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xii The Song of Rhiannon

It was a warm, humid night, but the wine was
well chilled and the talk stimulating. Miss Walton
had briefly visited the island of Thera, or Santor-
ini, where excavations are now underway, bring-
ing to light a forgotten Minoan Age metropolis
that many archeologists now believe to be the
original of the Atlantis legend. Aware through
our correspondence that my wife and I were inter-
ested in this dig, Miss Walton had wanted to bring
us back a small souvenir from there—an “Atlan-
tean” potsherd. Alas, the area was closed at the
time and she had not been able to visit the site of
the excavations. But she had very thoughtfully
brought with her from Arizona a copy of the one
book of hers I did not have, her historical novel
published in England as Son of Darkness, and
known in this country as The Cross and the
Sword. She also brought us some stunning color
postcards of the Minoan antiquities.

We talked, as was only to be expected, about
fantasy. Miss Walton has read her Tolkien, of
course, but her first loves in this genre remain
James Stephens and John Cowper Powys. Paul
Spencer, an officer of the James Branch Cabell
Society, quite naturally steered us into Cabell ter-
ritory. Miss Walton has read a little of Cabell, but
much prefers Lord Dunsany.

And we talked, above all, of her own writing;
not alone the projected Theseus trilogy, but her
glorious retellings of the Mabinogion legends. Be-
fore leaving Arizona some weeks earlier, she had
put the finishing touches to the third of her fan-
tastic romances drawn from the old Welsh book,
and had mailed the manuscript to Ballantine (it is
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only your child had lived, or Caradoc. But Bran’s
dream was the torch; it lit the fire that brought
red ruin upon all of us . ..

All the years of his manhood he had served
Bran and the Island of the Mighty: and though he
had done his own thinking and sometimes Bran’s,
he never had done anything for himself, for his
own gain. He felt afraid now, stripped and help-
less and afraid, as he never could have felt had
there been anyone left for him to work and fight
for. Nobody is so dependent upon others as the
unselfish man; their need is his fuel and his bal-
ance, so that he needs them and that need is itself
perhaps a queer kind of selfishness. When
Manawyddan had had dependents, he had had
infinite resource. But now he had neither, and
nothing.

He sat through that night and saw dawn come,
like a faded, gray-haired woman painting her with-
ered cheeks. He saw the sun raise her bright
head in the east, begin her steady and inexorable
march, that march which called all other men to
work and life.

He rose; he cried out as a man upon the dizzy
edge of a precipice might cry, “O Almighty Moth-
ers! Oh, my sorrow! There is none but me that
does not know where he shall lay his head this
night!”
~ “Lord—" The voice was Pryderi’s. That young-
est and dearest of the seven had awakened. He
stumbled to his feet, still awkward with sleep, and
came forward. And Manawyddan was silent,
ashamed. :
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“Lord—" The young King of Dyved’s hand was
on his arm.

“It is not a bed or a roof I mean, lad. Those are
little things—no beggar that wanders the Island of
the Mighty but can have them, for knocking upon
any decent farmer’s door. It is a place I mean,
something that belongs to me and I to it. Wher-
ever I go, I will be a stranger. It is an exile I am
now, upon all the earth, with Bran and Branwen
under sod, and all my kindred dead.”

Pryderi was silent, trying to think. In that weak-
ness of the strong man, of the oak without ivy, was
something that it seemed indecent to look upon,
such horror as later men might feel in seeing a
tortured man’s body naked in its helplessness.

“Lord, your cousin is king over the Island of
the Mighty. You and he are of one blood, and in
your youth you were friends. He sits in your place
—I know that—but you never have laid claim to
land or possessions. Always you have been known
as the Third Landless Prince. And Caswallon
needs peace as this land needs it—he would be
glad to have you beside him to help him make it.

As you helped Bran.”

- “He might indeed.” Manawyddan laughed
shortly. “The last of the sons of my mother his
house dog, and all tongues silenced! But though
this man is my cousin, I could not bear to see him
in the seat of my brother, the Blessed. Never
could I know happiness in one house with Caswal-
lon!”

What more he might have said he did not say;
the boy’s intended kindness bound him. So this
was what all men would think, even his faithful
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last the uttermost had been required of her: to sit
alone, through the withering years.

I will visit her, then go. So far my promise
binds me. Yet deep within the son of Llyr some-
thing still stirred, as nothing had stirred since
Bran had got his poisoned wound and had said,
“Cut off my head.” Memory that, for a space,
could drive back even that black memory. You
cannot have forgotten, Queen, any more than I
have forgotten. I did you a great service, yet be-
cause of that very service you may mever wish to
look upon my face again.

She would not show that; she was a true Queen.
They would meet and part graciously; one more
parting should not matter much, in this time of
many partings.

On the third day Ynawc left them. Grudyen
went next, and then Heilyn. Taliesin was the last
to go, he the sweet singer, the wonder of western
bards until the world’s end. Pryderi tried hard to
get him to go on to Dyved.

“You can get the best hospitality in the world
there,” he urged. “You can sing with my mother’s
Birds, that some say can sing even sweeter than
you, and you can talk wisdom with my kinsman,
the old druid Pendaran Dyved.”

But Taliesin shook his head.

“I have been with you long enough,” he said,
“and the deeds we shall do together are done. I
would they were not, for you are both good com-
pany. But I must go where new deeds are shaping,
for that is ever the law of Taliesin. You ride south
into Dyved that men unborn shall call the Land of
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fighting again. But that is the way of you men.
Never resting, always after each other’s blood.”

“We fought in Ireland,” said Manawyddan,
“Ireland, where the young men of the Island of
the Mighty died. And we do not want to see more
death.”

She stared. “No man came alive out of that
great fighting, surely. Not one has come back to
our hills; or to the plains below.”

“There are always a few left to come back,” said
Manawyddan. “Even though they come slowly.
We are only the first you have heard of.”

The old shepherd leaned forward eagerly. “If
you were there—there where the battle roared and
later the wolves and the eagles fed on the flesh of
our sons—you may know what befell our young
Lord. He died there: Pryderi, the son of Pwyll.”

“Maybe not,” said Pryderi. ‘“Maybe he will
come back.”

The old man shook his head. “He would have
come back before now had he lived. To his people
and his mother and his young wife.”

“I have come back,” said Pryderi. “Do you think
my strength and my luck were greater than his?”

“The Mothers alone know what luck is.” The
old woman peered harder at him through the
smoke. “You are like him. He was called Guri too;
Guri of the Golden Hair was the name that was
on him as a babe, and he grew up to be tall and
golden—like you. But he did not come back.”

“Is there trouble on Dyved?” asked Manawyd-
dan. “Lordless folk often fare ill.”

The shepherd shook his head again. “Not yet.
But it is coming. The two Queens still reign in
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peace, with old Pendaran Dyved to counsel them,
Pwyll’s wise High Druid. But Caswallon sends
gifts to our chief men, and the young men grow
restless and mutter, ‘We should have a King
again.””

“Then neither Queen has taken a new hus-
band?” Manawyddan asked.

“No. But as soon as Pendaran Dyved is mound-
ed, both will be bedded. Maybe by several hus
bands apiece before one man proves himself mas-
ter and can settle down to grind underfoot and
plunder those of us who are left.”

“And Caswallon would let such things be?”’ Pry-
deri’s hands clenched. “Never could they have
happened under Bran!”

The old man laughed bitterly. “But the Bless-
ing went from Bran the Blessed. He went away
and left his son to rule us, contrary to the ancient
Law. And now he and all his house are dead, and
Caswallon says that he was always the rightful
King. And maybe he is right, for clearly the Gods
are with him. The Mothers grow weak, the Fa-
ther grows strong.”

Manawyddan was silent. He thought, This is
what all folk must be saying. Victory proves a man
the Gods’ chosen, even if he be a murderer. And
once all men loved and praised you, Bran my
brother!

Yet at the last Bran had broken the peace he
had upheld; had undone his own work, and
brought misery and death upon his people. That
was true, and that truth was the hardest of all
things to bear.

Pryderi said stubbornly, “It is the business of a
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High King to maintain order and justice. Not to
let Under Kings butcher each other and their
folk.”

Now the old woman laughed, a harsh, shrill
cackle. “He needs friends—Caswallon, the Father’s
choice. The seven chiefs he slew so as to oust
Caradoc the son of Bran have left kinsmen and
friends. Their hands reach out fast enough to take
Caswallon’s gifts, but their hearts do not love him.
And if his luck goes bad, if crops fail or invaders
come, many will cry, ‘It is the curse of blood—the
blood he shed!” So long as Under Kings call him
High King, Caswallon will let them do as they
please.”

“Or play one of them against another to gain
time,” said Manawyddan. “Also to see their
strength weaken while his grows.” :

“And Dyved is still a rich and prosperous land!”
Pryderi’s laugh was like the sound of ripping silk.
“He would like well to see it weak and torn—as we
left Ireland weak and torn!”

“Maybe so.” The old man.sighed. “Some say he
backs one of our Lords, some that he backs anoth-
er. But all these greedy lordlings are only waiting
for the breath to be out of Pendaran Dyved’s
body. Fear of the old druid’s curse still holds all
men back, but he is failing. His end nears.”

“I should think that Rhiannon herself could do
a bit of cursing,” said Pryderi. “She is no mortal-
born Queen.”

“Oh, she has her magics!” The old woman
cackled again. “I would like well to have a tiny
part of that magic! But it never was of a kind .to
keep men off her, and even in her youth she had



16 The Song of Rhiannon

no power to curse those lying women who swore
that she had killed her own babe. None need fear
her!”

“To have sent sickness or death on those women
could not have cleared her,” said Manawyddan.
“Only have made folk fear and hate her more. I
have heard that tale.”

“You have? It is told in many ways. But I know
the rights of it.” And she launched into the tell-
ing, eager as a starving man sitting down to meat;
all the troubles that were and would be forgotten
in the wonders and now unterrifying terrors of the
past.

Manawyddan thought wearily, Here in this
lonely place a chance to talk means much to her.
And perhaps she is wiser than she seems. To for-
get what one cannot strive against—to enjoy what
one still has—there are worse ways to dream away
one’s days. The question is: if one searched hard
enough, might one still find a way to do, instead
of to dream?

He knew the tale she was telling better than she
did. He let flow from his mind into hers such
hidden parts of it as he thought it safe for her to
know.

“Here on Preseli it all began.” Her voice had
risen to a chant. “Here the chief men of Dyved
gathered to meet Pwyll their Lord. In the Holy
Place they awaited him, within that double ring of
bluestones where folk have met in council since
first men walked in Dyved. Old, old are those
rings, and in the dark night their tall Stones rise
and dance together. For they are the Eldest Folk,
the firstborn of Earth the Mother. Each has a
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name that may not be spoken, and each has power
to heal or blast. And no man dare go back upon
the word he has spoken before them; else he
would wither and die.” :

“I know of that place,” said Manawyddan.
“Great is the power of the outer ring, but that of
the inner is yet greater. For its twelve Stones are
said to be the first Twelve Gods born of Earth,
archetype of all the mighty mysterious Twelves
that are to come. In their sides is not only the
color of the sea that once covered all things, but
the ashes of those fires from which Earth the
Mother shaped Herself, that mighty travail from
which the mountains and the valleys sprang.*

The old woman stared at him, her jaw drop-
ping. “You know too much. You can be no man of
the New Tribes!”

“Good men spring from all tribes, woman.
Were not your Pwyll and his Pryderi born of the
New?”

The shepherd said sadly, “Yes. They have been
gentle conquerors, the House of Pwyll. But those
‘who come after them will be hard on the little
man; on us shepherds and tillers of the soil. They
will make all who spring from the Old Tribes
little.”

“Not forever,” said Manawyddan. “In the end
Old Tribes and New will become one folk.”

“Maybe. But it will take yet longer—long and
long—for the rich to become brothers to the poor.”

*Only from Preseli could the “bluestone circles” of Stone-
henge have been brought, though their moving would have
been a herculean, almost incredible task for any ancient
people.
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one night Teyrnon talked with his wife. ‘Woman,’
he said, ‘it is great fools we are, to let our mare
foal every year and never get a single one of her
colts.’

“ ‘What can we do about it’ said she.

“ ‘Tomorrow night is May Eve,” he said. ‘And
may I never look upon sun or moon again if I do
not find what the Thing is that comes and carries
away the colts!’

“She was frightened and tried to stop him, but
he would not listen. He had the mare led into an
empty hut, the last and least of the small houses
grouped round his great house. On one side of it
was the open moor, and on the other a door, the
only opening. He had his men build up a bright
fire, then bade them leave and shut the door be-
hind them, for a bitter wind was blowing in from
the moor. He sat himself down, fully armed,
against the wall farthest from that door. There he
could watch unseen, for thick shadows covered
him. He waited there until the gray twilight
ceased to try to force its fingers through the cracks
round the door, and there was no light left at all
but the red glow of the fire. The wind howled and
the mare stood by the fire and shivered. Now and
then she lifted her head and neighed pitifully,
-and it seemed to Teyrnon that her dark eyes
looked in fear at the door. But he kept still and
did not go to her, though he was a man whose
nature it was to go to the help of all beasts in
pain. .

“Night had scarce fallen when she foaled—a big,
beautiful he-colt. It stood up on wobbling legs,
weak and wet and dazed, and the mother washed
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it. The feel of her tongue comforted it and it
pressed closer and found her teats and sucked; it
was happy again then, as it had been inside the
warm dark nest of her body. So they comforted
each other after the squeezing, rending pangs of
birth; and so the foal, like all young, discovered
this huge world and himself, and her who was the
first sharer of its great and terrible loneliness.

“Teyrnon could not stand it any longer. He
went to them and praised the mare and felt over
the foal with his hands, proud of its size and of the
strength with which it sucked.

“But even as he knelt beside them, a great crash
came and the door fell in. Through the black
opening a huge arm darted, thick as a tree and
blacker than the night, and at the end of it a
great, gleaming claw that grasped the colt’s mane.
Teyrnon sprang up and hacked at it with his
sword, and when the mare saw that this time she
had help, she too sprang upon the Arm, biting and
kicking. Teyrnon needed her; he had been Pwyll,
Prince of Dyved’s man, and had fought beside him
in many battles, yet never had he met a foe like
this. His sword seemed to be hewing wood, and all
three of them—man, mare, and colt—were being
steadily, if slowly dragged through the doorway.
Power to hinder that unearthly Power they had,
but stop it they could not. And then all at once
Teyrnon’s blade worked through mighty muscle
and sinew to the bone itself. Harder than rock
that bone seemed, and at first Teyrmon thought
that all was over, but he shut his eyes and held his
breath and smote with all his strength. And then
there rose up a shriek like no other shriek ever
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heard in this world; it seemed to fill all the space
beneath the sky and to shake Earth herself.
Teyrnon reeled back, his eardrums all but split-
ting, and when his head cleared he saw that the
Arm, all its terrible black length, up to where the
elbow should have been, lay there severed.
Around it boiled a great pool of blood, from
which rose a stench that all but choked him.

“On one side of the door the wall had been
ripped like cloth and the roof sagged. He set his
shoulder against that wreckage and broke through
it, for that stinking, boiling blood blocked the
doorway. He led out the mare and her foal, though
she screamed as only a horse can scream and rolled
her eyes, for the night was still filled with unearth-
ly wailing. They stood there, all three of them,
and gulped in deep breaths of the clean night air,
and gradually the wailing dimmed, as that mon-
strous, wounded Thing, fleeing, sank back into the
depths of the Underworld, into that unspeakable,
unthinkable darkness from which it had come.
And then through that wailing they heard another
wail; a small sharp cry out there in the dark night.

“ ‘What is that?’ cried Teyrnon, and he ran for-
ward.

“Near the doorway he found it, where it had
fallen, just clear of the blood that still boiled from
that monstrous, bleeding Arm. A baby, wrapped
in a mantle of shining stuff, and yelling as if it
would split its small fat throat.

“Teyrnon picked it up and unwrapped it and
looked it over as he had the colt, and then he
looked toward the colt itself and grinned.
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“‘You are a pair, the two of you,’ he said. ‘Both
newborn and both stallions.’

“He saw that the foal had found its mother’s
teat again, need rising above the memory of ter-
ror, and how the mother was quieting, standing
still to assuage that need, though her whole body
still trembled. His face sobered and he looked
down again at the screeching baby.

“‘Well, that one of you who is four-legged
seems to be the luckier now. We will take you
inside, Master Two-legs, and see what we can do
about that. I cannot see why people have not come
running out to see what is the matter.’

“He went back into his great hall and found all
there, men, women, and children, fast asleep. As
fast asleep as the six ladies who, that same night,
were watching beside Rhiannon’s bed. But of
them, of course, he knew nothing. He went on and
came to his own sleeping chamber, and there he
found his wife, as sound asleep as any of the oth-
ers. He shook her and when her eyes opened and
she stared at him, he grinned again.

“‘Is this the woman that was not going to close
either eye all night for fear of what might be
happening to me?’

“She might have looked sheepish then, but at
that instant the baby, who had stopped for lack of
wind, got its breath back and began to cry again.
That was a sound she must often have longed for,
she who was a childless wife, even as Rhiannon
had been. But now it made her give a great start.

“‘Lord, what is that?’

“Teyrnon, still grinning, held the baby out to
her.
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“ ‘Woman, here is a boy for you, if you will
have him you never gave birth to.’

“ “Who did give birth to him?’ she said. And she
sat up very straight, and looked at Teyrnon very
hard.

““This is what happened,” and Teyrnon told
her all. She marveled much at that hearing, and
she gave many little squeaks, both for terror at his
danger, and of praise for his valor, but never did
her eyes leave the child. And when she had
warmed milk for it and changed its swaddling
clothes, that by then were very wet indeed, and it
slept at last, satisfied, she held up the shining
mantle and looked at it with a careful, appraising
eye.

““This is good stuff; rare stuff. She that owned
this mantle was rich enough to deck herself and
her son in all the treasures of the Eastern world.’
And she looked at Teymon and thought with re-
lief that he did not know any such woman, and
that if he ever had, it had been too long ago for
her to have borne him this son tonight.

“ “The boy is of gentle blood,’ she said.

“‘He is a fine boy anyhow,” said Teyrnon.
‘Strong for his age.’

‘ ‘His age!’ She snorted. ‘He has no age—he who
was born this very night.” Her eyes widened sud-
denly. ‘Lord, let us have a game; a merry game
with my women. We will call them in and say that
I have been pregnant these many moons, but
dared say nothing lest it come to nothing, I to
~ whom the Mothers have not been kind.’

“So it was done, though I who am a woman do
not think that the women of Teyrnon’s household
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can have been fooled. Likely Teyrnon’s wife
wanted to see all of them as soon as she could to
make sure that none of them showed signs of child-
birth, shining cloak or no shining cloak—and likely
they thought it wise not to contradict their mis-
tress. Anyhow, most of Gwent—certainly all the
men in it—believed the child to be Teyrnon’s own
son by his lady. They named the boy Guri, and
because what hair was on his head was pure gold,
they called him Guri of the Golden Hair. And by
the next May Eve he was walking briskly and was
as big as the biggest child three years old.”

“This woman thinks well of me,” whispered
Pryderi to Manawyddan. “When I heard that tale
at home I was only as big and fine as the biggest,
finest boy of one year could be.”

“That seems more likely,” Manawyddan whis-
pered back, “but be still.”

“And by the second year,” the old woman went
on, “he was as big and fine as the biggest, finest
child six years old.”

Here Pryderi’s lips pursed for a whistle, but
Manawyddan trod on his foot in time, and he was
silent.

“And by then,” her voice sobered, “many were
talking of the great woe at Arberth, and of Rhian-
non’s punishment. Word of it had reached Gwent
that first winter, and Teyrnon and his lady had
looked at each other once, and then looked away
again. But the second year, when those tales kept
coming, they took care not to look at each other.
Indeed, they took great pains not to look at each
other, and each would have liked very much not
to be able to see his or her own thoughts.
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told what he could no longer tell himself that he
did not know. He said, ‘It is not right for me to
keep a boy that I know to be the son of another
man. And it is not right for you either, to keep
him, and so let so noble a lady bear such punish-
ment.’

“The woman did not weep or cry. She said only,
‘You are right, Lord. Long have I known that we
should send the boy home.’

“Then for awhile they both sat silent, and in
the dark his hand found hers, and she turned and
wept upon his breast. But not stormily; she loved
him too well to make his load heavier, and soon
her mind turned, like a good housewife’s, to what
might yet be salvaged from the wreck.

“‘In three ways we shall get good from this
business, Lord. Thanks and gifts from the Queen
for freeing her from punishment, and thanks from
Pwyll for nursing his son and restoring him to
him. And if the boy’s heart is good—and well you
know it isl—he will be our foster-son, and he will
do us all the good in his power.’

“Foster-sons come back to visit their foster-par-
ents. He will come back to see us. We will see him
sometimes—sometimes—That thought was the only
light in her darkness.

“In the morning she packed Guri’s things and
dressed him in his best and combed his golden
curls. Then Teyrnon sat him beside him in his
chariot, and together they rode away. Two of
Teyrnon’s best men rode behind them as escort.

“Evening was near when they came to Arberth.
They saw Pwyll’s palace, round as the setting sun
that turned its thatched roof to gold. Behind it
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and said to her, ‘Well have you named your son,
Lady. Pryderi, son of Pwyll, he shall be called
forever.’ ’*

*In old Welsh, “Pryderi” seems to have meant something
like “Anxiety” or “Grief.”
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have been blasted long ago. Surely you know that,
lad.”

“But if those powers dared not touch Pwyll,
how could they have dared to touch me, his son?
Unless they were of my kin on the mother’s side,
and so had a claim on me that even mighty Arawn
must respect?”

Manawyddan said, “We cannot fathom the ways
of the Otherworld, lad, we who are mortal men.
Let us sleep.”

But when they had settled themselves for that -
sleep, he thought, Almost you tore the veil from
more than secret tomight, Pryderi. But this you
never have suspected, and never shall suspect: that
no drop of Pwyll’s blood flows in your veins.

That night had been as dark as this. Softly and
quietly the moon had risen through cloudy
darknesses, higher and yet higher, moving ever
westward across the unthinkable vastness of heav-
en. In her pale light Pwyll, Prince of Dyved, had
sat drinking with his guest, and both men had
watched her gleaming roundness, so much gentler
than the sun’s.

“Nine more moons we have—Rhiannon and I.
Nine only.” Pwyll’s voice was rough with pain.

“That could be time enough. Do not waste it.”

“We have done all we can. We have lain togeth-
er beneath each Stone of the Holy Stones, and
done every rite the druids advised. We have done
every foolish thing the old wives tell of. And noth-
ing has happened. As I knew that nothing would
happen.”

He laughed harshly, bitterly, his face twisting.
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he had known that their minds flowed in the same
channels, that the same things would move them
to laughter or pity. But also he had known that
she loved his friend. Not until now, when the cup
of cups was offered him, with no wine in it to
slake his thirst, had he known the fierceness of
that thirst. Yet the heat of his blood whispered in
spite of him, Yet you would have her. Touch her
—hold her ...

He said violently, “Among the Old Tribes no
woman sleeps with a man unless she wants him.
Otherwise her child would be born outside the
Ancient Harmonies, against the will of the Moth-
ers. I will not beget such a child—nor would you
want me to if you knew my brother Evnissyen.
Get your own children, man!”

Pwyll’s eyes met his steadily. “I cannot.”

For a breath’s space cold silence fell; then
Manawyddan thrust back understanding. “If your
Queen’s own people have made her barren, my
seed will not take root in her either. Why do this
ill deed for nothing?”

Pwyll said, “You have heard that in my youth I
went into Faery to fight for Arawn, King of
Annwn. To kill for him that terrible foe who
would have wrested Annwn from him, and so
have changed the course of our own world also.”

“You did a great deed.”

“And great has been its price. Those Shadow-
folk needed earth-strength to fight the White
Shadow—him who had brought bloody death even
into their world. And only from an earth-man
could they get it, violence being the element we
are born to. But the man who has so used his
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the boy’s hospitality now, whatever craziness had
been on him when he accepted it.

He had been needed in Dyved once. Now he
was not needed anywhere ...

I dreamed something last night. What was it?
Like a black wing, memory brushed him, and was
gone.

Sunset was past when they saw the Gorsedd
Arberth, that mighty Mound that all men feared.
Flowers grew there, but no child ever plucked
them. Gold might well be buried there, with that
once great, now nameless King, but no robber was
fool enough to seek it. Many generations of lords
and warriors had avoided that Mound, as men
avoid a bed of hot coals. Only in evil times, when
trouble threatened the whole Tribe, had a few
Princes of Dyved gone up there, daring death.
The King who mounted that Mound was beaten
to death, or else he saw a wonder. . .

Pwyll had seen a wonder. He had sat upon that
Mound and seen its side open to let Rhiannon
ride out, upon a white horse and clad in a golden
gown. The Holy Bride meant for him. ..

But now that fabled Mound was quiet, purple
in the gray evening, and as they drew nearer they
saw smoke curling against its grim heights, and
then the palace huddled below it, the palace
where Pryderi had been born.

Pryderi gave a great shout of joy. “We are
here! Here!” And sped forward, too lost in his
gladness to notice Manawyddan’s silence.

The great doors yawned before them, as once
long ago they had yawned before Teyrnon and the
little Guri. The doorkeeper saw them, saw Pry-
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He took her outstretched hands, and by some
magic he was no longer embarrassed or ashamed.

They went inside, and the feast was spread be-
fore them, the feast that perhaps Rhiannon’s Birds
had told her to have ready. Kigva sat next to
Pryderi, but Rhiannon put Manawyddan between
her son and herself. And the son of Llyr could no
more look away from her than Pryderi could look
away from Kigva. The turn of her head, the lift-
ing of her hand, the shape of her mouth as she
spoke each new thought, all these were music.
Each brought her some new form of loveliness
that he thought could not be bettered, and then
she would move again, and the new sight ravish
him anew with fresh beauty.

He thought, She is as beautiful as she ever was.
She is more beautiful than she ever was. She has a
grace that makes youth seem boisterous and
crude,

But Pryderi and Kigva were well satisfied with
their youth. To each it seemed that nothing could
possibly be so fine and wonderful as the other.
They laughed and talked and ate together—
Pryderi ate a great deal—yet their eyes never left
each other. And as the night wore, they talked
less, and Kigva ceased to eat and drink at all.

At last the time came they longed for. The feast
was over, and the young King and Queen went to
bed together. Rhiannon went to her own sleeping-
place, and Manawyddan lay down in the one given
him. Yet his closed eyes still saw Rhiannon.

So it was for the next night, and the next. The
nobles of Dyved kept pouring in to welcome Pry-
deri home, and since those who had hoped to get
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his throne had to take care to shout their gladness
as loudly as those who really felt it (often they
. shouted louder), there was never a moment’s qui-
et. During those three days any man in that palace
at Arberth would have been hard put to it to hear
himself think.

Yet Manawyddan and Rhiannon talked togeth-
er, and heard only each other. Their minds and
their voices flowed together, as the voice and the
harp of the bard flow together. And the longer
Manawyddan looked at her and talked with her,
the more it seemed to him that that far-sung beau-
ty of the Queen of Dyved was sweeter and more
comfortable now in her fading than it had been in
her bright youth. She too had lost, and had wept
for her dead. In her too, as in him, were barren
places that never would blossom again, and where
she too must always be alone.

Yet she lived, as he lived, and she was lonely, as
he was lonely ...

And on the last night of the feast, when the
moon was well on her westward road, he said to
the young Lord of Dyved, “Pryderi, I would be
glad indeed for it to be as you said.”

“What was it he said?” asked Rhiannon, and
though her voice was curious, her mouth was not.
It had all knowledge, that mouth; it was sweet,
and a little wicked too.

Pryderi looked at her and cleared his throat,
then cleared it again. He had been too busy with
his own affairs to see how things were shaping
between his mother and his friend, and here, un-
der her eye, his offer did not sound quite as it had
when he had made it to Manawyddan. He had
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through her lashes, a quiet twinkle in her eyes,
and he smiled.

“Good morning to you, Lady.”

She smiled back and stretched herself as a cat
stretches. “It is a good morning. The best morning
that either of us has known for a long time. Did
you truly think, Lord, that you and that over-
grown child of mine could keep any secrets from
me? That I had not thought of this and willed it,
long before my boy thought of it and willed it?”

“Never, Lady. I feared that you had loved Pwyll
too much ever to be willing to take another man.”

She sobered. “I loved Pwyll, and I love him.
But he is gone, so here on earth there is nothing I
can do with that love. When my own son offered
me to you, when my Bird flew over you, and the
golden feather dropped at your feet, did you not
hear my call?”

“I thought I dreamed, Lady. Out of my own
longing, childishly.” '

She laughed softly; a tender, mocking laugh,
and rubbed her face against his. “True it is, as
they say: You are no claimant of lands or posses-
sions, Manawyddan.”

“I find myself enough to master, Lady. Without
struggling greedily for mastery over things that
perhaps should not belong to me.”

“None will call you greedy, Lord. You will al-
ways let Caswallon wear your crown—and well I
know why, who would hate as much as you to see
this island bathed in blood! You will never even
claim the son you yourself begot. And with all my
heart I thank you for that, who know how much it
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they undertook. His feet seemed to want to go
somewhere, yet to be unwilling to lift him from
his seat.

He did not eat. He only nibbled at his food and
then threw it away, and nothing could have been
more unlike Pryderi than that.

Kigva and Manawyddan sat and watched him,
in worried wonder. Rhiannon sat and watched
him awhile, then spoke.

“Son, it is a new face you have on, and I liked
the old one better.”

Pryderi threw back his head and looked at her
defiantly. “I do not like it either, and soon I am
going to have to do something that we will both
like less. For that Caswallon Mab Beli, who calls
himself High King now, will soon hear that I am
at home, if he has not heard it already, and if I do
not go to him and pay him homage, he will get
suspicious of me and maybe come after it.”

He stopped and glared at his mother, as if that
were her fault, and when she looked back at him
unmoved, he glared at the ceiling.

“I do not know what to do except to go and give
it to him, and if one must drink sour milk there is
no use in putting it off.”

He stopped again and looked very hard at the
floors and the walls and the ceiling. He carefully
looked anywhere and everywhere except at those
three he loved best.

He was afraid, desperately afraid of what they
might be thinking of him. Manawyddan, his right-
ful King, to whom this paying of homage to the
usurper might well seem both cowardice and
treachery. His mother, now rightful Queen over
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all the Island of the Mighty, who might well see
things in the same light. And Kigva—Kigva, who
had always thought him the bravest and strongest
of men. Able to tread all foes beneath his feet.

He waited for them to speak out, in a chorus of
amazed horror and wrath. He waited for them to
be silent, and their silence was what he thought
most likely, and feared the most.

What did happen startled him as nothing else
on earth could have done. Rhiannon took up a bit
of meat and remarked calmly and casually, yet
with admiration in her tone, “Son, you are
growing up.”

Manawyddan said, “It is the only thing you can
do. Dyved cannot stand alone against all the rest
of the Island of the Mighty, and by bringing me
here you must already have roused Caswallon’s
suspicions. You are right—the sooner you go to
him the better.”

“There is no such hurry on him as that.” Rhian-
non swallowed her meat hastily, then turned to
her son. “Indeed, Lord and dear, Caswallon is in
Kent, as either of you two men would have known
if you had bothered to ask questions. Wait until
he is nearer: do not seem too eager. And there is
this good in sour milk: it always keeps.”

“It does,” said Pryderi, greatly impressed. He
sighed with relief and leaned back in his chair;
then saw his breakfast, and went to work on it
with great vigor.

He was brave. For himself, he would gladly
have fought that usurping magician-king, for all
his power to slay invisibly. He did not admire
common sense, any more than any young man
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thing but truth between us, brother of Bran the
Blessed.”

Old wrath and old pain boiled up in
Manawyddan. For what his sister had suffered in
Ireland, for what Rhiannon had suffered here.

“Never would druids of the Old Tribes have let
their Queen or any other woman be used like a
she-ass—made to carry men on her back! Worse—to
be made to keep telling and retelling those other
women’s hideous lies, accusing herself of such
foulness! Their eyes would have pierced the lies—
have made the liars blubber and wail for mercy.
Pwyll was no Matholuch; only a decent man, striv-
ing to do his best for both his wife and his people.
But you druids—I know your wisdom and your
goodness, Pendaran Dyved, many times since then
they have been proved, but never will I under-
stand what was on you then!”

The old face grew grave. “I had no wisdom to
strive against what menaced Dyved then, Lord.
We druids here were all helpless: we looked into
the water and the crystal, and we could see noth-
ing but clouds. Only the Grayness—the Grayness.
It had Eyes. Only I ever saw those Eyes.” His face
twisted; he gasped. “They came to me in the
night. Their evil entered into me; made me mock
her and give the most brutal sentence that we
dared give, Lord. For the fear of Pwyll was on us
too. But those Eyes ... "

He struggled for breath. Manawyddan said
gently, “Peace be with you, Pendaran Dyved. If
you failed Rhiannon once, since then you have
guarded her long and well. I grieve that I remind-
ed you of what is over and done.”
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At first Caswallon was glad to see the boy. His
mind was not made up. Not until he saw that the
lad had manhood in him. That could be danger-
ous in. any man who still loved the House of Bran.
But most dangerous of all in the son of Manawyd-
dan son of Llyr.”

But if Caswallon had any inkling of that secret,
as yet he had given no sign of it. Eyes that last
night had watched the mind behind his face—the
trained mind that could be almost, but not quite,
as well guarded as that face—had found nothing.

The day wore. By twos and threes the feasters
woke and straggled out into the sun. Some of
them had headaches, and some of them had belly-
aches, and some of them had both, but when the
women brought out breakfast many of the young
men still had good appeties after all. Pryderi had,
and Caswallon sat beside him and made as much
of him as he had the night before. Drink never
turned Caswallon’s head.

The King had almost finished his breakfast
when his eye lit upon the tall shabby man who
stood among Pryderi’s men. His eyes met the
stranger’s eyes, and their gray directness puzzled
him. For a breath’s space memory flickered
through his mind then away again, as a moth or a
gnat flicks past a man’s face.

He said, “Pryderi, who is that tall fellow with
the harp? He is not dressed like your other men.”

Pryderi laughed. “That is a tactful way of put-
ting it, Lord. He joined me yesterday. I offered
him a new cloak, but he would not take it.”

The King frowned. “That is a queer way for a
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“Undo it then,” said Caswallon harshly.

The harper walked over to the head and picked
it up. He threw it toward the still twitching body
and it lit on the neck and promptly grew fast
there. The boy sprang up, looking startled. But
soon he looked more startled, for his face was
looking out over his back, not over his chest. His
head had been put on the wrong way round.

“Better for him to die than to live like that!”
said Caswallon violently.

“I am glad you think so,” said the stranger. He
went up to the boy then and put a hand on either
side of his face. Without effort he twisted the head
around until it faced the right way again.

“Get back into the bag now,” he said. “The lot
of you.”

They shrank and dwindled; the lovers became
the size of children, the dog became the size of a
pup, and the meat jumped out of its mouth and
became a whole hare again, though a tiny one.
They all ran for the bag and by the time they
reached it they were the size of dolls. They scram-
bled into it and were gone.

The stranger picked up his -bag and his harp
and started for the gate. But Caswallon’s voice
leapt after him like a spear. “Stop that man!” _

Men raced forward, massed themselves before
the gates, the sunlight gleaming on their spear-
points.

The bard stopped. Unhurried, the King walked
up to him. “So it is war, Manawyddan my cousin?”

No muscle of the other’s face changed. “It is
peace if you will have it, Caswallon.”

The High King laughed. “That is not for you to
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ly flesh. Let us waste no time in vain wonderings.
You are home again, Son; that is enough.”

“It is indeed!” Kigva caught his hand and
squeezed it. “But—" her eyes widened, “what if
that Caswallon visits us here sometime? I do not
want to sleep with him!”

Rhiannon laughed softly. “You will not have to,
child. That night I will put your shape on a cow
or a mare. Or a sherat if I can catch one. She
shiould make Caswallon a proper bedmate; true
flesh of his flesh.”

Pryderi and Kigva laughed heartily, but both
looked relieved. Pryderi said, “But what about my
fresh air? It seems to me that everybody in Dyved
wants to sit here and eat until next year.”

“Tell them you, who have been away so long,
wish to make the circuit of your dominions,” said
Rhiannon. “Indeed, it is high time you did just
that. Then every chief and rich farmer will go
home and make his house and folk fine for you.”

“And a good thing that will be too,” she told
Manawyddan later, when they were in bed. “For
though our many guests have brought many gifts,
the palace stores are getting low. When we our-
selves are the guests and our hosts have to furnish
all the food the feasts will not last so long.”

Manawyddan laughed and hugged her. “You
are a good housewife, Lady. You have learned the
ways of our world well. Yet sometimes I wonder—
can it be that you never regret your own?”

“Lord, I rode after Pwyll into the teeth of time,
that I knew must tear us and gut us and fling us
away like gnawed bones at last. I will not say I
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not make a prison of its memory, a walled place,
shutting others out. For every walled place is truly
a small place, cramping the body and the spirit.
And every man and woman is worthy of love, and
each calls forth a love that can be given only to
himself or herself, never to another. And I
remembered you, and knew that I loved you, and
that by that loving I need not cease to love Pwyll.
It is hard to make clear, that lesson. Do you un-
derstand, Lord?”

Manawyddan said, “I do.”

She shivered slightly. “Change will come again,
I know—change the child of time. And I fear
Caswallon your cousin. Do you really think that
he can take away the Holy Stones?”

“I think so. He is sure of it, and in matters that
deal with matter my cousin is no fool.”

“Would to the Mothers that you could have
kept him from tricking that promise out of Pry-
deri! Nothing could put such fear on the folk of
Dyved as the going of the Stones. And it will be a
weapon in the hands of the chiefs of the Seven
Cantrevs of Seissyllwch too. They do not love Pry-
deri.”

Manawyddan frowned. “I know. Those Seven
Cantrevs were part of Dyved until the New
Tribes came, and then, in Bran’s last year, because
the chiefs who held them were misusing the Old
Tribesmen still there—as Pwyll never used those
under him—my brother gave Pryderi leave to
break the peace and to take back those Seven
Cantrevs. And the poor folk in them have cause to
bless your son, but those chiefs will always curse
him.”
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“Yes.” She shivered again. “I am not likely to
forget that war, Lord. It was Pryderi’s first, and he
rode to it laughing. But I wondered if I ever
would laugh again in this body. If he had died
like his father...!”

His hand covered hers. “In the end you would
have blessed time again, Lady, but it would have
been hard.”

“Too hard!” She clutched at him and her body
shook. “That would have been the one thing I
could not have borne. No man ever can quite
understand the bond between a woman and the
child that is born of her body—not even you,
Manawyddan, wisest of men!”

“Something of that too I know, my Rhiannon.”
His voice was deep, heavy with unsayable things.
He held her, he spoke her name, but he saw, not
her face but Branwen’s face, as it had looked on
that black night outside Tara, when she had seen
her little son thrown into the fire by Evnissyen,
their hate-crazed brother; Evnissyen, who should
" never have been born.

Rhiannon heard and saw, she thought that his
pain was for what might have befallen Pryderi.
She said quickly, “Well I know that you love him
too, Lord! You have guarded him and watched
over him as well as any father could. But it is not
the same.”

He could not tell even her of Branwen, of that
old pain. He thought, This is excess, and there-
fore dangerous. Any lover has a right to die to
save the beloved. As I would have died for
Branwen, or Bran, or Nissyen. Or for Branwen’s
baby. But to lay all life waste because of what
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cannot be saved—that is to yield yourself up to the
Destroyer you hate. To set your will against the
will of the Mothers. But who am I to tell a woman
how to serve the Mothers?

Least of all this woman who had reawakened in
him the joy of life . ..

He said aloud, “Lady, many of the druids
Caswallon has talked with are wise men, though
he is not. And my heart tells me that it is right for
the Stones to go; that in their new home they will
be a wonder and a mystery to men through the
ages. As for Pryderi, we have given him life; from
now on all we can do for him is to give him what
love and counsel he is willing to accept from us.”

His lady smiled tolerantly and tenderly upon
him. She thought, So the wisest of men is as fool-
ish as the rest, after all.

They went on being happy. Earth was their
mother and their friend; for life itself is magical
and the Great Energy that shapes all things a
magician mightier than any Man of Illusion and
Fantasy that the Welsh ever knew. The miracles
we see daily seem commonplace and what the
Head of Bran did at Gwales wonderful, only be-
cause the one event is seldom heard of, and the
others happen all the time. Yet a Head that talks
after being cut from its shoulders is not, if we stop
to think, nearly so vast or all-moving a Mystery as
the wonders of growth, or of sunrise and sunset.

We have made of ‘“natural” and “everyday”
poor words, ordinary and trite, when they should
be the Word, full of awesome magic and might; of
cosmic power.

On Gwales, Manawyddan had been less awake



86 The Song of Rhiannon

than he was in Dyved. Or perhaps more awake,
because there he had lived in eternity, and outside
time. He had forgotten that Bran was dead, be-
cause Bran was there. Now he was caught again in
the ancient inexorable pattern of time and loss,
but again his feet were set upon a road, and the
new pattern was weaving round him, rich in color
and music. Rhiannon wove it, Rhiannon with her
deep eyes and her warm mouth and her under-
standing that usually was as full and sweet and
quiet as her breast. She was like cool water on
sun-baked earth; like a warm fire in the chill of an
autumn night.

“Best to love in the afternoon,” he told her
once. “After the storm, when the heart has learned
wisdom and the body is not yet too old. When
love is no longer strain and fear and wine that
goes to a man’s head, but the fire on his hearth
and the food on his table.”

She smiled her twisted smile, half elf’s, half
mother’s. “Pryderi and Kigva would think that
spent old man’s talk. They are eating each other
like honey. Am I no more to you now than a
well-burning faggot or a well-done joint of beef?
Time was when I could make a man drunk.”

His eyes danced. “Let us see what you can do
now. It is not spent I feel yet, Lady.”

And presently she said that he was not, in-
deed . ..

Winter laid whiteness upon the hillsides. The
winds shrieked and howled; they raged through
that ancient Ring of the Holy Stones, as if striving
to overturn what had stood before any green thing
grew on earth; before life first took on a shape
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But others said despairingly, “The High Druid
dreamed it. Upon the bull’s hide he dreamed.”

A few said, “Never would Pwyll have let the
Stones go. If he had been alive ...”

Yet fewer said, “If only he had married a wom-
an of his own people, begotten a son who cared for
his own folk ...”

Bent beneath that load that seemed more than
men could bear, Caswallon’s men toiled toward
the sea. Long and hard was that toil; their arms
were almost torn from their sockets, their backs
seemed bowed forever, but at last they came to
the gray billowing water, to the waiting rafts. By
sea the Stones fared then until they reached the
mouth of a river deep enough to float them. From
stream to stream they passed; long and winding as
a snake was that road. But at last they came to
their appointed place; in the midst of greenness,
within a ring of giant sarsen stones, their own

" Ring was set up again. The Holy Place stood, and
stands yet, and still men marvel.

Later men were to say that only magic could
have moved those Stones; that wise Merlin, Ar-
thur’s guardian, brought them from Ireland. And
indeed it may be that the New Tribes, or some
part of them, had come into Dyved from Ireland.

But the only magic that moved those Stones was
Caswallon’s shrewd and ruthless will. He planned
well.

In Dyved people still muttered, “Evil will
come. Our luck has gone with the First Folk.”

Summer wore. Their crops grew tall and gold-
en, but still they stared at the sky, in dread of
storm. All who could shunned the hills, but those
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shroud of silence. Many thought wistfully of the
torchlit hall where, but a little while before, they
had been so merry. Where now the servants were
eating the broken food left by the great ones—
could it really be only a few paces away?

Will we ever get back there? Ever laugh and
drink again? That mute cry rose from a hundred
hearts.

In the darkness Rhiannon’s hand slipped into
Manawyddan’s.

He said, “Fear nothing, my Queen. Had the
harvest not been good these ‘true companions’
might have seen signs bidding them slay him, but
not now. He has won back their love.”

She laughed shortly. “The last Prince who
mounted the Gorsedd before Pwyll died—beaten
to death with his own men’s spears, I think. But
that is not what I fear. Here on this Mound there
is indeed a door into another world—that I know
well, who once came through it.”

Manawyddan was silent, thinking of what else
might have come through it. Of that huge grisly
Arm that had taken her newborn son from her
side.

Rhiannon said, “There was no need for this.
Before the rain came I feared that he might have
to do it. But now, when all was welll What got
into him? If it is some spell that is on him,
drawing him to doom—" She shuddered.

Manawyddan said, “It is only himself. His pride
has been hurt. Also I think he truly fears that the
ill luck that came on us in Ireland clouded his
judgment and so made him lose the Stones.”

“And that too was only himself! His prudence
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Rhiannon said, “They do, but now the wine is
in them, and drowns all else. And maybe not only
wine. Do not begrudge them their moment of
being masters and mistresses of all they work for
every day, but never own.”

And indeed, all of them there on that dreaded
height felt like the dead looking back into the
world of the living. Into a space and a life already
far away, incredibly remote. Silence seemed to be
wrapping around them, fold after fold of it, an
ever-thickening cloak. It got into their mouths and
into their minds; it stole over them like sleep.

Then from far off, faintly, sweetly, came the
sound of music. Music more beautiful than the
song of birds, gentler than the lowest note of the
lullaby in the throat of a mother who lulls her
child to sleep.

Manawyddan felt peace coming over him and
his lids closing, and then suddenly he felt some-
thing else—a sharp, jabbing pain. He started
awake, reaching for his sword. But he saw no
monster, but only his lady’s white fingers leaving
his arm, and then a yelp told him that she had
also pinched her son.

“Ouch!” Pryderi rubbed himself. “It is my opin-
ion, Mother, that there has been nothing danger-
ous here on the Gorsedd since you came out of it!”

But Rhiannon did not seem to hear him. She
was looking into the vast dark sky, as if it were a
face, and hers was whiter than the moon could
ever make it. She was muttering, charms and
words of power, but the deep strong sound of
them, in some tongue that was soft as the rustling
of leaves; a tongue not of earth. Both men knew
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each other when they saw those little winged visi-
tors. ‘ '

“It is such shapes that the lesser druids claim to
see come forth from the mouths of the dying,” he
said. “Are all our people dead then? We have
found no bodies or bones.”

Rhiannon shook her head. “Hard it is to tell
what has happened. We do not know what glamour
may yet be over our own eyes. But I am sure that
our people have died no ordinary death. Maybe
they were too afraid, and all of them that was
gross matter shook to pieces under the force of His
will that sent this Illusion forth. For it is an Illu-
sion that has come on Dyved—a spell from my own
world, and so is Gwawl avenged at last.”

“You think that the Avenger was one, not
many?”’ '

Her eyes half closed. “I do not know. I cannot
say. It took great power.”

“Well, what matters is this—will what has been
done content the doer? Or the doers?”

She shivered as if a cold wind had touched her.
As if the inner light of her flickered in some
unearthly chill.

“Again I do not know. I cannot be sure—they
tried hard to take us that night. I used all the
power I had left, and when that was gone 'you
saved us. They may be satisfied, seeing us brought
down from kings and queens to wanderers in a
waste.”

“It is not a bad life this is,” said Manawyddan.
“We have our health and ourselves, and the sky is
blue above us, and the sun shines on us. If now we
have to hunt and fish to feed ourselves, yet the
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had the Holy Stones stayed at home in their an-
cient places.

Pryderi snorted. “Caswallon must be pleased.
He thinks he is rid of you for good.”

“So he is,” said Manawyddan. ‘“Certainly we
four never will go up against him in battle.
Doubtless he would make us welcome if we came
to his court seeking his bounty—then he could
show all men our poverty and his kindliness. But
that too I think we would not wish to do.”

Pryderi snorted again. “It is the last thing we
would do! And I think it would be the last, for I
would hate to trust my head long to that kind-
liness of his. The very thought makes it feel loose
on my shoulders.”

“You wrong him there,” said Manawyddan.
“None could be more tender of our lives. He
would, as I have said, make a great show of us.”

“We could go to Mith, the Ancient in
Gwynedd,” said Kigva. “He might be able to help
us. No man on earth is said to be mightier in
Illusion and Fantasy than He.”

“No power on earth could match the Power that
has struck down Dyved,” said Manawyddan.
“Caswallon knows that, or he would have sent
men here before now. But I have no doubt that
Math would hold out the hand of friendship to us
if we went to Gwynedd. A true friend’s hand, not
that of one who sought to glorify himself by parad-
ing our need.”

Pryderi said harshly, “I never will go as a beg-
gar to him whose fellow king I once was,” and
turned his back upon them all. Later he grew
friendly again and merry, indeed so very merry
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So, once again, the son of Llyr braced himself
for change.

Spring drew near. Every day Pryderi grew more
restless. He prowled up and down the lonely hall
of Arberth, and looked at the benches where once
had sat a host of men. And he seemed to look at
their silence and to listen to their emptiness, as if
both had been a cry.

The day came at last when he said, with energy,
“I cannot stand this. It is like being buried alive.
Let us go some place where there are people—
people who stay where they belong, and do not get
blown away.”

Rhiannon, who had been sewing, laid down her
work, and Manawyddan, who had been polishing
a spear, set it down. Both thought how glad the
people of Dyved would have been to stay where
they belonged, but neither of them said anything.
They knew the soreness that must be in Pryderi’s
heart; the sick cry that must rise there: If only I
had never mounted the Mound of Arberth . . .

He spoke again. He said, “Let us go where we
can hear a child squalling, or an old woman talk-
ing about how to cook beans, or a man boasting
about all the other men he has killed in battles he
never fought in. Once I thought those three
sounds the dullest that ever mauled a man’s ears,
but now I could love anything that made a noisel”

“It is true that it is very still here,” said Kigva.
Her bright eyes looked wistful, as if recalling all
the live, delightful noisiness that that hall had
once held.

She touched her ears, that perched delicately as
butterflies under her shining hair. “Indeed, ears,
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am very fond of you, but it is not fond at all I am
of any of my other relatives on your side of the
house.”

Rhiannon gave Manawyddan a wry smile. It
said, How little he dreams that I am the only one
of my House who has had anything to do with
this. Husband and wife had planned this small
magical trick between them; Caswallon was more
likely to hear of rich people than of poor ones.

Aloud she said, “The innkeeper may trust us
for a little while, but not long enough for us to go
back to Dyved and get more gold.”

“And what good would that do? It would turn
into more leaves on the way!” Pryderi laughed
angrily, but looked a little troubled. Never before
had the Lord of Dyved had any reason to worry
about debt,

“We could go to Caer Loyu,” said Kigva. *“No-
body would dare to stop us if we said we were
going there.”

Pryderi turned upon her sternly. “You are for-
getting that your father Gwynn Gloyu is dead, and
that your aunts the Nine Witches now rule in Caer
Loyu.”

“That makes no difference,” said Kigva. “When
he was alive they ruled there all the same. I know
that you do not like my aunts and that they do not
like you, but indeed,” she added reflectively, “they
never like anybody. Even me, of whom they are
very fond.”

“I will go anywhere and do anything except live
with your aunts!” said Pryderi violently.

“There are worse people than my aunts,” said
Kigva. “They will be glad to see us. They are
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undersell their competitors, but found that if they
did so they would not have enough profit left to
live.

There came a week when they ate lightly, and
the next week they ate more lightly still.

“Maybe there is some good in saddles after all,”
said Pryderi. “Leather is a little like meat.” He
rubbed his flattened belly and said, “It is hollow I
am. Hollow as the big tree that the birds used to
nest in at home.”

Manawyddan said, “We need some new thing.
Something to draw the customers’ eyes.”

That night he stayed up to make some more of
the Calch Llassar. He painted all his shields blue,
and then showed them, glowing like great jewels,
in the marketplace.

After that it seemed to rain blue shields and to
hail them and snow them. If a man did not have a
blue shield, he himself was blue, and he made
haste to get one, and so get back his own right
color. And if by any chance he did still like his old
shield and did not want to part with it, his woman
was blue, and could not be comforted until he got
himself a fine new blue shield, and looked as
smart as the men of other women.

But the local shieldmakers were bluer than any-
body else, for nobody bought anything of them
any more.

Rhiannon said to Manawyddan, “Lord, what if
that happens which happened before?”

“Let it,” said Pryderi comfortably. There was a
large haunch of beef before him, and as he spoke
he cut a large slice off it. “If the other shieldmak-
ers want to kill us we can always kill them.”
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“I am not,” said Pryderi. “What I am tired
of—very tired of—is not trying to kill them.”

“Son,” said Rhiannon, “your father is right.
Here we must try to keep out of trouble.”

“I need exercise,” said Pryderi. “I cannot get it
sitting in a shop. I need a fight. And I do not
know the singlest, smallest thing about shoemak-
ing.”

“I do,” said Manawyddan, “and I will teach you
to stitch. We will not try to dress the leather, we
will buy it already dressed, and then cut the shoes
out of it.”

“Indeed,” said Pryderi, “I would rather be cut-
ting the heads off those people that keep running
us out of town.” But he subsided then; that was
his last protest,

The Mabinogi says that Manawyddan bought
the best leather that was to be had in town, and
that he found the best goldsmith in town, and had
him make gilded clasps for the shoes. He watched
that making until he knew the method of it. Then
he gilded, not only the clasps, but the shoes them-
selves. They shone like gold; no shoes so beautiful
were ever seen in the Island of the Mighty save
those that Gwydion made, the golden-tongued son
of Don, when he too played shoemaker in order to
trick sun-bright Arianrhod and so get a name for
that little son of theirs whom she hated and he
loved. But all that befell in later times.

Kigva and Rhiannon marveled at that first pair
of golden shoes. They held them up this way and
that way and several other ways, and were delight-
ed and dazzled by them.

Pryderi whistled. “I would hate to be in the
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to that quiet palace waiting with the golden sun
upon it, and its lonely chambers all dark and still
within.

They built a cooking fire, and pastured the cow
that they had brought with them. They tried to
talk, but the silence seemed to drown their voices.
Those desolate chambers seemed to have a dead
feeling that they had never had before, as if the
voices of all those people who had been violently
swept away from their life here cried mutely from
the walls. Cried for warmth and breath, and all
that they had been deprived of.

Toward evening that silence was broken, shat-
tered by a great belling of hounds.

Pryderi ran out through the palace deors and
was all but knocked down by a rush of upward-
leaping paws, and upward-leaping bodies, and
frantically licking tongues.

“It is my dogs!” he cried. “My dogs!”

He patted this one’s head, and scratched that
one under the chin, and another behind the left
ear, and yet another behind the right ear. He
patted and scratched and tickled, and they leapt
and licked and wagged their tails as if they would
wag them off.

“I have come back to you, my darlings!” he
exulted. “I have come back.” And his eye beamed
with tenderness and pity for them, who had
thought that they had lost him.

Then suddenly he sobered; looked down upon
them with an eye grown stern. “Indeed, it was not
I that ran off and left you. I had not seen you for
years before I went. You must have run away.”

The dogs whined. They looked back uneasily
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toward the dark forest from which they had come.
Their hackles rose and they whined again and
shivered, and crouched down as close to Pryderi as
they could get, looking up at him with great trou-
bled eyes, as if trying to tell him something.

Rhiannon said quietly, “The dogs did not run
away, Son. They were taken...”

She and the others had followed him out, and
Pryderi swung round to her, silent for a breath’s
space. Then he said, quickly and sharply, “But
they have come back!”

His words were a statement, but his eyes were
questions, bright and eager, and Kigva slipped her
hand into his. She breathed softly, round-eyed,
“Do you suppose that some day the people could
come back too?”

Rhiannon shook her head. “Anything could
happen. But I do not think that that will. Build
no hopes upon it, children.”

“But the dogs were not killed! They have come
back. They are herel”

Both young people had spoken together, and
Pryderi added, looking down at the dogs and
scratching his head, “But where have they been
all this time? And how did they get back from
there?”

“Ask those questions of Whatever took them,
Son. But no—I pray to the Mothers that you may
never get the chance.”

Something in Rhiannon’s voice brought back
the silence. As if a great cold finger had been laid
suddenly upon each of their hearts...

Then one of the dogs whined again, and Pry-
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The sun, the golden lady of day, fought to
pierce that silver veil. As a man may see his own
face dimly mirrored in deep water, so moon-pale
images of her glimmered here and there among
the trees. One seemed to be sinking straight ahead
of them, shining in the green dusk.

Manawyddan said in wonder, “I have seen such
sights beside the Usk, but never this far west.”

But at that very moment the dogs set up a great
barking, Like a flight of thrown spears they shot
forward, and with a gleeful shout Pryderi plunged
after them. Manawyddan followed, running as fast
as he could.

The race ended as suddenly as it had begun.
The dogs stopped, growling, before a thick green
bush. For a last dizzy moment, as he ran,
Manawyddan thought he saw that mock moon
sinking, in a flash of white light, behind that
same bush. Then he stood beside Pryderi, panting
and rubbing his eyes.

The dogs turned and ran back to the men.
Their hair bristled; it stood straight up on their
backs. They were afraid, desperately afraid; they
who never before had shown fear of any quarry.

Pryderi laughed. “Let us go up to that bush,
and see what is hiding in it.” His eyes shone.
Excitement was on him, like a kind of drunken-
ness. )

He sprang toward the bush.

Like lightning a huge gleaming body leapt
from its green shelter; leapt and was gone.

But not far. It turned and stood, its small evil
eyes flaming, its terrible curved tusks ready. It was
a wild boar, a pure white boar, and there was
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something awful in that whiteness, A chill as of a
color (or a colorlessness) too white to have any
place in all nature. To the son of Llyr it seemed
the chilling, repulsive whiteness of death.

Pryderi did not feel it. His face flaimed with
delight. “At him, Gwythur! After him, Kaw! Get
him, Fflam! Take him, my darlings!”

Always before they had leapt at that command,
joyous and arrow-swift. But now they shrank and
cowered; they looked up at him piteously, as if to
say, “We would love to kill him. We would love
to please you. But we dare not—we dare not . . .”

He was inexorable. “At him! Are you dogs, or
are you mice?” '

They could not bear that; they charged.

The boar stood and fought them, savagely. He
ripped up one on his tusks, and the others wav-
ered, then charged him again.

Pryderi, seeing his dog killed, charged too, yel-
ling with fury. Again Manawyddan ran as fast as
he could, fear tearing his heart, striving to reach
his son before Pryderi and the boar met.

The dogs were still snarling and leaping, but
the white boar seemed to be playing with them,
To be waiting for their master.

Not ten feet from him, Manawyddan caught up
with Pryderi. Side by side, they rushed on. Then
and not until then, the boar turned and fled. Was
off, incredibly swift, incredibly, deathly white,
into the forest.

Pryderi sped after him, shouting to the dogs.
Manawyddan was left behind again. He could not
keep up with them; his legs had not the springy
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pain enough from the sight of her pain. He saw
now that he was to have an even more bitter cup to
drink.

“Lady,” he said, “this is what happened.”

She listened, her face whitening until it grew as
white as death. All the life that drained out of it
seemed to burn in her eyes, They flamed; they
blazed. They were not Rhiannon’s eyes, but only
the eyes of Pryderi’s mother, and behind her of
all that vast long line of mothers, scaly and furred,
hairy and hairless, that have been robbed of their
young since time began. Manawyddan wished
with all his heart that she were still Rhiannon, his
Rhiannon, for he had his own grief, and he was
very tired. Stupid with fatigue, he groped for
words to reach her, to bring her back; at least to
comfort her a little.

He ended, “Lady, do not give up hope. For you
know, better than we who are earth-born, that it is
unlikely that he has died an ordinary death.”

Quick as lightning, and as terrible, her wrath
lashed at him. “Man without honor, without cour-
age! A bad comrade you have been, and a good
comrade you have lost!”

As flame darts over dry leaves she darted past
him, and was gone.

He followed her out into the night; he cried her
name. “Rhiannon, Rhiannon!” But he caught only
a glimpse of her, a tall slender shape vanishing
into the rising mists.

He still followed, still calling desperately, “Rhi-
annon! Rhiannon!” But he was spent and dizzy
and his whole body ached; and she was fresh, and
of a less weighty make than the women born into
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upon a bull’s hide. Only they of the New Tribes,
that learned druidry from us, but still refuse to
live by the Ancient Harmonies, ever needed such
devices to focus the Eye within.”

Kigva thought that over. “I have heard Pen-
daran Dyved say such things, Lord, and he talking
with Rhiannon. But if things that cannot move of
themselves truly have no power over men, why
did all our ill luck come on us after Caswallon
took away the Holy Stones?”’

Manawyddan said slowly, “To us four the tak-
ing of the Stones made no difference. But to the
people of Dyved—who knows? Generations of faith
and worship may pour power into a thing even as
sailors putting out to sea pour water—that may
well mean life to them—into jug or cask. And
when the Stones went, they of Dyved who so long
had put their faith in them may not have had
power enough left to withstand the fear that
shook them out of life and time.”

Kigva thought again, then shook her head.
“Lord, I would like to say I see. But the truth is
that I do not see at all.”

They went on awhile, then she spoke again.
“Lord, next year will be the seventh year since the
Great Storm. Folk say that in the seventh year,
and in it only, can Otherworldly spells be broken
and all that has been taken away be brought back.
Could all Dyved come back? Could—even they
come back?”

Manawyddan knew who she meant by “they.”
He said gently, “Pray to the Mothers that it may
be so, child. But do not set your hopes upon it.”

She spoke no more that night.
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Cold and lonely was that journey. Winter’s
teeth already were biting, frost-white, through the
autumn winds. The trees that at first flamed like
torches soon were stripped and bare, their naked
boughs shivering in the gusts, the fallen leaves
beneath them brown as themselves. All their brief
glory of red and gold was gone, withered as their
summer greenness. Soon man and girl wore their
heavy cloaks even at midday, and when night
came they tethered the donkeys where the trees
grew lowest, and there was most shelter.

“This is not nice,” Kigva said once, shivering as
the wind’s teeth sought to pierce her cloak. She
drew the good wool closer around her.

“It will be worse,” said Manawyddan, looking
worriedly at the vast, darkening cloud masses
above them, “if rain comes.”

Before long rain did come. Cold and gray it
beat upon them, soaked them through. It turned
their sodden clothes from friends to foes; foes that
clung clammily, implacably, to their chilled wet
bodies. Mists hid all. Long before night came they
were stumbling, squishing blindly through un-
seen, clawing entanglements of branch and briar.
When night came the blackness was utter; they
could not light a fire. If Manawyddan’s long, pa-
tient labor did raise a spark from the damp fag-
gots they gathered, the black, savage downpour
beat it out.

They went on unrested, unwarmed by food or
drink. The next day was the same, and the next
night.

On the third day the ground became more
stony, ceased to suck at their wet feet.
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you what happened on the night of the Great
Storm.”

The bogey shivered again. “I would rather wag
my tongue about anything else. I never think
about that night. I have forgotten as much about
it as I could.”

“Yet this once remember all you can. Tell me
all you can. I will not ask it of you again.”

“Well, as I said, Lord, the old couple slept. And
my work was done, so I listened to them snore, as
I had many another night. They did not do it in
tune, and sometimes one of them did it louder
than the other, and all those snorts and wheezes
and rumbles were very interesting to listen to.
More entertaining than the noises the old folk
made when they were awake.”

“You still play with words. Get to the point.”

“I am doing what you asked, Lord; telling you
everything I can remember. That was a night like
many other nights. And then the thunder came.”
He paused, and this time Manawyddan waited,
and did not hurry him.

“The thunder came, and then the rain, and the
great winds.” The bogey shuddered. ‘“There are
always riders on the winds, but that night there
were many, many. Not your ordinary human
dead, that look down with regret and longing or
else with forgiving friendliness—maybe even a lit-
tle wink—upon this earth that once they walked.
There was no regret in these, and no friendliness.
Only power; power, and the will to destroy. I was
afraid.” Again he stopped, his teeth chattering.

“What did they look like, those riders?” urged
Manawyddan, “Tell me.”
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and there, and then flew away again. But I knew
them.

“Sometimes they used to come back, often at
first. I could tell which was the woman by the way
she hovered over her possessions, and sometimes
lit on them and felt them with her feelers, as if
loving them and remembering. But that was all
she could do, and in time I grew tired of it, and of
their queer fluttery ways, and began chasing them
out whenever they flew in.”

“That was very cruel of you,” said Manawyddan.

“It was very bogeyish,” said the bogey.

Toward sunset Manawyddan and Kigva and the
donkeys came to Arberth. And never had Mana-
wyddan been better pleased than when he saw his
home again, and the green lands where he had
walked with Rhiannon and Pryderi. Never before
had he realized how fully it had become home,
this house where his son had been born, though
he had not.

Even to see Harlech again would not be like
this. Harlech was my home because it was Bran’s
home; there I laughed and worked with my broth-
er and helped him—or thought I helped him—to
build peace and happiness for the world we knew.
To weld Old Tribes and New into one people. But
here I lived with Rhiannon; here in our youth and
her ignorance we joyously begot our son; here in
our ripeness and in our knowledge we loved. We
too laughed and built and worked together; for
ourselves and for those who would come after us;
some of them of our own blood. Now has all that
too come to nothing?
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His mind said yes; all the quiet ruin around
him said it. Yet in his heart the foolish-seeming
gladness would not die.

Kigva, watching his face, braced herself and
thought sturdily, He is getting old. I have acted
like a little girl, making him bear my tears and
my fears and my loss, that is no greater than his.
From now on I must be strong. Let him sit and
dream; his time for that is coming, and he has
earned it.

And she thought with wonder that she loved
him better than she ever had her own father
Gwynn Gloyu, that great, swaggering warrior who
had tried so hard to be a man in spite of the Nine
Witches, and never had quite brought it off . . .

Somehow the great lonely halls of Arberth
seemed to have a quiet friendliness about them
that night; not the chill and crying emptiness the
homecomers had feared. And when she and
Manawyddan had unloaded the donkeys and
made them comfortable, Kigva set herself to cook
the best supper that she ever had cooked. She
succeeded: both to her surprise and Manawyddan’s
it was as good as any that Rhiannon had ever set
before them. Not until later, when she had gone
to bed, did the son of Llyr find out why.

He was sitting alone beside the fire when in the
shadows something moved. He started, then re-
laxed. Good would be any ghost that came here.
Perhaps it is my wife; or my boy.

It came nearer, out of the shadows, into the
light. Something more solid than memory; some-
thing small and brown and gnarled.

“I am here,” said the bogey.
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too for a bowl of milk and bread to be set out
every night for a bogey. 1f she is careless—if the
milk has begun to sour, or the bread is just a wee
bit stale—then she must pay. That too is a bogey’s
right; worth even freezing in the upper air for.”

“I think you had better go home,” said
Manawyddan.

“Lord, I would not scald her in any place where
it would show! I might trip her up now and then,
but I would not break an arm or leg on her—that I
swear. By the sun and the moon, and by the oath
that bogies swear by.” .

“Bogey, I thank you for a good dinner, but my
daughter and I can manage by ourselves. Good-
bye.”

“Are you sure, Lord? That girl is so clumsy that
she could have worse accidents by herself than I
would ever arrange for her. She likes and under-
stands nothing about a kitchen, and nothing in a
kitchen likes or understands her.”

“Are you threatening us?”” Manawyddan’s voice
was suddenly silken-soft. All the bogey’s whiskers
stood up in alarm.

“No, Lord. Into many houses I could enter un-
seen and make mischief, but here I dare not risk
it. A man of knowledge like you would find me
out. But consider—think of the meals you had
yesterday and today, and of all the ones you had
before. And a young woman gets above herself
when all goes well and she thinks that she is doing
it all herself—she needs a lesson. And both in the
kitchen and out of it she is the better for having
learned one. Think of your comfort and of the
girl’s own good, Lord. I will do her no real harm.”
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Manawyddan said, “I myself will prepare and
set out your bowl each evening, and if you have
any objections to what is in it, we will fight them
out together. But raise one burn or one bruise on
Kigva, and I will blow you away into the upper
air for three times seven generations. That I swear
by the sun and the moon, and by the oath my
people swear by.”

The bogey brightened. “Lord, I will watch over
her as if she were the tenderest of lamb roasts.”

And so he did. From that day on, no man and
woman could have fared better than Manawyddan
and Kigva did. When he hunted and brought
home game, the meat never burned, and if Kigva
gathered herbs that were too green, they somehow
ripened in the pot. And when she did her washing,
the dirt came out as easily as if it had only been
perching like a bird on the top of the cloth, and
never had got down into it at all.

Kigva always had been one for losing things too,
but now she could find whatever she wanted at
once, even when she could have sworn that she
never had put it in the place where it suddenly
appeared under her nose.

All this good luck and easy living began to get
on her nerves. She tried to think that Rhiannon
was watching over her and helping her, but the
Presence that she sometimes felt near her did not
seem at all like Rhiannon’s.

Then one night on her way to bed she remem-
bered she had forgotten something and turned
back to the kitchen to see to it. She saw
Manawyddan setting out the bowl of milk and
bread, and understood.
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“Lord, there is a bogey in this house!”

“Let there be no fright on you for that, girl,”
said Manawyddan placidly. “He does no harm. He
only helps.”

“There is no fright on me,” said Kigva. “Is the
niece of Nine Witches to be frightened of a little
mite of a bogey? But indeed—"" and as she thought
things over her face lengthened until it became
very long indeed, “this does explain things. Too
many things.”

After that she was more nervous than ever, and
the bogey complained to Manawyddan. “It is even
harder than it was to keep her from having acci-
dents, Lord. I never saw such a girl for doing
things wrong.”

Kigva complained too. “It is hard on me always
to be wondering where he is. Whether he is in
front of me or behind me, or on which side of me
he is. To know that he is watching me, and that
whatever I do I cannot get away from him. And I
always feel that he is laughing at me, Lord.”

“I am not,” said the bogey, who was still there.
“She makes me too much work for that.”

“Can you not feel grateful for his help?” said
Manawyddan.

“He is very useful,” said Kigva, “and indeed 1
wish he were a bother. I wish now that I had let
my aunts teach me magic, as they wished to do.
But witches always use black magic; they sing a
great many incantations over a great many bub-
bling cauldrons full of queer things. I never felt
that I could bear to memorize all those rigmaroles
and then sing them in the middle of such a bad
smell. Butif I had...”
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“He does not stay with you except when you are
at work,” said Manawyddan comfortingly. “He
and I understand each other. There is no need for
you to worry your head about him.”

“What head she has,” said the bogey, grinning.

The bogey was a great help to Kigva, but he
was also an insult. She could no longer take pride
in her own handiwork, knowing how much of it
was likely to be his, and to have too little pride is
as unhealthy for either man or woman as it is to
have too much. Manawyddan saw her trouble and
pitied it but he did not know what to do. His
bargain with the bogey was made, and he pitied
the gnome’s loneliness too.

Winter howled over the land. Ice covered the
rivers, snow whitened the brown earth and made
shining lacy beauty of the leafless trees. Winds
beat against the palace walls; sharp as knives,
stronger than the arms of men, they tore at the
thatched roof. Manawyddan had to climb up to
mend it, and the bogey went along to help him.
Kigva burned a batch of bread in the kitchen, and
clapped her hands for joy.

Now if I work fast I can make and bake the
next batch by myself. O Mothers, let it be good!

It was. That night, when at last the tired
Manawyddan was safe back in the warm hall, she
served it proudly and he complimented her upan
it. Her face shone like the long-gone summer sun.

“Indeed, Lord, now you see that it was a good
thing to have that bogey up there with you, keep-
ing you from breaking a leg on that slippery roof,
and not bothering me in my nice kitchen!”
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Spring came at last. Ice and snow melted; under
the brown bark of the trees and under the brown
breast of the Mother a multitude of tiny lives
stirred; they that rise up to make all greenness,
leaves and grass and moss.

Manawyddan took the last load of grain, the
one he had saved for seed. He chose three fields, he
ploughed and he planted. The bogey went with
him and helped him, so once more Kigva had
peace in her Kkitchen. Sometimes things went
wrong, but often they went right. She was learn-
ing; given time, her hurt pride, her desire to show
that she could do things well by herself, would
make an excellent cook of her.

- Summer came, with her arms full of flowers;
that most ancient bride who is ever honey-sweet,
ever-young; she that rises in ever-renewed maiden-
hood to be clasped in the arms of the Young God,
Her deliverer. He whose warm winds stir Her to
inexhaustible and joyous motherhood.

She came, and the wheat in the three fields
sprang up. The Mabinogi says that no wheat in the
world ever sprang up better.

The bogey looked at it and not only grew three
feet tall, but stayed that way. He said to himself,
This is the fruit of my help.

Manawyddan and Kigva looked, and were hap-
py. She said, “Next winter we will have plenty of
meal, Lord.”

There had been a little time, when the meal
had grown low and what grain was left had to be
saved for seed, when the ice still covered the fish,
and it was not safe to track game far in the snowy
woods, when they had been hungry. Not hungry
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through that air to land quietly on the table, she
even smiled and said, “Thank you, bogey.”

They ate and slept, but the blackness of night
had hardly begun to pale before the oncoming
tread of morning’s bright feet when Manawyddan
rose. He breakfasted, and set out.

He saw the stars twinkle and go out, vamshmg
into the grayness like golden jewels snatched away
by unseen mighty hands. He felt the dew upon his
face, like heavy tears except that it was cold.

He walked under a gray heaven, through a gray
land, for as yet the dawn was not strong enough
for color, that eldest child of light, to be reborn.
He thought suddenly, coldly, Grayness, grayness—
Like a bird, the half memory hovered above his
head in that pale darkness, then flew away and
was gone.

He came to the field; and he stopped stock-still.
For nothing but ruin was there. All was trampled
and crushed as if by a herd of great beasts. He
went through the field from end to end, and saw
that not only was every stalk trampled flat, but
that every ear of wheat had been cut from each
stalk, as cleanly as with a knife, and that each ear
was gone. v

Nothing but straw was left.

He went to look at the second field, and every
stalk in it stood upright, straight as a young war-
rior or a young tree. Tall and golden, and heavy
with ears of the finest wheat. He stood and looked
at it long, his gray eyes narrowed. Then, I will
reap this one tomorrow, he told himself.

“Why tomorrow? We will reap it today!” Kigva
raged, when he came home and told her what had
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follow us or worry. I drugged her as you bade me,
though I still think hers was the better plan. I do
not know what made me foolish enough to come
with you myself.”

“You were indeed a fool. Your being is too light
and small to face What will come here tonight.
Go—go before you get yourself blown away, not
for twice seven aeons, but forever.”

“I would,” said the bogey, “if I dared.” He shiv-
ered. “Whatever is coming is already on Its way. I
can feel that, though I cannot tell from which
direction It is coming. Maybe It is vast enough to
come from all ways at once.”

“Then lie still; maybe you can escape Its notice.
Do nothing, for you cannot help me.” :

“You cannot help yourself either,” said the bo-
gey.

“I can try. That is what men are sent to earth
for: to learn and to try.”

The bogey made no answer. They listened
~ hard, but they heard nothing but the silence;
silence that is always a web of a myriad of tiny,
interlacing sounds. Their own breathing became
strands in that web; part of its dreadful, waiting
quiet.

But nothing happened. Not one footfall out of
all those pattering clawed softnesses came near
them. Not one sound took on size or purpose; any
purpose that had to do with them . . .

The moon rose higher. The night wore. Mid-
night came.

It happened then. That terrible, blazing spear
of light shot out, stretching from end to end of
heaven, slashing across the moon’s bright face. All
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“Well, good luck be with you!” said the bogey.
“I am not brave enough to go with you this time.”
And he turned and trotted back down the moun-
tainside.

Manawyddan went on. He knew that now in-
deed he was utterly alone; beyond all help from
creatures of earth or even the loving dead. He had
only himself to rely on now, and he knew that
beside the powers of the Adversary any arts he
knew were like a child’s toys against the weapons
of a man. ‘

He came to the top of the Gorsedd; he came to
its highest part. And there, with the red light
beating down upon him, he set up two sticks.
Only the crossbeam was needed to make a gallows.
As he reached for the third stick he stopped stock-
still, and his hand dropped at his side.

A bard was coming toward him; not a true bard
but a singer of the lower rank, an old man in old,
threadbare clothes. The man smiled at him and
tried to meet his eyes, and Manawyddan suddenly
knew that it would not be good to look long into
those eyes. They were deep and strange, and as
gray as his own.

“Lord,” said the stranger, “Good day to you.”

“The same to you, and my greeting, singer. But
where have you come from?”

The stranger went on smiling; his eyes were
still trying to catch Manawyddan’s. “I have been
singing these many moons in Lloegyr, Lord. Why
do you ask?”

“Because for seven years I have seen no human
beings in this land but four of my own family, and
now yourself. And it is quickly and strangely you
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sickle. That ring was of the holy mystic stone
called Glain Neidr; that stone is made by ser-
pents, and both its making and its using are
among the Mysteries.

Behind him his following stretched down to the
plain; splendidly dressed men in splendid chariots
of bronze, drawn by the finest horses that the son
of Llyr had ever seen. How far that line stretched
he could not tell, yet he knew that it was better to
look at it than into the face of the High Druid,
and one quick flashing glance at those oncoming
men told him much.

Their eyes were too bright, as their Lord’s own
were too bright, yet each man’s eyes were subtly,
strangely vacant. Not of sight, but of self. Each
was like a single facet of a jewel, mirroring but a
single beam of the light that blazed through those
tremendous, sunlike, Otherworldly eyes that shone
through the whole company as through a mask.

Eyes that must blaze directly from the High
Druid’s own proud, serene face.

Manawyddan clutched the mouse closer. With
his free hand he set the point of his knife at its
throat.

“Your blessing, Lord Druid.” Reverently he
spoke, looking carefully past that noble, high-held
head.

“You have it, my son.” The deep voice seemed
to enfold him like water, with the depth and
softness and strength of sun-warmed water. To lap
at the edges of his mind steadily, gently, inexor-
ably, as waves lap at the rocks that in the end they
will wear away.

“Is not that a mouse in your hand, my son?”
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Still that soft, enfolding pressure, tightening a lit-
tle, like a snake’s coils.. ..

Courage came to Manawyddan. He raised his
eyes and met those eyes that were beaming mildly,
benevolently, too dazzlingly, upon him. Eyes that
he knew, yet now was seeing more fully than he
ever had seen them before, their unearthliness
burning through the veils.

“It is a mouse,” he said, “and she has robbed
me.”

Still those dazzling eyes beamed mildly, benevo-
lently upon him. “Well, since I have come in the
hour of this vermin’s doom, I will ransom it from
you. We who are Lords of Life like not to see the
taking of life. Especially when the creature is with
young, and so sacred to the Mothers.”

“By the Mothers themselves, I will not free it!”

“Look first at the ransom I offer.”

But this time Manawyddan turned his eyes
away from the shower of gold, and would not
look. Not though its luster seemed to fill the air
around the High Druid as though with fire. Not
though it glowed so fiercely that the sun-
brightness of it burned through his closed eyelids.

“I will give you all this gold and more than the
gold.” Again the deep voice enfolded him. “I will
give you all these horses you see here and upon
the plain, and I will give you the chariots they
draw, and all the treasures they carry.”

“I will not set the beast free.” Somehow
Manawyddan got the words out. It was hard, hard
as pushing heavy stones uphill, yet he knew that
he was winning. The unearthly force that was in
him, as in all men, was standing firm. Eyes and
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voice were losing their power over him slowly, bit
by bit.

But now the resonant deep voice changed; grew
stern. “You who come of the Kings of the Old
Tribes will violate the Ancient Harmonies? Slay
the mother who is heavy with young?”’

The hand that held the sickle was lifted, as if to
curse. But it was no fear of curse or sickle that
made Manawyddan shrink back, made his tor-
tured hands close tighter on knife and mouse. The
light of the ring, of the Glain Neidr, was burning
through his closed lids. Burning with terrible, un-
guessable splendor, burning him with all the cold
fire in all the eyes of all the snakes that ever
lived...

He could see it. He could see that shining death
as clearly as if his eyes were open and he held it in
his own hand.

Desperately, agonizingly, he raised up other
images to set between himself and it. The face of
Rhiannon, young and tender, as a ray of moon-
light fell upon it that night when he begot Pry-
deri. That same face, aged but more deeply beau-
tiful, that second night when she lay beside him at
Arberth, knowing him now, truly his. Pryderi
himself, laughing and playing with his dogs; the
" dogs that the Mound had swallowed.

He opened his eyes; he looked straight into the
eyes of his tormentor. Not striving to match spar-
kling fire with fire, but with that sea-cold, sea-gray
look that had been Llyr's. That kept always its
own chill, quiet depths.

“I will take no price that you have offered, O
Gray Man, Son of Him that Hides in the Wood.
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few weals you speak of were fresh and not so few.
Never will I forget that outrage; it is beyond your
understanding, man of a low, gross world. In
Annwn, the first world above yours, there is still
violence; Pwyll won Arawn’s friendship by killing
for him.* But in the Bright World we have out-
grown violence. We still war, but with magic and
trickery, we who have far more brain than you to
trick with—and other powers you cannot dream of.
We hate the sight and smell of blood, and any
sight or sound of the pain of the body. Those gross
evils we have banished.”

“I am glad to hear it,” said Manawyddan dryly,
“considering how long you have held Rhiannon
and Pryderi prisoners.”

“I have not hurt them,” said the Gray Man.
“Though I have taken pains to inconvenience
them, and wish now that I had taken more.” He
sighed. “Rhiannon did evil—such evil as the
Bright World had never seen—when she plotted
that violence against Gwawl. For that blasphemous
invasion I blasted all Dyved; I meant to keep it a
desert forever.”

“So you might have had you let well enough
alone. Had you been satisfied with the capture of
Rhiannon and Pryderi I never could have reached
you.”

The Gray Man said grimly; “You sowed grain
where I would have no grain grow. You made
fruitful a tiny patch of My wilderness.”

“A small patch, surely. Kigva and I were not
young lovers who might have repeopled the land.”

®See the First Branch of the Mabinogi.
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your minds, earth-fool. We can see your thoughts
and if we please we can play with them, as a cat
with mice. Use you as the tiny beings of the air
use you, they that you cannot see, yet that bring
sickness and death on you. Wise men of the future
will learn that much—soon, as I count time—but in
their puffed-up pride it will never occur to them
that they are being used by their betters as well as
by their inferiors.”

“If you mean that we are only your puppets,”
said Manawyddan, “I do not believe you. We can
think of enough ways to hurt ourselves.”

“I do not deny it. And of yourselves, as you have
said, you can love. Most of the time we leave you
to your own folly—but sometimes we have a pur-
pose that you can serve.”

“Not often, I hope,” said Manawyddan.

“No. And when we do, we usually help you, as
the higher should help the lower. I think that no
Lord of the Bright World will invade earth open-
ly again. Mind is growing stronger, even among
mortal men, and the walls between the worlds are
growing firmer. We may play with your thoughts
again, but only with your thoughts.”

“Remember your oath, and do not play with
mine, Lord. I have had enough of playing cat to
your mouse.”

Those last words reminded Manawyddan of
something. He turned to that young Queen of the
Bright World. “I am sorry to have put fear and
trouble on you, Lady, but I was sorely pressed.”

She smiled. “Truly you put fear on me, Lord.
Had you hanged me, my child would have had to
find another body, and my Lord might have had
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“I know I have,” said the bogey. “I am not
embarrassed because I did not go up onto the
Mound with you; I could have done nothing
there. I did catch the mouse.”

“You did indeed.”

“And for that you never could thank me
enough. But I can do no more for you. Rhiannon
does not need me, and besides, she can see me,
and that would make it risky to play tricks on her.
I did manage to play a few on Kigva, in spite of
you.”

“Are you sure of that?”

“Yes.” The bogey grinned. “I can afford to own
up now. I am going back to the shepherd’s hut.
They need me there. I can do things for them and
to them, and make them marvel at my clever-
ness.”

“Do not do too many things to them . .. And
good luck be with you.”

“And with you, Lord.” The bogey vanished.

Manawyddan sat alone again, and wondered if
he had ever really played any tricks on Kigva, or
had only boasted of what he would have liked to
do.

He rose and walked a little way from the palace
and listened to the hum of the evening. To the
gentle music of the open fields, it that at nightfall
is more soothing than any other sound of earth.
He saw those fields, their gold dulled by the twi-
light, and above them the white width of the sky,
vast beyond belief; darkening now, yet pure still
with the purity of its unearthliness that mirrored
the infinite. He heard the low chirping of birds,
settling themselves for sleep, and he smiled. Good
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