on a diet of wild cresses and water. Like Myrddin, Merlin and Lailoken, he repeatedly rails against his brutish existence. A novel aspect is introduced: at the instant of his battle-panic Suibhne literally flew up to the neighbouring trees, and thereafter regularly flies among the tree-tops. There is no mention of levitation in the British legends, but as Myrddin’s apple-tree in the Afallennau is said to possess magic powers concealing him from Rhydderch’s followers, the theme may well once have been present. Finally Suibhne meets his end by a plebeian hand (as did Lailoken), when the jealous husband of a cook, who suspects her of adultery, drives a spear through the unfortunate madman.

      Thus four distinct versions of the prophet’s career have survived: the Vita Merlini of Geoffrey of Monmouth, the Welsh ‘Myrddin’ poems, the Lailoken episodes, and the story of Suibhne’s frenzy. That they all ultimately represent the same saga (though obviously with accretions and distortions acquired along the way) is abundantly clear and is accepted by the best authorities.⁠5 There also seems little reason to doubt that the nucleus of the Myrddin-Merlin story is substantially historical, and that Myrddin was one of the bards of the sixth century a.d. whose fame (and, in the cases of Taliesin and Aneirin, their works) has been handed down from earliest times.⁠6

      In this book it will be argued that Myrddin was a pagan druid or bard, surviving in a predominantly Christian age, and that his poetry was of an overtly heathen nature. Indeed it may be that the disappearance of his original work was no accident, but the work of censorious copyists in early times. In any case, the pagan elements in the Myrddin poetry are so archaic as to make it inconceivable that they could be concoctions of the mediaeval Christian mind.
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distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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