Illtud, the Warrior Saint: Draft
Illtud has arrived in Wales and been there for some time with his wife, training a crack company of men under the King Poulentus. However, Glamorgan, South Wales, has been facing political upheaval since developments in the North. It is about to show, in a bloody way.
The Convoy
Side by side, Illtud and Trynihid strolled along the Roman road. They’d been discussing the unusual weather, whilst joking about the queen and her courtly ladies, who still felt the need to travel on horseback to avoid the mud even though it was dry. They spoke low though, because the company of women – overly dressed for the sun, and looking positively ill – were unhappily trotting along only ten paces behind them. To their front, one hundred green- crested soldiers marched proudly. Illtud’s men. Eager to be released from behind the fortress walls, and its dull life.
“So, where exactly are we being ‘escorted’?” asked Trynihid, tired of teasing the ladies.
“To the northern stronghold. We are to meet King Poulentus for a… party of sorts.”
“Party?” Trynihid laughed, for by now she was aware of the new order of things in any court of Southern Cymru. She hadn’t figured out why, but these so-called “parties” had become shouting matches for barons and lords. Though amusing for her to watch, the new tense atmosphere of these gatherings had begun to make her slightly worried.	Comment by Guest User: I'd try to avoid phrases that are old-fashioned. Remember that just because your events are taking place hundreds of years ago - your writing is from the present, and should reflect the lively, living language in which you yourself exist and speak.
“Exactly. A party,” Illtud replied swiftly, apparently eager to brush over the subject. “Did you hear about the laugh me and the boys had at training yesterday?”
“I wasn’t aware the new custom of parties involved excessively drinking in the pursuit of rage rather than pleasure.” Trynihid ignored Illtud’s attempt to steer the conservation into new territory. She was eager for answers, and though it was unlikely her handsome Breton would indulge in utterances against his king – at least in her presence – she wasn’t about to let him off the hook so easily.
“I believe drinking has always been a staple of party life.” Illtud showed no signs of letting up.
“Yes, but it never used to end up in brawls between Kings and Barons. Or am I mistaken, my strong, and fine husband?”
Illud grinned into his wife’s brown eyes but noticed a look cunning amusement on her face. She was a sharp one, and he knew it. But he shrugged it off. He wasn’t yet willing to discuss the political upheaval facing the Southern lands with his wife. Especially not with the queen so near - who to his knowledge knew very little about it all too. Poulentus had ordered his men to keep the ladies of the court in the dark, “until the time was right”, he had said in a clear act of pride and anxiety. Perhaps Trynihid ought to know of the dangers hurling towards them. But Illtud was as loyal as to his lord as he was to his wife. His lips remained sealed.	Comment by Guest User: Deleting here to avoid repetition
“Well?” She probed. The silence had obviously gone on too long.
“The Barons have grown older! Their tastes change.” It was only partially a lie, for the Barons had indeed grown older. 
“Is that really the best you can do, Illtud?” She chuckled.
Illtud knew he was hopeless at excuses…. He was a soldier. He loved his men, he loved his wife, and despite the man’s weaknesses he loved his lord, King Poulentus of Glamorgan. Though gifted with an excellent understanding in words, for against his wishes he was educated expertly from a young age, years on the battlefield had made him forget how to use them. He could hardly write a love letter that Trynihid didn’t laugh at, though he knew she appreciated the effort.
Illtud went to speak again, his intelligent wife now smirking at him. But out of nowhere, an arrow pounded into a man at the front of the convoy. “Ambush!” a cry rang out, when another man met the same fate.

Instantly, both of their smiles dropped. “Get the ladies to some cover!” Illtud cried to Trynihid, as more men began falling to arrows. He drew his sword. The deadly arrows kept felling those unable to find cover or raise their shields in time. But suddenly they stopped, though Illtud couldn’t guess why. That was until the perilous sound of hooves began. 
It looked like Sir Edgar’s lot, dressed in pale blue. But wasn’t he an ally? The man had money. Lots of it. Calvary was still not common in these parts. But Sir Edgar had a host of skirmishers on horseback. Then it hit him. Illtud recoiled. A devastation to all of Glamorgan was about to happen. Betrayal.
 The lightly armoured skirmishers were brutally swift in their assault. They caught all Illtud’s men off guard, killing some, wounding many. Illtud ducked and blocked to avoid the swords of his new enemies. Horses flooded past him.  Once the calvary had finished, a second barrage of arrows poured in from the behind the trees. The armed escort had decreased by half. Illtud knew he was lucky to be alive.
 Things were not looking good. Next came the war cry of foot soldiers. Well- equipped enemies appeared out of the dark gloom of the forest. They held brutish weapons, useful for nothing but killing. Hatchets, maces, and falchions. The weaponry of hired peasants. “What madness…” But Illtud could not finish his thought. The attackers fell upon the men left at the front of the convoy. They were being cut down, outnumbered and overwhelmed. 	Comment by Guest User: Really nice deployment of varied sentence length - and some sentences are clauses rather than full sentences, which gives a sense of speed, energy, stuff happening. 
His men’s training finally kicked in, as many regrouped and formed an emergency shield wall. It would have bought them some time, if not for the horror of what was yet to come. Illtud’s face dropped. He began watching his own men break from their ranks and begin stabbing those left holding the line. The shield wall completely collapsed as the soldiers began fighting frantically for their lives. It was a disaster. Men who only the previous night had drunk and celebrated, began killing each other like frenzied dogs. 	Comment by Guest User: What was the status of the shield wall in the post-Roman, early medieval period?	Comment by Ieuan Nelson: It is likely this was a common place tactic during the 9th centrury
Illtud cried out in anger, raising his voice above the sound of battle. “Soldiers of Poulentus! To me! To me!” He raised his shining longsword in the air to make his position clear. Men began flocking towards him. But were they loyal? One man, limping like a shot deer and clutching at a bloody breast, reached him. Illtud did not lower his sword, and the man stepped into formation without a word Soon, a throng of torn up survivors had formed an arrowhead formation, and at the tip was Illtud, ready for any attacker. He felt hot rage begin burning throughout his body. More of his men tried to break away from the onslaught to join him. But they were either cut or shot down. 
“Shields high!” He commanded, though he did not carry his own.
Luckily the men to his left and right each carried one, and he stepped back slightly to gain some cover. In the corner of his eye, he saw many in the formation had lost their own shields in the fight. A way behind him, to his left, were the ladies, crouched behind a boulder. Nearly all of them had either fallen or dismounted at the sight of arrows. “Fools” Illtud thought. Thankfully, Trinihyd had led them to some cover, but the horses were no longer anywhere to be seen. There were seven ladies of the court in their convoy, and amongst them was the queen, who was clearly the object of this unhinged attack. “Madness!” He thought again.
Well-aimed kept assailing them, and the men in the meagre formation began to fall. Agonising pain shot through Illtud’s right side, as an arrow hit him in his thigh, somehow piercing his chainmail. But he stood strong for his men, who also had arrows protruding now from various parts of their bloodied bodies. “Charge!” He yelled. He decided they had to meet the foes.
His men obeyed the order, reaching the enemy ferociously. The peasants were stunned. The few betrayers left overwhelmed. Most of the attackers were untrained, and unpractised in the discipline of war. But Illtud’s men were all veterans, trained to the highest of standards. Now they were nearly all dead, some killed by their own brothers. This enraged Illtud, and his fellows. 
Though there were few of them left, they were far superior to their attackers. Faster. Stronger. Braver. Now they had their captain too, and Illtud led them like the king of a lion pack. Tall and proud, injured but unafraid. Worst of all, enraged. His blade parried and blocked with ease. He countered attacks so quickly that a victim wouldn’t have had time to think before he fell to the floor. He moved from foe to foe, slaughtering each man in cold fury. Despite the wounds he was sure each man by his side had received, the adrenaline sped them on. They were the tempest that sunk the ship. Soon, their enemies fled.
By the time the abashed enemy had retreated, Illtud could finally survey the carnage that had just taken place. Corpses littered the dirt road. The injured moaned in anguish and crawled around on their bellies, the life seeping from their bodies. Illtud looked around at his small company, which had dwindled to just eleven men, three of whom were being supported by less badly wounded comrades. He wanted to congratulate them but knew his first duty lay with the queen.
He broke the arrow embedded in his leg. With as much haste as he could muster, he limped over to the boulder. Behind it, all the women were thankfully safe, and his wife jumped up to embrace him. 
She let out a shaky sigh of relief and he held her tightly with his left arm, his sword still ready in his other. Looking over Trynihid’s shoulder to the pale queen, who had barely regained her composure, he asked:
“Are you alright, my lady?”
Clearly unable to speak immediately, the middle-aged women gulped to bring moisture to her dry mouth. Illtud was content to be patient and looked back at his ragged men. Most had taken off their helmets, and other pieces of gear too. They all thumbed at their wounds, reminding him of his own. Blood leaked from his thigh, but the main artery was still intact. Luckily.
“We must leave, Captain.” Finally, the croaky voice of the queen came down to him. He nodded to her and let Trynhihid draw away from his arm, though she held onto his hand tightly. He grimaced as he sheathed his sword and drew closer to help the other ladies up. Most of them were pale in the face and visibly shocked. 	Comment by Guest User: sheathed
One by one he pulled them up onto their feet. A few looked like they were about to faint. The queen was last, too humble to allow others to risk being left behind while she escaped first. She was cladded in a neatly trimmed travel dress, lined with fox fur – a new gift from the wealthy Poulentus. Softly she took Illtud’s proffered hand. Then came the arrow.
Illtud’s eyes went wide. A horrified scream came from one of the ladies, as the queen slumped against his outstretched arm. The arrow was embedded deep in her back. She stared up to him in disbelief. Trynhihid looked on in dread. The queen tried to stammer a word but the not even a breath would escape her. She convulsed once, and all too quickly, went cold and limp in Illtud’s grasp. The Queen of Glamorgan, was dead.
Illtud knew that his soldiers, his lions, were about to become prey. He turned to see that one by one his men began falling to arrows. Again. Then he heard the galloping of hooves.  He swiftly laid the dead queen down on the ground and shouted for all the women to run. They began sprinting instead. Tryhihid was thrust in front and shoved on her way, but he looked back at Illtud in anguish. She clung to his chest and seized hold of the green fabric above his armour.
“Don’t go!” she cried. For the first time ever, he saw terror in her eyes.
Illtud looked back and forth between her frightened face and his dying men. He wanted to help them; it was his duty. Now the blue-coated horses of Sir Edwin’s real army could be seen returning. Pounding down the way the convoy had come. They all held their swords high in the air, tips down. It was only a matter of time before they would cut down all who stood in their path. More desperate shrieks came from the fleeing woman, and then Illtud saw what had caused them fright. Another flock of armed peasants had appeared out of the forest on the other side of the road. There was no longer any time!
“Fly!” Illtud ordered. It was all they could do. He seized Trynihid’s arm and raced to the trees closest to him. Darkness enveloped the two sprinters as the trees closed around them. Illtud would not turn to look back and neither would Trynihid. Despite the injury to her husband’s leg, she was struggling to keep up. The sound of cracking of twigs not far behind proved they were being closely pursued. Illtud’s mind went blank. He felt he and his wife were the victims of a great hunt. The shrieking hounds trailed close behind, ready to tear them to pieces as soon has he made a wrong move. 
After some time, Trynihid could no longer take it. “Stop!” she said, quietly, due to exhaustion at first. Illtud still heard her, but his panicked mind ignored the plea. “Illtud!” she called. “Illtud!” A little louder this time. But the man kept dragging her along. Then he felt her hand torn away from him and he spun round the coughing yell of: “Stop! Illtud stop! I can’t take it…” her voice began to fade, “I can’t go…” But her words became lost, and Illtud had to catch her as she collapsed into his arms. Thankfully, they were now alone.



Alone in the Forest
Night had come upon them, and smoke from the fire Illtud had lit rose into the gloomy sky. He prayed no one would notice it through the thick trees of the forest. There were enough gaps in the leafy canopy for the silver moonlight to find its way through. Silently, Illtud watched his wife. Trynihid was stooped over a cooking rabbit, mesmerised by the slowly charring meat. She seemed different. Something in her had snapped.	Comment by Guest User: The description that follows gives us her status - so you don't need to tell us on this one
He'd been forced to use part of her dress sleeve as a bandage for his thigh, and the dress itself was now ruined. Her soft face was dirty. Her dark hair was dishevelled. Her deep brown eyes were… lifeless. It had been a few hours since her earlier collapse. Illtud had been forced to carry her to a safe place. She hadn’t yet recovered from the shock of the attack, however. 
He could tell he looked no better off than her. Stubble had re-emerged on his normally clean-shaven face. Blood stains still matted his clothes and armour, and he stunk of misery. He didn’t yet feel safe enough to remove his heavy chainmail, though in the fray he’d lost his helmet. Perhaps the attackers would still come back to finish them off. A little way leftwards a stream gurgled. He’d drunk from it and washed his face. But Trynihid had stayed by the fire. She seemed in some kind of daze. Not too long ago she had been talkative and happy. But since awakening, she hadn’t uttered a word.	Comment by Matthew Jarvis [maj52] (Staff): I like this characterisation of someone suffering in the immediate aftermath of a traumatic event
They had been sitting silently together for some time – Trynihid keeping her gaze on the rabbit, and Illtud keeping his on her. His thoughts dwelt on the good days, over in Brittany. They weren’t even so long ago. In his mind, he kept seeing her smile. It had been present right until the ambushers had struck earlier that day. He longed to see it again on her lovely face; but after such an experience, he wondered whether he would.	Comment by Matthew Jarvis [maj52] (Staff): Really effective syntactic parallelism
Eventually, Illtud could take it no more. Sighing, he rose to draw closer to her. But he kept a firm grip on his sheathed sword. Deep down he could tell they were alone except for the beasts of the forest but could not for the life of him let go of the weapon. With his free hand he reached out to lightly touch Trynihid’s slender shoulder. She made no response. Paralysed by fright.
“How comes the rabbit?”, was about all he knew to say. 
“It’s ready.” 
“Anything on it?” Illtud couldn’t find the words he needed yet. 
“Nothing,” she answered, as if he didn’t already know.
Then he tried to joke, “Nothing at all?”. She didn’t reply, and didn’t even meet his gaze. He sighed again. 
“Darling.” Again, no reply. “My dearest Trynihid.” Nothing. This time shaking her ever so softly by the shoulder he said, “Light of my world, love of my life.” This line was met with a small reaction. Trynihid had taken her eyes off the meat, but did not turn them towards his own. He tightened his jaw. “Please, talk to me.” 
A moment passed. Then, slowly, she raised her face to him. It was filled with anger. Illtud just about managed a weak smile, but Trynhihid remained frowning. “I saw Matilda… die.” She began, “But what do you think happened to the other ladies?” His smile shattered.
“I cannot say.” He tried to look away, but the woman before him had locked him in place with a steely gaze. 
“Do not lie to me, Illtud. You’ve lied enough.” Illtud, as discretely as he could, gulped in anticipation. “You’ve seen enough plunder, enough war, enough killing! And…” her voice fell quieter, “and. Not once have you discussed it with me. Your own wife!” He wanted to interject, put up a resistance to the onslaught she was going to inflict, but full of shame he remained silent. “I know what men can do when they are in a rage. I know you do too. I wager you’ve seen it. Firsthand. Maybe you’ve even taken part in it!” Now Illtud opened his mouth to speak but his words were blocked. “Don’t! Don’t try to defend yourself. You’re a coward Illtud.” He was visibly shocked, deeply offended.
“Oh, I don’t mean on the battlefield! You would have become a legend, a war hero!” She paused for effect. “But instead, you chose to be a coward. A coward toward your wife. You would rather leave her in the dark on matters of men’s rage. Have her believe those women would… would go unharmed.” She had begun trembling, her voice shaking. “And you would have her believe that Glamorgan was in safe hands under your beloved King! You would tell her it’s ‘united’. Convince her to believe it’s safe to walk the roads! But I saw those men’s colours, Illtud. Edgar is supposed to be an ally! But he’s not, is he?” She glared at him.	Comment by Matthew Jarvis [maj52] (Staff): This is a really strong monologue. You have shown an excellent ‘ear’ for how the voice should be deployed
“Not anymore,” was all he said.
 “You shut me out for God knows how long, Illtud. Look at what it’s done! Your men are dead. The queen is dead! And… and...” Now the tears were slowly trickling down her cheeks. “And…and those poor women!” She pulled her face away, and tears began furrowing down her face. Illtud was left speechless.
Trynihid was right. He had witnessed the depraved levels men could plummet to during war. There were times when he’d hard tried to stop it, but this time, he had to choose between his wife or the other ladies. Six of them in total. Poor wretches. They wouldn’t have made it far without him. Trynihid was right about it all. He had known the risks of taking her on a journey outside the safety of the fort. Poulentus had been fostering his own demise for months now. The foolish king had fallen a victim to greed. His territory had grown exceptionally, but so had his list of enemies. It had only been a matter of time before something like this happened. And Illtud knew that today he had willingly brought Trynihid directly into danger. He was a mockery of a ‘good husband’.
Illtud had foolishly followed the orders from the King to keep the ladies in the dark. No doubt the old tyrant had become too proud to admit his mistakes. For this, the queen had been killed, and the rest of the ladies would no doubt have suffered the same fate – and worse. It was only by the grace of God that Trynihid had been spared. Now she was devastated. He hesitated before wrapping her arms around her. She was consumed in tears. Did he even deserve to be the one to comfort her? When he finally embraced her, she began sobbing into his blood-stained chest.

After a long time embracing, they shared the charred rabbit. The stars flew high above them, and eventually Trynihid fell asleep in Illtud’s arms. Gently, he lay her down on the ground. He no longer felt worthy of her embrace. Her pale face glowed beneath the moon. Though the anger had left her, Illtud could see that she slept in anguish. Nightmares plagued her. 
Illtud craved sleep too, but he couldn’t let his guard down. Not until they reached the far Southern Boarder - likely a week’s journey by foot. He knew sleep would claim him soon, but not before he was certain of their safety. As a soldier, a flame within was always lit. That flame had grown into a fire now, hot and blazing. If it weren’t for his wife, he would have set upon the attackers as they travelled that very night. He wanted revenge. Not really for his king – in reality, Poulentus was getting what he deserved - but for his men. He looked down at the women lying upon the ground. Gently, he touched her cheek with the back of his hand. It was freezing. The campfire was getting low, and he knew he had to get more wood. 
It was painful for him to leave her alone after such a traumatic day, but they both needed the fire to keep warm. The night was frosty. The forest was pitch black. Illtud retrieved a low-burning stick from the dying flames. It was not an ideal torch but would have to do. With another glance Trynihid’s tormented face, he moved off as quietly as he could to find wood. 
Tree branches, illuminated dimly by his makeshift torch, softly blew to and fro in the wind. The low noises of the forest kept Illtud constantly on edge. He started collecting small sticks. Unfortunately, none were completely dry, though the weather had been treating Cymru well these past few days. “They even picked the best time to attack,” Illtud reflected. A small pit of rage once again began to rise, as the memories of his men falling flashed before his mind.
He thought about the evil moment when his own men at arms turned upon their brothers. At the time, he couldn’t identify the betrayers – at least, not for sure. He started to reflect on the men who had shown some sign of new allegiance in the past few days. But he realised this was a fool’s errand. He had known all his men by name and had met with them individually on many occasions. Not once had any displayed a trace of disloyalty. The fact that he had failed to sniff out the traitors filled him with self-disgust. 
Behind closed doors, each man had discredited the king once or twice, except for a handfall. But all did their duty. Besides, how long could anyone last without uttering a word at King Poulentus’ newly developed incompetency, his greedy and double- crossing nature? Since the death of the heirless Lord Owain, in the North of the country, the King had been seized with opportunism. 
So had all the southern lords. Courts had become auction houses for the newly unclaimed lands, and deals were being struck on every front. Often ugly deals. Quickly, factions began forming. Many wanted to form an alliance with the North and invade England and its supporters. Illtud had come to suspect that this faction simply wanted access to trading ports with Ireland, while their new “friends” fought hopeless battles against English armies. The crucial port of Pembroke was under the heavy grip of Sir Marshall, a loyal English lord. No one liked him, but they dared not oppose him either. At least not alone. There was also a faction of maniacal barons, who instead sought a war with the North. Illtud thought these men were insane. A faction comprising of more timid Barons had been formed too. Together they wanted to reap all they could from the lands available, while remaining behind their fortress walls, fat and lazy.
King Poulentus nearly fell into this camp, driven by the opportunity for profit. But as he had no grand intentions beyond his own pocket, he just endorsed the highest bidder. Barons from all sides came to him to make “offers,” ruffling many feathers. Illtud supposed there must have been some more radical members of his ranks, which may have led to a motive to join with Edgar, and whatever faction he aligned with.
 Sir Edgar was a fanatic. Though another English, and new to Cymru, he was full of resentment. Illtud knew that King Arthur himself had sent Edgar to become a lesser lord in Glamorgan, upon returning from campaigning in Normandy. Edgar was rumoured to be a brutal man, and his forces had certainly gained a bad name for their behaviour on the battlefield. It was said that they pillaged the innocent and ravaged the poor. His ruthless ways had paid well. Very well.
Those had just been rumours. Until now. Now the full atrocities of Sir Edgar and his forces had come into the light. An ambush between allies, even if there was bad blood, was practically unheard of. Enlisting peasants to fight was an atrocity Illtud’s royal cousin had worked tirelessly to condemn. And… Trynihid’s tears for the ladies, were not an overexaggeration. Now Illtud feared Edgar’s actions would unleashed a fury of war atrocities across the lands. Poulentus would learn that his queen was dead, and word would spread. A new kind of fighting was coming to the divided Kings and Barons of Cymru. An all-out civil war was coming. 
“Hopeless,” Illtud whispered to himself. Now having collected enough wood, he wasted no time in returning to Trynihid. He had kept the glow of the dying fire in sight to avoid losing his way. It wasn’t far off. As he trudged back slowly, tiredness slowly overtaking him, a twig snapped to his left. The soldier paused. It was far closer than any of the sounds he had heard that night. He span round to face the direction of the noise. More twigs cracked in front of him, and a bush started to rustle. Someone was about to show themselves!	Comment by Matthew Jarvis [maj52] (Staff): Great paragraph end here
They had found him. Illtud braced himself for another fight, this time embracing the raging fire within him. This intruder would pay dearly for even daring to pursue him, and no one, no one at all, would reach Trynihid. The wood he was holding clattered to the ground. Just when it seemed that the intruder was about to rush out of the bush, he grasped the hilt of his blade. 

It was nothing but a stag. Tall and muscular. A king of the forest. It glistened under the rays of the moon. Steam surged from its large nostrils as it gave a moody “huff” at Illtud. It was surprising to see such a magnificent creature not sprint from the sight of a man – though judging by the size of its antlers, Illtud guessed this animal was a majestic leader of the herd. It probably feared neither death nor man, willing to fight to the end if it meant its family remained safe. They staired into each other’s eyes for some time.
“If only all men were to follow your example,” Illtud said to himself. With a shake of its large head and another “huff”, the stag slowly trotted back into the forest. Illtud nodded in respect, then retrieved his firewood. The moonlight had somehow disappeared with the great stag, and he noticed his make-shift torch had nearly burnt out. He began hurrying over to the glow of the fire, now barely more than embers. 
Illtud was almost too late to save it. He dreaded having to make it catch alight with wet wood, but knew he had no choice. He knew that in war, many men fell to the sword, but many more fell to disease and the cold. Trynihid was still sleeping in the deepening darkness. He could see her dark silhouette shivering. Moving swiftly, he set the wood down next to the fire. With his back turned to Trynihid, he began blowing softly on the embers to reignite the flames. He worked fast, for the fire was practically gone. He tried to pile some smaller twigs on top of the remaining embers, hoping to gently coax the fire back to life. 
 Finally, he had let his guard drop. Caught between the growing cold, the efforts of the day, and the desperate need to keep the fire alive, he did not hear the soft footsteps creeping up behind him. A feeling of growing darkness settled upon him; something was wrong. He stopped his task and drew up straight, hand slowly going to his sword hilt again. He drew in a long, deep breath.	Comment by Guest User: I'd replace this
It happened in a moment. There was the sound of drawn steel. Illtud whirled round to confront his assailant. But at the last, after the day’s terrors, even the mighty Illtud was too slow. His own sword was halfway out of its sheath, but already the deadly tip of a long sword was pressed to his chest. A hooded figure held the weapon, its face like a deep cave, dark and unassailable. Out of the corner of his eyes, Illtud could see three other figures suround him and Trynihid. This cut off all possibility of escape. The fire went out behind him, leaving everything pitch black. The enemy had found them.























P 2 – Log

Over the past weeks I have been working on the beginnings of a two-chapter draft of a historical novel, “Illtud, The warrior saint”. For some time now I have been engaged in the study of Welsh Hagiographical texts, most of which date from as early as the 8th century to the 12th century. Stories, myths and legends around the saints of Wales have been a large part of the Welsh Culture since the early dark ages, and each town (atleast around where I live) has it’s own collection of Saints’ tails and traditions. “Llan” is Welsh for “church”, so a place like “Llandeilo”, is Welsh for “Church of Teilo” - Llandeilo is my current home. 
Using the 11th century “life of Saint Illtud” as a guide, I have been working to produce a modernised style of writing, that loosely follows the storyline found in the saint, whilst remaining enjoyable for a modern reader and myself. After the past four weeks, I’ve come up with something I’m happy with.

Challenges faced:
1. Characters:
As I decided it would be easier to write from a few chapters in, allowing me to explore  using a heavilt action driven style of writing, and a more slow placed and reflective style, there are only really a few characters. Illtud came out as a rather macho fighting captain, though his character deepened throughout his many reflective moments. Writing from his head seemed to be the best way to go. Trynihid, his wife, was more of a challenge. I wanted to create a character that was more capable then the typical wife of a knight, yet still with all the desirable qualities of a women I feel a fighting knight would want. At first, she written to be overly dependent on Illtud, and more vulnerable in a less graceful manner. Through copious work on editing her dialogues – mostly with Illtud – I feel I managed to correctly portray a more experienced lady, but still in the aftermath of battle heavily affected, and reliant on her husband. The trick was to make someone more independent, and feisty towards her husband, without making her too weak, or worse, an overpowered “Girl Boss”.
Other characters are mentioned by name mostly in Illtud’s head, apart from the Queen Matilda, who dies early on. Sir Edgar is set up to be the antagonist well I feel. King Poulentus was portrayed as I wanted through Illtud’s thoughts. A now corrupted lord, influenced by his pocket. 
History:
There was also the challenge of making it all historically accurate, from the point of view of the world, not the actual history. The book is still fictional but is now clearly set in the time of roughly 8th and 9th century Britain.
Pacing:
The process of editing saw me change heavily edit the first chapter, which depicted at first an ambush very disconjointed. The Second part of the work is more slow paced, but is supposed to be tense and set up the scene for the rest of the book. I hope it would inspire someone to keep reading, especially with the cliffhanger at the end.
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