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PROLOGUE
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Lights rise to see GWENLLIAN’S GHOST standing downstage in a pale blue bliaut and with a quiver of arrows slung on one shoulder, her Welsh longbow resting gently in her hands. 

GWENLLIAN’S GHOST

(to audience)


Cry out for me, my people. Where my blood was spilt, let your voices be heard forever more. Cymru in all your glory: Deheubarth, Gwynedd, Ceredigion, Powys, Dyfed, Ynys Môn where I was born! Let not these conquerors go unanswered. Swear to me you shall never forget. We are Cymraeg. We are forever.
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(END OF SCENE)
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ACT I
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ACT I, SCENE I
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1113. The GREAT HALL of Aberffraw Castle, Ynys Môn. Center stage KING GRUFFYDD AP CYNAN sits on his elaborately carved throne placed on a dais. Behind the king is a banner featuring the royal heraldry of the kingdom of Gwynedd with its four roaring lions. At the king’s right stands his HERALD. 

HERALD

(loudly)


The king welcomes into his court Princess Nest ferch Rhys of Deheubarth, baroness of Pembroke!


(PRINCESS NEST ENTERS stage left.)

PRINCESS NEST

(kneeling)


Bore da, f'arglwydd.



KING GRUFFYDD


Bore da f’arglwyddes.


(motioning for the princess to rise)


Sut ydych chi?



PRINCESS NEST


Da iawn, diolch yn fawr. My son Henry Fitzhenry gives his kind regards.



KING GRUFFYDD

(Stepping down from the dais and motioning for Princess Nest to follow him as he meanders downstage)


Your husband does not mind he is King Henry’s son?



PRINCESS NEST


Gerald of Windsor is the king’s man, a baron because King Henry wants him watching over the marches and keeping we Welsh firmly under his control. Henry Fitzhenry is with his stepfather right now in Cernarth along with our children.



KING GRUFFYDD

Has he grown much since I last saw him?

PRINCESS NEST

He’s almost ten now.

KING GRUFFYDD


Tell me my lady, are you here just to visit with old friends or does other business occupy your mind?



PRINCESS NEST


By business do you mean the king’s business or my own?





KING GRUFFYDD


Is there a difference?



PRINCESS NEST


In this case yes; if King Henry were to find out about this errand up north he would be more than a little cross with me, despite his fond memories of me from his youth.



KING GRUFFYDD


What could you say or do to make our liege lord cross?





PRINCESS NEST


I have a favour to ask you.



KING GRUFFYDD


A favour? How expensive a favour?



PRINCESS NEST


My brother Hywel has healed from the injuries he suffered while imprisoned by Arnulf fitz Roger of Montgomery.  I’ve kept him with me in Pembroke, but it grows dangerous for me to harbour him.  No one has any idea what happened to my brother Llewelyn and—



KING GRUFFYDD


What doom do you bring to my kingdom, Nest? What are you trying not to tell me?



PRINCESS NEST


My brother Gruffydd ap Rhys has returned from his exile in Ireland.  In the few months he’s stayed with me he has already been proclaimed a champion by the people eager for us to throw off this pretend vassalage towards King Henry of England. They would see him crowned king of Deheubarth as our father’s heir and rightful ruler of our lands.  King Henry wants him dead.



KING GRUFFYDD


The Normans always went us dead, or at very least subservient.



PRINCESS NEST

(flirting)


Not all Normans. I find my husband agreeable enough, not to mention a certain king of England whose bed I shared for many years—even after he married the noble Princess Matilda of Scotland, daughter of Saint Margaret of Wessex. Quite the pedigree but I am more beautiful, more to his liking. You wouldn’t care to find out personally now would you?



KING GRUFFYDD

(considering her offer)


You are beautiful, Nest.



PRINCESS NEST

(putting her arms around his neck and kissing him seductively)


Does that mean I should expect you in my room tonight?



KING GRUFFYDD


Why do you want me right now?



PRINCESS NEST


You are a king; my husband has no noble blood at all. I married him because my Henry needed me to bear his bastard away from court and the disproving eyes of Queen Matilda. My son and his daughter Matilda are almost the same age, you know.



KING GRUFFYDD


Conceived no doubt while the queen was pregnant with her daughter.



PRINCESS NEST


How did you know?



KING GRUFFYDD


I am a king—and a man.



PRINCESS NEST


So that does that mean you accept my offer?



KING GRUFFYDD


No, Nest, not that one.  But I will receive your brothers here in Aberffraw and give them sanctuary if they need it.  I value Deheubarth far too much as an ally to risk it on some whim of yours.



PRINCESS NEST

(releasing him from her embrace with a seductive pout)


A pity.  You would have found tonight quite entertaining had you accepted.



KING GRUFFYDD


Entertaining perhaps.  But what good is a night of entertainment if it undermines my kingdom?  Sleeping with you might have its benefits, Nest, but not nearly the benefits I seek from strengthening my alliance with Deheubarth.  Your brother Gruffydd is your father’s heir.  He is far more valuable to me in freeing our people from the Normans and the English than you will ever be!



PRINCESS NEST

(annoyed)


Very well then, f'arglwydd. Since clearly a daughter of Prince Rhys ap Tewdur is not good enough for you and your court, you will have to settle for his surviving sons.  I will tell my brothers they are welcome here in Aberffraw.



KING GRUFFYDD


Nest, be fair!  Do not think to weave me into one of your seductive plots.  The interests of Gwynedd and of Deheubarth are best served through a strong alliance of our realms. Then and only then can we throw off the yoke of England and be truly free.  To that end I have and must continue to sacrifice everything for our people—even the pleasantries of you.  Take that with you when you return to Deheubarth in a few days.  I will do anything to secure the safety of our peoples.  Anything.




PRINCESS NEST

(bowing deeply to the king)


Diolch yn fawr, f'arglwydd. I will tell them.  Expect them within the month. For the moment, I hope I am still welcome to enjoy the other pleasures of your court.




KING GRUFFYDD


You are always welcome, Nest.  Always.
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(END OF SCENE)
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ACT I, SCENE II
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1113 February. An open field with woods nearby. In the background we see the fortress of CARN GOCH. The sound of thunder and pouring rain fills our ears. PRINCE HYWEL and PRINCE GRUFFYDD AP RHYS wearily ENTER STAGE LEFT, their heavy cloaks covering their faces.  Mud coats their boots and the hems of their cloaks. Prince Hywel stumbles on stage with a heavy limp, the agony of his injuries evident in his gait but mostly concealed from his face.  Exhausted Hywel makes his way downstage to a tree and sits down. Prince Gruffydd joins him.

HYWEL


I’m sorry, brother.  I need a rest. Can you forgive me?



PRINCE GRUFFYDD


What is there to forgive, Hywel?



HYWEL


I’m slowing you down.  You should have let those English soldiers capture me.



PRINCE GRUFFYDD


Never! Either they take us together or not at all!



HYWEL


Do you think we can get to Carn Goch by nightfall?



PRINCE GRUFFYDD


Most definitely – unless we run into more English.  At least the locals hate the English as much as we do.



HYWEL


We could have gotten there already if we were not in hiding and used our real names.



PRINCE GRUFFYDD


And risk English spies learning our whereabouts and our destination?  No, I think not!  It won’t be long before we can head west and into Ceredigion.  Aberystwyth is only two days’ march from the Gwynedd border.  With luck we will arrive by Saint David’s day – just in time to see the famous golden cenhinen pedr in all their glory.



HYWEL


And perhaps take refuge for the night in the bosom of some pretty lady with cenhinen pedr in her hair?



PRINCE GRUFFYDD

(teasing)


Two shillings you can’t get one without saying your real name!



HYWEL


You’re on!
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(END OF SCENE)
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ACT I, SCENE III


[image: ]


1113 27th February. Aberystwyth.  In the background we see the ancient hilltop fort of Pen Dinas which overlooks the city.  The roar of the Irish Sea fills our ears.  HYWEL and PRINCE GRUFFYDD ENTER STAGE RIGHT, following the road into town.

HYWEL

(pointing towards Pen Dinas)


Gruffydd, is that what I think it is?



PRINCE GRUFFYDD


Pen Dinas!  The oldest hill fort in Ceredigion! Aberystwyth at last!  Tomorrow we shall reach King Gruffydd’s kingdom—and freedom!



HYWEL and PRINCE GRUFFYDD EXIT stage left. Upstage left A MONK ENTERS holding a bundle of leeks.  TOWNS PEOPLE follow him on stage.

MONK

(making the sign of the cross as he meanders to center stage)


Blessed are the meek for they shall inherit the earth!



TOWNS PEOPLE

(Ad lib requests for prayers and blessings)


Brother, pray for me!

Brother, ask Saint David to heal my wife from the pox!

Brother, my family is starving!

Saint David help us!



HYWEL and PRINCE GRUFFYDD quietly ENTER STAGE RIGHT and discretely attempt to blend in with the small crowd.

MONK

(motioning for the people to kneel silently)


O God, who graciously bestowed on your Bishop Saint David of Wales the virtue of wisdom and the gift of eloquence, and made him an example of prayer and pastoral zeal; grant that, through his intercession, your Church may ever prosper and render you joyful praise. Through our Lord Jesus Christ, your Son, who lives and reigns with you in the unity of the Holy Spirit, one God, for
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