Story

[bookmark: _Int_FWmk4f2L][bookmark: _Int_hqDJ2HoD]The local inn was as empty as it always was. And, as always, Peredur sat on a cold bench at the very back enjoying his evening pint. The silence was deafening as Peredur longed for another soul to walk in through the dilapidated pair of wooden doors that served as the entry point to this shambles of a pub in which he agitatedly sat. Oh, how much Peredur wished to leave this musty shack and microscopic village in which his father forced him to stay couldn’t be understated. Ever since childhood, he dreamed of joining the military. Alas, those dreams were put to rest by his father, imposing the duties of running the family business onto him after his untimely passing. 
[bookmark: _Int_OQWsC4wd]Absorbed in thought, Peredur almost didn’t notice the doors of the inn swing open and a young boy, dripping wet from head to toe, stumble inside. 
“Oi, fella! You dressed in black! Come out ‘ere, there’s summat you’ll wanna see!”
[bookmark: _Int_oM36Va0k]Looking up from his pint, Peredur raised an eyebrow. He couldn’t pretend not to be profoundly intrigued by the boy’s request, so followed him to out of the inn and down through the country lanes. The boy led the pair to a nearby lake. Peredur was in utmost disbelief as to what he was seeing. The entire area within half a mile of the lake was entirely flooded and, drifting in the water, three corpses. The boy pointed at the bodies like an excited child at an amusement park.
[bookmark: _Int_eT4Ko5dL] “See fella, I told yer it was right interestin’ didn’t I? Fishermen I'll say, got ‘it by the flood right as it ‘appened. Real shame ain’t it?” 
As the bodies strayed closer to shore, Peredur was able to pull the bodies out. Something here is deeply wrong, he thought to himself. One of the bodies was missing an arm, as though it had been gnawed right off. 

[bookmark: _Int_nG9UoYD7]Weeks went on and things seemed to be getting back to a relative norm in the disheartened community. The days passed by as if they were years as Peredur worked on his stark, lifeless farm, still yearning for an explanation about the incident. 
One evening, as per usual, he went to the Inn for his evening pint and noticed three soldiers sitting at a table in the corner of the deserted pub. Each soldier being armed with a rifle set Peredur’s mind ablaze as he began to fabricate stories in his head about what they might want. This must be to do with the floods, he thought, as he wandered over to their table carrying a tray of pints. Placing the pint tray on the grubby oak table, Peredur took a seat opposite the soldiers.
“Evenin’ gents. Tough work, eh? The military, I mean. Fellas, ya surely must be thirsty.”
[bookmark: _Int_JU39tABO]He gently nudged the tray towards the men on the other side of the table. The man in the centre, presumably the leader, grunted, looking up at Peredur with a piercing gaze behind compelling chestnut brown eyes. Speaking in a raspy voice, the now irate soldier questioned Peredur’s intentions. 
[bookmark: _Int_w3O5k7rD][bookmark: _Int_ba2VtFDU]“You want information mate? Well, you won't be getting it from us, of that much I’m bloody certain.”
[bookmark: _Int_iOM3O2zH]“Listen, I know you lot are off to the lake. This is about what ‘appened the other week, yeah? Then let me help you. I saw what ‘appened with that bloke, and I know that no flood I ever saw were powerful enough to tear a man’s arm clean off.”
The soldiers exchanged worried glances and the leader responded, “this is government business mate. I strongly suggest that you and your pint find another table before you leave me no choice but to report you as a potential problem. I mean what kind of idiot would seriously want to risk his life over something like this that’s already being handled by people who know what they’re doin’? I recommend you stay at home tomorrow night and mind your own business. Let the professionals handle this one mate. Now, if there’s nothin’ else-”
[bookmark: _Int_hkyEkljY][bookmark: _Int_O9iWqE29][bookmark: _Int_v5wWeU59][bookmark: _Int_42eprqyA]“You ask if I wanna risk my life over this. Well let me tell ya, sometimes the only way to achieve true immortality is to give yer life in the effort to achieve somethin’ truly great. I wanna be remembered, not just as some farmer working in a barren wasteland of a village in the middle of nowhere, but as someone who helped kill whatever caused them floods and whatever tore off that arm, whether it kills me or not. As soldiers yourselves, you must bloody understand! After all, ain’t that why you joined the forces in the first place – to do somethin’ meaningful with yer lives?”
“Alright lads, let's leave this nutter to his senseless ramblings, shall we?”
And with that, the soldiers got up from the table and left the inn, abandoning Peredur to his thoughts. 

[bookmark: _Int_9CCiKwwc]Later that evening, Peredur equipped himself with his walking boots, an enormous winter black coat and some tools, and headed out towards the lake. When he arrived, he observed how the floods had now calmed and the pier was accessible. The defeated oak pier had sat at the foot of the lake for as long as Peredur could remember. Worn down by the years gone by, many planks were missing, forcing him to use his flashlight as not to take a wrong step and be swallowed by the black void beneath. 
[bookmark: _Int_QYbzVhYD][bookmark: _Int_r2WKhw9A][bookmark: _Int_zfVddarW][bookmark: _Int_YqHL70TR]As he cautiously approached the end of the lengthy, crooked pier, Peredur made out a discernible shadowy figure standing tall against the lake’s backdrop. Moving the flashlight up toward the figure, he observed the figure was not alone. He was now watching a scene of a pale handsome man dressed all in black, and a girl wearing a white dress on what appeared to be a romantic rendezvous. Embarrassed as they began to embrace each other in a more-than-friendly manner, Peredur began to turn around, hoping the pair hadn’t noticed his presence, when something most freakish took place. The shadow began to bite the neck of the girl. Naturally, she screamed out for help, prompting Peredur to immediately whirl back around to the horrifying sight of the figure ripping out the girls’ throat with his teeth. Frozen at the sight of this, he could only watch in terror as the shadow began to consume his ex-lover. Taking a step back caused a plank to creak, alerting the shadow to Peredur’s presence, causing him to Jolt his head towards the farmer. 
[bookmark: _Int_4whedIKI]This thing isn’t human, Peredur reasoned, watching the creature dive into the bottomless pit of dark liquid with the half-eaten girl in its arms. As it descended, its shape began to change before his eyes. He only caught a glance with his flashlight, but what that man transformed into was nothing short of a monster. Scales covered its body like a crocodile, with fur branching out from in between the cracks. Peredur dropped his flashlight as fright overtook him, sprinting away back to his farm. 

[bookmark: _Int_Js87neKC][bookmark: _Int_ESDwktaN]Peredur knew that if he told the soldiers what he’d seen, they would put it down to his insane ramblings and take all the glory of the kill for themselves. No. Adventure was right around the corner, and he wasn’t going to pass up on an opportunity like this. 
The next evening, Peredur took his father’s hunting rifle out of the antiquated cabinet in which it had remained locked inside for many years, along with a lantern to replace his now-missing flashlight and headed out to the lake. Taking a small rowboat that was tied up to the pier, he sailed out into the glass-like dark mirror that stood before him. The night was blanketed in a layer of dense fog, the moonlight scarcely managing to pierce through. The only sound to be heard was that of Peredur’s boat rocking lightly against the water. 
[bookmark: _Int_yycq6vPN][bookmark: _Int_MEulrwNe][bookmark: _Int_4OSkubpm]Many minutes passed like this until eventually Peredur noticed the water in the distance moving as though something were swimming through it. Impossible, Peredur thought: the creature was huge, how can I not see it? Aiming his rifle at the disturbance in the lake, he began to panic. Shooting in the general vicinity of the approaching invisible creature, Peredur failed to properly hold the gun to his shoulder. The recoil knocked him backwards, causing him to fall off the boat and into the gloomy depths below. Peredur couldn’t swim. Sinking for what felt like forever, all he could see was absolute darkness surrounding him like a thick mist on a foggy evening. Eventually, Peredur noticed blood in the water. He silently celebrated to himself: I’ve done it, if this is my final resting place, I'll be more than happy to share a grave with that hideous beast. Everyone will know it was me who prevented these loathsome deaths from occurring any longer.
Peredur closed his eyes and awaited death. Then he heard something. A large groaning sound spread through the water like wildfire, sending shockwaves as it travelled. Opening his eyes, he saw it - a long reptilian face behind two beaming red ruby eyes. Peredur thought he saw the creature smile before opening its mouth wide revealing the razor-sharp, blood-stained teeth inside. Locked in place by his petrified joints, he tried to scream, allowing water to flood his lungs. No one could hear or aid him as Peredur was swallowed whole by the sea-devil floating alongside him. 

Essay

[bookmark: _Int_MC2qtzfP][bookmark: _Int_3QUqZa5y][bookmark: _Int_mBzyylNd][bookmark: _Int_6s7rqE3U][bookmark: _Int_Q7Pga9xH]For this task, I decided to recreate a part of the story “Peredur Son of Efrawg” taken from the Mabinogion. I went into more detail about a certain part from the story where, to save his brothers and claim glory, Peredur goes about slaying a lake serpent, specifically based off the Welsh mythological creature known as the Afanc, said to appear somewhat reptilian and possess the ability to turn into a human male to attract women to their deaths. Some of the story was changed, most notably with my decision to set it in present day Wales rather than the Dark Ages. There are similarities in the characters, however, such as the soldiers who represent the chieftains and the fishermen who represent the three dead brothers.
[bookmark: _Int_sXOWuZLA][bookmark: _Int_bwSgdzEB][bookmark: _Int_Z3eZpQ3N]The reason I decided to use this myth was mainly due to the character of Peredur who, in the original story, wants to become a knight since seeing some in action, therefore spending most of his time trying to accomplish great feats. I took the character traits of Peredur and decided to put them in a modern-day setting. I also thought it would be interesting to delve deeper into his slaying of the creature as in the original text it is brushed over in a matter of sentences. Using a mix of genres, mainly horror, I found a way to look at the myth with a new perspective and tried to envision what might have happened if the myth did in fact happen in Wales today. 
[bookmark: _Int_Hp3My4ku]With this change of genre and some major plot points, I hoped to achieve giving others a unique perspective on the story, even those keenly familiar with it, by taking some elements such as Peredur’s longing to achieve greatness as a knight, or in this case a soldier, and putting them in the modern world. The creature here Is also seen using abilities not necessarily seen in the Mabinogion but that it is said to have in other stories such as the ability to change form, to make the story more engaging and mysterious. 
[bookmark: _Int_4cr0p9J6][bookmark: _Int_GJN12lt7][bookmark: _Int_L0Yxukmd]I sought to delve deeper into the character of Peredur as, in the Mabinogion, his arrogance and wanting to become a great Knight leads him to great victories, whereas more realistically, the creature would have been a more formidable threat than it’s made out to be, in the aim to show Peredur as a classic hero. In my version of the story, however, Peredur’s arrogance leads to his downfall at the hands of the lake monster. This spin on the story I think provides for a much more realistic outcome and makes it a more unpredictable read for those who are familiar with the original tale.
While writing, I also attempted to make the dialogue and characters seem realistic, as in the Mabinogion there is an extreme lack of dialogue. This can make the characters seem less grounded and more mysterious and mythological as intended, but in my version of the tale I wanted the characters to be ordinary villagers or workers without supernatural abilities that could help them against the creature, such as the stone provided to Peredur in the original story to assist him in seeing the creature when it turns invisible. 
[bookmark: _Int_JHKagkz4]Overall, my aim with the story was to change people’s perspectives on the Mabinogion story by taking a relatively small part of the tale ad transforming it into a modernised version with a change that takes it into being light horror while still including Peredur’s original character traits and ambitions. Adding dialogue to the story adds a layer of realism to the story and the characters, also adding to the modern setting. 








