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I
THE ENCHANTED WOOD

LESS than a hundred years ago people believed in

faities and goblins. They called them “the little
people.” If they happened to be very lucky in their busi-
ness they said, ““ The little people are with us.” On the
othet hand, if things went badly with them, for instance,
if they had much illness in the family, or many of their,
animals fell sick and died, they believed they had offended
the “little people.” 'Then they would do all in their power
to appease them, that is, to please them and win back their
tavour. ‘
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Not far from Machynlleth there is a place called Math-
afarn. Years ago it was quite an important place and
famous men have stayed there.

Near this farm of Mathafarn is a wood which the old
people thought was enchanted. They believed this, for
in the wood there were several bright green patches which
people felt sure were fairy rings.

Moteover, when you passed these magic circles there
was an eerie feeling in the air—in fact everything around
seemed to talk in whispers. The folk were always glad
when they had passed these places.

Once upon a time two workmen from Mathafarn farm
were sent to the wood to cut stakes for making fences.
They started off quite early in the morning because they
had a good day’s wotk before them.

In the middle of the wood grew an old yew tree. The
people called it “the old witch.” It was a very moody
tree. Sometimes it frowned, looking dark and angry.
At other times its little red berries made it look bright and
' cheery, but on this particular day it was in one of its worst
moods.

“ What ails old yew tree today ?”’ said one of the work-
men as they passed, “ She looks as dark as thunder.”

“ One of her bad days no doubt,” said the other and
they moved on very quickly.

At last they came to the part of the wood where they
were going to work. They began to cut down the young
trees and worked with a will.

Suddenly the wood became dark, so datk that they
could hardly see one another.

“ Surely this is not nightfall,”” said one to the other.
“ Most likely ’tis a stotm,” replied his friend. * We must
hurty home ; this is no place for us in a storm.” So to-
gether they wended their way through the wood towards
home. When they reached the old yew tree she had com-
pletely changed. Her red berries spatrkled with mischief,
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and as if by magic the darkness suddenly changed to bril-
liant sunshine. '

“ What freak of nature is this ?”> asked one of the men.
“ Do you think it might be the little people whom we have
displeased ?”” said the other in a low whisper, lest they should
hear him.

.““Let us hope not,” said his friend. “ Suppose we
rest awhile,” he suggested, and they both lay down on the
soft green grass. In an instant a deep sleep fell upon them.
They slept for many hours, and then one of the men
awoke. Looking around sleepily, he was surprised to
tind that his companion was nowhere to be seen. Thinking
he might be playing a joke on him, he began looking for
his friend, calling him by his name. 'There was no answer,
except an empty echo, which seemed to mock him.

Greatly annoyed at his friend’s behavioutr he madefor
home, wondering meanwhile how he could account for
his friend’s absence. Suddenly he recollected that Ianto,
for that was his friend’s name, had spoken of taking his
shoes to the cobbler to be repaired. Perhaps he had done
so, and he would be at the farm when he returned. When
he reached the farm there was no sign of him anywhere. On
entering the house the mistress asked.

““ Where is Ianto, you are very late ?”

“ He has taken his shoes to the cobblet’s,” said Harri
feeling rather shamefaced, for he could think of no other
excuse.

“Then come and have your supper,” said the Mistress.
Harti ate his supper in silence, and when the meal was over,
instead of sitting around the old farm-house fire to spin
yarns with the family, he went to bed, but not to sleep. All
night he tossed from side to side. He was feeling very
uneasy about Ianto. Supposing the little people had
spitited him away ? There teally had been some eetie
- happenings in the wood that day. ' |
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How glad he was to see the first streak of dawn in
the sky. When he came down to breakfast his mistress
eyed him curiously and said ““ Tanto has not returned. What
did you do to him Harri ?” Feeling very unhappy about
it Harri confessed to his mistrees how mysteriously Ianto
had disappeared the day before. He related all that had
happened in the enchanted wood on the previous day.
“<Spect it’s the ‘little people,”” she whispered. < Shén
‘Morgan called here last night and said she failed to churn
her butter yesterday because the little people were up to
their pranks.”’

A week passed by with still no news of Ianto, so Harri
made up his mind to visit the ““ wise man ” of the neigh-
bouthood known as the conjuror. He told him all that
had happened to them on that ill-fated day.

_The wise man, looking very clever and knowing,
consulted his books on magic. After repeating some
queer, unintelligible words, he turned to Harri and said ““ Yes,
your friend has been spirited away by the © little people.’
Go to the same place where you and the lad slept; go
there exactly a year after the boy was lost. Let it be on the
same day of the year, and at the same time of the day, but
take care that you do not step inside the fairy. ring. The
boy will come out with many of the goblins to dance. Take
hold of him and snatch him out of the ring as quickly as
you can.”

A year to the day Harri went to the wood and stood
near the spot where they had previously slept. He did
not have to wait long before scores of little elves dressed
in the loveliest of blues, came prancing and dancing in to
the fairy ring. They seemed to come from everywhere.
Round and round they skipped until Harri felt quite dizzy.
He closed his eyes for a moment and when he opened them,
to his surprise he saw Ianto, as thin as a rake, dancing as if
he could never stop. Harti waited until he came near him,
then with a grab snatched him out of the ring and dragged
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out ,his expenences——but nothing would he say
eared to be dazed.

ith him in case he should need his help, for Ianto
2d so queer. Soon they were both fast asleep. Next

1g when Harri awoke, he was surprised to find that

had again disappeared. Probably the little people
ted him back in the “Ffridd yr Ywen” (The Yew
w). Harri had heard nothing during the night,
> people of the house said they had heard a rustling
leaves about midnight. Perhaps it was the fairies
ring to one another.
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This story is about babies who were changed. Up in
the hills above Trefeglwys, not far from Llanidloes, was
a shepherd’s cottage known as Twt y Cwmrws (The House
of Strife.) It was a small, lonely house, which seemed to
be hidden away in the folds of the hillside. In this house
lived a shepherd and his wife, and to them were born twins ;
the prettiest ever seen. The shepherd and his wife loved
their babies dearly. Each morning as the shepherd left
‘the cottage to go to his work on the hills, he would say,
““'Take care of the babies, wife, the blue goblins are never
far away.” “ That indeed I will,” replied the good wife,
looking fondly at her children.

Day by day she busied herself with the work of the
house and the care of the children whom she loved so much.
When she had to leave home to go to market or to visit her
family, she always took the twins with her or left them in
charge of a neighbour.

One day, however, she had run short of something
she needed badly and made up her mind to run along to
her neighbour while the babies slept peacefully in their
cradle. 'The mother took great care to see that the windows
were properly latched and the fire low in the grate. Locking
the doors catefully she put the key in her pocket and hurried
as fast as her legs would catry her to her neighbout’s house
to borrow what she needed.

She was no sooner gone than she was seen again
hurrying along the rocky path that led to her home. Sud-
denly she stopped. Was it just fancy or did she really
see the tails of a little blue coat dash to hide under a gorse
bush neatby ?.

Quick as a wink she ran to the gorsebush, looking
first underneath it, then around and about. But nothing
could she see.

““ How foolish of me to waste my time hunting gobhns,
the mother said loudly, as if trying to push out the fear that

crept into her heart.
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Huzrrying along faster than ever, she could not help,
now and again, looking back to make sure that nothing
was following her. Sometimes she thought she saw a
little blue petticoat behind one of the bushes. Indeed, by
the time she reached the cottage she felt that the whole
place was full of goblins,

How pleased she was to find everything as she had
left it. 'The doors were locked, the windows latched, the
fire low, and the two babies sleeping peacefully in their
cradle.

When her husband came home, she did not tell him
what had happened that day. ‘ Why worty him, ” she
said, ““ since all is well with the children?”

Winter passed, Springtime came and the shepherd
was busy with the lambs on the hillside. Little cade lambs
were brought to the house to be fed out of a horn by the
wife. This kept her busy and she had little time to brood
and think over things. However, her heart was heavy
and weary. Since that day when she left her children alone
in the house, a change had come over them. They were
no longer pretty babies. Their little faces had become
queer, and old and wrinkled. They wete just like little
old people, Neither did they grow.

As spring changed into summer, the shepherd had more
- time at home. One day he asked his wife, “ What is wrong
with the childten, wifep”

Turning her face away she answeted, “ Wrong, hus-
band ? Why, there is nothing wrong, surely.” * They
do not grow like other children, and they do not thtive ;
in fact they are just like the blue goblins I often see on the
hillside,” said the fathet,

The poor mother could stand it no longer. Butsting
into tears she fell at her husband’s feet, and told him all
that had happened on that fateful day.

The husband, instead of helping his poot wife, began
to scold her and blame her for what had happened. * This
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is all your fault, woman. Now I see what you do. When
I leave the house to go to my work, you go gossiping with
the neighbours.”

Try as she would, he would not believe her story.
From that day onwards, that house became a house of
strife ; the husband scolding, and the woman ctying, when-
ever they met.

At last she could stand it no longer. Leaving the child-
ren alone in the house, she went to the Wise Man’s house
over the hill. How happy she was to unburden her heatt
to someone. She told him the whole stoty, and how her
husband refused to believe het.

The wise man, looking very solemn, peered into his
big book, mumbling strange words which the woman could
not understand. Then, turning to her he said, ““ Aye,
truly, the blue goblins have changed your babies for their
own. Follow carefully what I tell you, and if my books
tell me rightly, you will get your babies back again.”

“1 will do anything you bid me,” said the woman * if
only it will end this strife between my husband and
me')’

““ Soon the harvest will be ready,” said the Wise Man.
“When you are preparing food for the reapers, fill empty
egg shells with pottage (porridge), and when ready, take it
out, as if for the reapers’ dinner. If the twins speak above
the understanding of children, return to the house, take
the children, and throw them into the waves of Llyn Ebyt
(Ebyr Pool). But if the children make no remark, do them
no injury.”

The woman walked home happier than she had been
for a long time. Now, at last, there was a chance that
something would happen to banish the unhappiness from
het home. ,

When she entered the house, everything was exactly
as she had left it, and the children sleeping soundly as
before.
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Not long after this, the reapers came to prepatre for
the harvest. Never before had she been so glad to see
them. Going into the dairy she brought away six empty
egg shells which she had kept carefully. Into these shells
she emptied some of the pottage, then took them out through
the door.

The twins had watched all she had been doing with
great, wide-awake eyes, and as she went outside she heard
one of the children say.

““ Acorns before oak I knew,
An egg before a hen,
Never one hen’s egg shall stew,
Enough for harvest men.”

Hearing this she quickly dropped the pottage and
returned into the house. Picking up the children and
placing one under each arm, she hurried up the hillside
until she reached the pool of water.

Into the middle of the pool she threw first one, then
the other. What a splash they made ! Suddenly, as if
from nowhere, appeared a host of blue-trousered, blue-
petticoated little goblins. They rushed into the pool to
save their children and carried them to safety, disappearing
as suddenly as they had appeared. When the woman turned
round, what did she see? Her own pretty children lying
happily on the grass by her feet. Snatching them up
quickly, lest harm should come to them again, she tushed
home. The mother washed them and fed them and put
them in the cradle.

From that day onwards they never looked back. Day
by day they grew and thrived into well-formed, beautiful
children, and became very dear to their father and mothet.

The House of Strife now became the House of Joy
filled with the laughter of happy children.
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MELANGELL AND HER LAMBS.

OT very far from the village of Llangynog lies an
enchanting valley and hamlet called Pennant Mel-
angell. It would be difficult to find a more peaceful and
a quieter spot. Indeed it seems to be tucked right away,
with high hills all round as if to protect it from harm. Many
years ago this valley did protect a beautiful lady and this
is the story. '
In the land of Powys there lived a very beautiful
ptincess named Melangell. She was both beautiful and
good and much loved by all who knew her.

13
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As a child most of her time was spent out of doors
where she learnt the names of all the flowers, the herbs, the
grasses and the trees. She knew the birds and where they
built their nests, The animals that grazed on the land
surrounding her father’s castle knew Melangell’s loving
touch and stood still to be petted by her. The poor peas-
ants and sick folk who lived near the castle felt better
after Melangell had been to visit them. Her smile was like
sunshine to them, the warmth of which remained a long
while after she had left. So much did these folk love her
that they said “ Melangell is more than a princess, she is
an angel.” Just as to St. Francis of Asissi, or Hiawatha,
the wee, wild folk of the wood, of the hedge and the field
wetre to her as brothers and sisters, and she understood
their language.

Despite all this Melangell was unhappy. Always there
was talk of war and strife and the shedding of blood which
made her very sad. While she was still only a young girl,
her parents decided she must marry. Her father set out
to find a prince who had money, lands, and soldiers, so
that he could get help to fight his enemies. One day he
returned and with him was a prince who had all these things
which her father desired. When this prince saw Melangell,

he was so struck by her beauty that he kpelt at her feet and
kissed her hand.

But Melangell had no wish to matry. She hated wat,
riches, and gluttonous living. “ Leave me alone with my
little brothers and sisters of the glade and wood,” was her
constant cry. But her father would listen to none of this,
and the day of the wedding was fixed. You can well
imagine the hurty and bustle this would mean at the castle.
Melangell took no interest at all in the preparations. Indeed,
so much did it worry her, that she could not sleep at
nights. When all the household was fast asleep, she would
get up very quietly and walk out of her father’s castle into
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the night. There she would commune with God, asking
Him to guide her. “ O God, show me what I should do,”
was her unceasing prayer, while the little animals of the
wood watched carefully over her.

One day whilst out walking, being deep in thought
she wandered far away from her home. Night was begin-
ning to fall before she realised the lateness of the hour.
Rising quickly, to her dismay she found that if she ran all
the way she would not reach home before dark. Noticing
a little bower under a bush of wild roses, she decided to
spend the night there. Fatly next motrning, warm beams
of sunshine and the song of many birds awakened her,
and a wonderful peace seemed to pervade the whole place.
She rose happily, ran to the little stream that wended its
way down the valley, and lapped and dappled in the cool
crystal waters. Her heart was so full of happiness and
peace that she fell on her knees and uttered a prayer
of thanksgiving to God. Whilst on her knees, a thought
came to her mind. ‘ Why should I return to the castle,
to hear of war and strife? 'This is the life for me, in God’s
open spaces.” There and then Melangell decided never
to return to her people, but to dedicate her life to the service
of God, in God’s wild places. Turning her back on home,
she set forward on her journey whithersoever God would
lead her. For many days she walked up hill and down
dale, resting at night under a friendly bush, lapping the
the water of a sparkling spring to quench her thirst, eating of
the. wild fruit to satisfy her hunger. By and by she reached
a lovely green valley hemmed in by towering hills, and
as one Welsh poet describes it “with no apparent outlet
except to Paradise.” Here Melangell espied a cosy cave
formed by two huge overhanging rocks. . As soon as she
saw it she knew God had intended it for her as a retreat.
“ Thank God for His goodness to me,” she prayed. Gather-
ing moss and fern, she strewed them in the cave to make for

herself a bed.
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It was not long before all the animals and the birds
knew that a2 good and beautiful lady had come to live
amongst them. Many times a day they watched her clasped
hands and moving lips, as she prayed to God. Shyly they
would peep from their hiding-places, to hear Melangell
say, “ Good day, little woodland folk ; God bless you.”
Day by day they grew to love her more, until at Jast they
would sit by her side, perch on her hand or shoulder and
chatter and laugh as happy as the livelong day.

People in the valley got to know about this wonderful
woman who lived all alone save for the birds and the hares
and the rabbits who followed her wherever she went. At
first they thought she must be some sort of goddess.
Really, in truth, they were rather afraid of her. The little
children, however, soon made friends with her, and before
long Melangell was loved by all who dwelt in that valley.
““ She is so gentle and holy, ” they said, ““ everybody loves
her. ¢

One bright spring morning, the hares and the rabbits
seemed sprightlier than ever. They leaped and looped, and
called, “Look at us Melangell.” She chuckled at their
silly ways. They chased one another in and out of the
bushes, then scampered off in search of new adventures.

Suddenly a loud cry rent the whole valley. Even
the leaves seemed to stop quivering. Every being knew
what that cry meant to the wee woodland folk. Instantly
the world seemed to have gone mad. There was a barking
of dogs, the blast of horn, the screeching of animals, the
trampling of hoofs, the crackling of branches,—a fearful,
frightening cty of pain.

Melangell sitting on her rock, heard this cry too, and
clasping her hands tightly, with face upturned, she prayed,
“ O God, save the beasts of the wood. Save the innocent
hare,” whilst nearer and nearer came the sound of the hounds
barking in the ctrisp motning air fast on the scent of the
little frightened hare. ‘“ Melangell, save me! Melangell
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save me !’ cried the frantic hare rushing towards the rock.
A few minutes later, Prince Brochwel pushing his way
through the branches beheld a wonderful sight, a beautiful
Jady sitting on a rock praying, whilst in the folds of her
skirt a hare nestled softly, and sitting on their haunches in
half-circle were his hounds, spellbound.

The Prince could not utter 2 word. He, too, had come
under this strange spell. Presently this beautiful lady opened
her eyes and looked at the Prince with so gentle and kind
a glance that he jumped off his horse and went down on his
knees. “ Who are you, kind lady, that even the antimals
love you ?”” he asked. Melangell replied, “ I love the animals
too ; that is why this poor helpless little creature ran to
me for help. God bless them all!”

“God bless you too,” said Prince Brochwel, ““and
this land will I give you as a Sanctuary, and never again
shall 2 hare be hunted in this valley.” “Thank you, kind Sir,”
said Melangell, “ and may God bless you for this deed.”

Prince Brochwel called his hounds. They slunk
away one by one. ‘The little hare licked Melangell’s hand,
saying, ‘ Thank you” then scampered away to tell her
friends of her wonderful adventure.

After that all the animals in the valley had peace and
quictness. Even to this day there is a tradition in this
valley that no one date kill a hare there : they are called
“Wyn Melangell ” (Melangell’s Lambs).

In the gallery of the Church of St Melangell the story
of Melangell and her Lambs is carved in oak. For many
yeats people used to come on pilgrimages to this valley to
pray at the shrine of St Melangell. Where this shrine once
stood a church was built, dedicated to the memory of St.

Melangell.
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THE MAGIC CAULDRON

THE Mabinogion, a collection of old Welsh tales, has
at least two stories relating to Powysland.

This is one of the stories, and it tells us about a
goddess who married a mortal. The name of this goddess
was Ceridwen, and she was known as the Goddess of the
Muses. She had three children, two boys and a girl. The
elder boy was tall, handsome and clever, while the daughter
was the most beautiful girl in the world.

What about the other boy ? You may well ask, for
he was the ugliest boy in the whole world.

19



20 Tae ExcuaNTED WoOD

This made the mother very sad. One day she said
to her husband,  What shall we do for our ugly boy?”
“Let him be,” said her husband crossly, “he has been
born that way, and there is nothing we can do.” ¢ That
is not so,” said Ceridwen. * His brother, because he is
handsome and clever, will be allowed in the Coutt of the
great King Arthur. His sister for her beauty will be sought
by men of noble birth, but poor Avagddu will be an object
of scorn to all people.” “Let him be; let him be” re-
peated her husband “the boy is happy and contented, so
why trouble about it 2.””  ““ Nay, I will make him the wisest
man in the land. I will give him power to see into the
future. Then his ugliness will pass unnoticed, and his
presence will be welcome in every court in Britain,”” declared
his mother proudly.

Ceridwen knew all the plants and herbs, the plancts
which ruled them, and the strange babble of words which
changed them into wonderful magic. But she could not
do it alone.
| The charm-bearing herbs were to be gathered freshly
every day, put into a special kind of cauldron, and stirred
for a year and a day without stopping. She searched far
and wide for a suitable person to do this work.

At last she heard of Little Gwion of Llanfair Caereinion
in Powys. He was one of the Knights of the Court of
King Arthur. Ceridwen sent for him and told him what
she wanted him to do.

“That I awill gladly,” said Little Gwion, knowing full
well that to stir a charm in a magic cauldron for a year and
a day would be a task of great endurance, and worthy
even of one of the Knights of King Arthur. So he set
about his task. An old blind man kept the fire burning,
Ceridwen gathered the herbs every day and said her magic
words, while Little Gwion stirred the potion.

One day, when the year was nearly at an end, three
drops of the magic mixture flew out of the cauldron on to
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Little Gwion’s finger. He at once put the finger in his
mouth to cool, when, lo and behold, he saw all the future
before him clearly.

“Now for some trouble,” he said, and dropping the
ladle, he ran as fast as his legs could carry him towards his
home.

Ceridwen, who was busy gathering herbs in the meadows,
knew immediately that something had happened. She
hurried back to where the cauldron stood, found that it
had burst into two and that there was no trace of Little
Gwion.

Seeing all the yeat’s work to be in vain, Ceridwen became
very angry. She ran after him, determined to kill him.
Little Gwion having now all the wisdom in the world,
knew that he was being chased.

He tried to outwit her by changing himself into a hare
dodging in and out of the bushes. “ Ah, my little man,
you are not too clever for me I”” she cried, and changing
herself into a greyhound she followed him in and out of his
hiding places. !

Now he was getting quite out of breath, and when
he came to a river he changed himself into a fish and jumped
into the stream. Quick as a wink, Ceridwen changed
herself into an otter bitch. What a chase it was, down to
the bed of the river, in and out of the rocks, up to the sur-
face again, until Little Gwion was tired out.

“TI catch you and eat you,” she screamed at him,
making a dash for his tail, but he was too clever for her.

“T’ll change myself into a bird,” he thought, and into
the air he flew, changed into a fast flying bird.

But he could not outwit her. She became a hawk and
shadowed him wherever he went.

“T’ll soar as high as an eagle, then she cannot follow
me,” he said, as up into the clouds he flew. Looking
downwards, he saw her coming towards him, bent on
destroying him. Down he swooped, but she was hard on
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his tail, and he knew not whither to turn. Just then he
noticed a large heap of winnowed wheat. Into the middle
of the heap he 'dived, changing himself into a grain of
wheat.

“ There,” he said to himself, “I am safe at last,” and
he breathed a sigh of relief.

But Cetidwen was not so easily outwitted. Changing
herself into a high-crested black hen she began to scratch
in the winnowed wheat, Steadily and sutely she delved
right into the middle of the heap. Presently she found
him and swallowed him, giving a big gulp of satisfaction
as she did so.

“ There,” she said, “ that is the end of Little Gwion of
Llanfair Caereinion.”

However, that was not so. For nine months she kept
that grain of wheat inside her, and she had no rest from it.
At the end of that time she made up her mind to give it
up again, and when she did so Little Gwion had transformed
himself into a beautiful baby boy.

“ Now, what shall T do ?”’ said Ceridwen “I cannot kill
this beautiful baby boy, yet I must get rid of Little Gwion
with his powers of magic. I will make a little leathern
bag to put him in,” she said, “Then I’ll throw him into
_ the sea and leave him to the mercy of God.”

When the little leathern bag was finished, she put him
in. After she had fastened him up safely she took it to
the place where the River Dovey empties itself into the sea.
With a mighty effort she threw the little bundle right into
the middle of the sea. It disappeared and with a sigh of
relief she turned towards home.

That night a big storm arose, and Little Gwion, lying
snugly in his leathern bag, was carried on the crest of a
big wave and thrown into a weir, not far from the spot
where he was thrown into the sea.

Next day a prince came to fish in those parts. He
caught nothing but the leathern bag. Thinking there might
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be something of value inside, he opened it. Imagine his
sutptise and disappointment when he saw what was in it.

One of his friends said, “What a lovely boy, and what
a radiant brow |”

““ Henceforth shall his name be Taliesin,” said the
prince, ““ because of his radiant brow.”

He fastened the little bundle safely on to his saddle and
let the horse amble towards home. Feeling sad and dis-
appointed that he had caught no fish he sang a doleful song
on his journey.

“ Cheer up, Prince Elphin, I am of more value to you
than a hundred pounds worth of fish,” came a voice out
of the bag.

The frightened prince neatly jumped out of his saddle.
Then he realised he had found something of value. “Who
are you,” he cried, “and where did you get such wisdom ?”

“ Keep me with you, Prince Elphin, and no harm will
ever befall you. In my tongue lies virtue which will
serve you well all the days of your life.”

When they reached the courtyard of the palace the
prince unfastened the precious little bundle, and carrying
it carefully, presented it to his wife. She nursed him
tenderly and lovingly, as day by day, he grew in love and
favour with the King and all his court.

You will find the story of Taliesin and his many
adventutres in the Mabinogion.
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THE OGRESS.

HAS it ever occurred to you how many interesting things

lie at the bottom of a-deep pool P An old legend

says that at the bottom of Llynclys Pool, not far from

Oswestry, lies a palace with its entite population. This
is the story of how it came to be there.

Once upon a time there lived in a palace near Oswestry

a king named Alaric. He was very fond of hunting, and

he was often seen with his hounds along the countryside.

One day he chanced to espy a fox, and setting up a hue and

ery spurred his horse in pursuit of the animal with the hounds
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in hot scent, too. By and by the fox was brought to earth
under the rock called Giant’s Head on Llanymynech Hill.
The hounds descended upon it and soon it was killed. Sat-
isfied with his day’s sport King Alaric mounted his horse
and rode towards home.

‘Suddenly there appeared befotre him the most beautiful
lady he had ever seen. For the moment her beauty dazzled
him. She dropped him a curtsy, smiled, then passed on.
The king wishing to speak to her jumped off his horse.

She took no notice of him but sped on her way.
Mounting his horse he followed her up and down the winding
pathways, but not a trace of her could he find. The next
day, and for many days afterwards, he came to that same
spot, hoping to see the beautiful lady again.

One day he found her seated on a crag on the hillside.
He was afraid to call out to her lest she might disappear
as suddenly as the first time he met her. Instead, he crept
stealthily towards her until he was within speaking distance.

““Good day, fair maid,” he addressed hert.

“.Good day, King Alaric,” she answered, showing not
the least surprise.

“Since I last met you, fair lady,” continued the king,
““I have not bad 3 moment’s peace of mind. I have sought
for you every day, but nowhere could I find you.”

“That I know full well, kind king, for I have followed
you each day,” replied the maid.

“That is impossible,” quoth the king, “for I have
scanned the countryside looking for you.”

“It is true, nevertheless, O king,” she answered, ““ and
I knew too, that you were searching for me.”

“With your great wisdom, fair maid, do you know
that I have come to ask you to be my wife and queen ?”,
asked the king, “The greatest honour that I desire is,
that your beauty should grace my palace.”

“If you wish to preserve your peace of mind, O king,
you would go your way and think of me no more.”
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~ “That I cannot do,” the king replied, * for you have
smptured my heart, and I cannot be happy until you promise
0 become my wife.”
~ “If T consent to marry you,” she said “ you must
Accept any terms I wish to impose upon you.”
. “I will gladly agree to any conditions you lay on me,”
gaid the king, * for I desire nothing more thah to feast my
‘eyes on your beauty.”
“Then, O king, I accept your offer, and consent to
become your wife.” .
“ Now all is well,” he replied bowing to her and kissing
‘her hand.

- ““Pray sweet maid,” he asked, What are the conditions
you impose upon me 7’”
' “That one night in every seven, I have permissionto
leave your palace. Furthermore yau must not ask where I
- 0, neither attempt to follow me.”

1t 1 may have you for six nights out of seven, then
your request is casily granted,” replied the king, smiling.
And so it was arranged that in due course they should
bc married.

First of all the king would have to ggt rid of his queen.

In those far off days this was an easy matter. The king had
- only to say that the queen was too old to attend to, het
“duties of state, and she could be sent away, and a new queen
“installed in her place.
~ Shortly the wedding took place, and the new queen
tuled over the palace. The palace now became avery
pay place and the queen’s beauty was talked about thtough
the length and breadth of the land.
_- Although the king appeared to have all his wi hes
ranted, he was very unhappy. The mysterious disappear-
nces of his wife and her strange behaviour caused him much
nxiety. Moteover, at times, when the moon was at its
full, something akin to madness blazed in her eyes. On
these occasions the king and all his servants kept out of






