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Pryderi.

The night sky was lit as brightly as if it were midday, illuminated by a fierce barrage of lightning bolts. The heaving trees steadied their roots firmly in the sodden ground as the insistent whipping of the wind howled in fury. The villagers took shelter where they could, fortifying their homesteads while muttering chants of protection from their anxious lips as they listened to the wrath that continued to be released upon the land. What, or who, could have caused the Gods to show such anger?
Teyrnon waits patiently, shielding himself within the shadows of the stable doorway. With his sword held firmly within clenched hands; his features sculpted in bold resolution. He senses the beasts’ approach. His hair raises and prickles down the length of his spine as he recognises the deep hungry gnarl resounding between the creaking groans of the trembling timbers of the barn. The increased agitation of his horses assures him he will not have much longer to wait.
[bookmark: _Int_i0x9Ji3e]Suddenly, and with no chance to shield himself, Teyrnon’s cheek is slashed by the flick of the dragon’s tail as it swoops low. Unperturbed by the warmth of his blood trickling steadily towards his neck, he readies himself for the dragon’s continuing assault. With sword held high in anticipation he listens for the beating of the dragons’ wing to draw near as it encircles the stable. Instinctively, and with precise efficiency, he brings the sword down with such force that it slices the dragon’s head from its scaly neck in one fell swoop. Teyrnon slumps down with exhaustion as the dragon falls weightily before him. With blazing orange eyes still wide open, almost in apparent shock, the severed head stares up at him with its lifeless glare. With sword held high in triumph, dark and rich dragons blood dripping from its blade, Teyrnon lets out a roar of relief. With his face turned towards the skies he relishes the sensation of rain lashing upon his face, the wind scalding his skin; his mares are free from danger to birth their foals now that the murderous creature has been slaughtered. But as Teyrnon reaches down to hoist the monstrous head onto his shoulders; a trophy to present before the townsfolk, he falters at the sight of something gripped within the dragon’s spasming talons. Intrigued, Teyrnon drops the monsters head and stoops down to prise open the leathery scaled claws. He reels at the sight of a newborn child within the dragons’ clutches. Uncertain of whether the child is still living, he gently lifts the infant from its snare and into the salvation of his hands. He sighs in relief as the child whimpers feebly at his touch.
‘You are safe bach, you are safe’ Teyrnon whispers. He takes off his cloak to wrap around the child and holds him close to his chest as he prepares to brave the continuing storm to return to his home.
‘Wife, come quickly.’ Teyrnon summons, securely bolting the solid wooden door behind him. Wide-eyed, she watches Teyrnon unwrap his cloak to reveal the child’s weak and meagre form and place him on a sheepskin before the fire.
[bookmark: _Int_XuGeoMGt]‘Husband, tell me what happened tonight?’ rendered motionless by the sight before her, ‘’And whose child is this?’
‘I slain the beast and the Gods have gifted us this child in reward.’
‘Our child?’ eyes wide in bewilderment, ‘What do you mean our child? Surely the boy has a mother.’
‘Wife, don’t you see? The boy has no mother, you are now his mother.’
‘I cannot mother an infant I have not borne from my own womb, what am I to nurse him with when my breasts are empty?’
‘Enough. We will raise him as our own.’ Teyrnon was hesitant of the discontent his wife displayed. ‘The goats’ milk is fresh and warm; you will nurse him with that.’
Teyrnon chose to call the boy Gwri Wallt Euryn, a name befitting the child’s golden locks that covered his head. Gwri developed at a faster pace than those children of his own age and stood a sturdy six feet tall by the age of ten. Teyrnon perceived the herculean strength the boy possessed as being something beyond human and egotistically boasted of his son’s might to the townsfolk. Tales of the child spread, and people from near and far would come to challenge not only the boy’s fighting prowess, but also that of Teyrnon who himself had developed the esteemed reputation of being the great dragon slayer. At one such contest whereby Idris, the Giant laid down the challenge and was subsequently defeated, having been impaled onto the church steeple with a single blow by Gwri’s hand, Gwri wearied of being required to compete in such effortless contests and sought a more notable quest to undertake. 
‘Mother, father, I have decided the time has come for me to go in search of my true destiny.’ He announces one morning as they sit at the kitchen table. Teyrnon, not expecting the news, chokes on his bread. His wife, in contrast, smiles wider than she ever has in the past fifteen years. 
‘Husband, maybe you should accompany Gwri on his travels?’ she seizes the chance of being rid of both men, irked by their constant arrogant boasts of might and the torn, blood-stained clothes she is dutifully required to attend to each day.
‘No, mother. This is something I need to do by myself.’ Gwri stands, ‘I will leave today for the sun is high, the nights’ moon is full, and the wind blows into the north-west.’
‘Very well,’ she replies, ‘I will prepare a knapsack for your departure.’ trying in vain to hide her joy at being rid of the child she did not seek.
‘Wife, do you not fear for our son?’
‘I do not for he is a strong and capable man, ready to discover his own path in this world.’ She considers for a moment, a newfound sense of liberation course tshrough her body. With a deep breath in, she stiffens her shoulders and looks fixedly at her husband, ‘And my name is Gwenllian. Teyrnon, do you forget my name is Gwenllian?’
[bookmark: _Int_3Lg5fkzW]It was on this very same day that Pwyll was told the tale of a valiant boy in a neighbouring town, renowned for his feats of strength and courage. It is rumoured that this boy, known by the name of Gwri, has hair as yellow as the sun, much the same as Pwyll’s. The news stirs something deep within his veins. Could it be him? Dare he hope that this could be the son who was demonically taken that fateful night, that night that has haunted both he and his wife Rhiannon for the past fifteen years? How they have been made to suffer for the sins of another, she having been accused of the worst atrocity and he for standing by her side for all these years. He never believed the cruel and treacherous allegations of infanticide and cannibalism. He knew his beautiful Rhiannon, the most enchanting woman in the land, was incapable of such a deed. While she endured her shameful penance with grace, he had sworn to seek the truth and redeem her reputation for as long as he lives.
‘Ready my horses, for today we will seek this boy with the golden hair.’ 





Reflection.
While delving into the myths and legends featured within the Mabinogion, I was both intrigued and inspired to further explore the tale of Rhiannon and Pwyll.[footnoteRef:2] For my creative piece of work I aim to develop my own adaptation of this story by focussing the tale on their son, Pryderi, who went missing the night Rhiannon gave birth to him, and his foster parents, Teyrnon and his wife. [2:  Sioned Davies (trans.), The Mabinogion (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 2007).] 

On further reading about Teyrnon I noted that his wife is not mentioned by name, merely ‘wife of…’.[footnoteRef:3] I considered whether her role within the story was thought to be so minor and insignificant to warrant her being named, and whether this was an intentional omission, or is it simply that the women who were not central to power and heroism were not afforded the same recognition. I feel that her role within the story of Pryderi is just as notable as Teyrnon’s and so have chosen, in my version, to name her after Gwenllian.[footnoteRef:4] A heroic princess who, in her husband’s absence, set out to defend the kingdom of Deheubarth. Gwenllian’s intelligence and strong-minded character urged her to act against the Normans, leading an army to fight near Kidwelly Castle. Although unsuccessful in her attempt, her efforts were indeed an inspiration. I want to portray Teyrnon’s wife as having the same strength and determination as Gwenllian and as my story continues, she will be featured as a main character whose voice and actions are recognised, undertaking her own feats of heroism and sorcery. It may have been presumed in the original version of the myth, that as a woman, she would have wanted and welcomed a child and that she then continued to nurture the child with an instinctive maternal love, I seek to confront the assumption that this is something all women long for in their lives. It is my intention to challenge this preconception that all women have a predetermined maternal disposition and to present the reader with a different point of view. I endeavour to show, through my characterisation of Gwenllian, that she was a woman in her own right, with her own aspirations who did not welcome the inflicted burden of having to mother a child she did not bear. Nor did she relish fulfilling the role of Teyrnon’s dutiful wife and having to endure all that entailed. As the story progresses, she will allow the reader to travel with her on her own journey of self-discovery as she frees herself from the constraints of the life imposed upon her. [3:  Jessica Hemming, Reflections on Rhiannon and the horse episodes in Pwyll, Western Folklore, (CA: California Folklore Society, 1998). 
]  [4:  Jessica Brain, Princess Gwenllian And The Great Revolt, Historic UK, <https://www.historic-uk.com/HistoryUK/HistoryofWales/Princess-Gwenllian> [accessed 19th March 2024].] 

[bookmark: _Int_nRyx2GjH]This piece of creative writing is not in its entirety but may be considered as an opening chapter to a tale which can be expanded upon in due course. I will need to undertake further reading to ensure that the finished work is historically accurate, for example, researching the daily life, beliefs, and the social norms of medieval Wales together with the continued exploration of Welsh myths and legends. By doing so I aim to create a version of a well-known tale with the modern-day relatability requisite to engage the reader.
Word Count: 1788.
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