The Tale of Sir Dawyth and Aeron (by Bianca van der Mark)

Subtitled 'The Knight and the Dryw' 

With art of music I show the art of speech.

But before I start, I do beseech

That all God's justice may prevail

Please all listen well as I tell this tale.

There lived a knight, by the name of Daw,

A courageous man with not one flaw.

He surely was a man of much noblesse

And one day decided to turn to wilderness

So seek his fortunes, his castle he left behind

To see if he could his destiny find.

He only took his sword and a cloak

And his clay pipe so that he could smoke,

Unshod went he and all alone

Without companion had he gone.

The woods were lonely, dark, and deep,

The hills he climbed were bare and steep,

Snakes and rodents, vermins both

Crept all along the undergrowth

Impeding our brave knight's paces

As he travelled to distant places.

One night when Dawyth slept to rest

He was overcome by a foul tempest;

The wind howled, the thunder clapped

Overcame Sir Dawyth has he napped.

“Alas!” he cried. “This is bad luck!”

He ran for shelter as lightning struck,

But nowhere near he found a tavern

And so he hid in an obscure cavern.

The storm raged on, Daw stayed within

Positively shivering in his skin

Until, at last, he became so bleary

That Morpheus caught him, cold and weary.

In the morning, the storm was done

Sir Dave was glad to see the sun.

He got up and prepared his pipe to smoke,

But was surprised as he heard a voice, that spoke:

“What is your name, you who spent the night?”

He turned around and saw a woman, all in white,

With on her bodice red golden clasps

Formed in the shape of slithering asps.

The cave, he saw, by day was not obscure

But crafted skillfully, lined with gemstones pure;

With the maiden it paled in comparison

And breathless Dawyth spoke: “Are you a Saracen?”

Her cornflower eyes were full of smiles,

Her skin pale and nobly smooth, while

Her hair was gold like wheat that grows,

Cheeks coloured by the faintest rose.

Her gown, snowwhite, had not a stain

And her left ankle wore a golden chain.

Her laugh was like silver bells in a fountain

“No, I'm the woman from under the mountain,”

She spoke. “You need not fear what I might do

I am Christian and human, just like you.”

Sir Dawyth wiped away his frown

And decided to put his sword back down.

“My name, fair lady, is Sir Dave,

May I ask - why live you in this cave?”

The maiden looked sad and sighed so deep

That Dawyth thought that she might weep,

She spoke: “Sir, Aeron is my name

And for this home, my stepmother's to blame.

Ten years after my mother joined the Lord

My father found another woman to adore.

One day I saw her leaving secretly

And as I wondered what her goal would be

I decided to follow her through the woods

A choice that would change my life for good!

Because there I saw, to her disgrace,

She was folded in a lover's embrace

Giving lover's kisses, like coupling snakes,

I knew my father's heart would break.

Unable was I to keep from crying out

And she turned towards me with a great shout,

She said that never would I go home again

And that she'd made me live in a lonely glenn.

She cursed me and sent me to this well

To here evermore men's fortunes tell,

But now I've lived here in this stone

Only wind for company and quite alone.”

Daw carefully took her in his arms;

She'd already caught him with her charms

And said: “I will this curse ondo

If I may ask one thing of you.

I'm searching for my destiny

Will you read my future for me?”

She took his hands from off her waist

(She must be Christian and chaste)

And answered him without ado:

“There's nothing I'd rather do for you.

Come follow me into the mountain

I'll read your fortunes in the fountain.”

She took him by the hand and made him follow,

So he wouldn't get lost inside the hollow

Because there were so many ways

To Dawyth it was quite a maze,

But Aeron followed the gems's spark

And led him safely through the dark.

At last they came to a circular room

In which there was a weaving loom.

Under the mountain, the room was bright

From a hole in the ceiling a pillar of light

Which fell unto an enchanted well

That carried a rather floral smell.

Here Aeron had lived many years

Daw knew she had shed many tears;

Despite the light, he felt a gloom

The cavern seemed to him a tomb.

Dawyth sworn that the daylight bright

Should not be deprived of Aeron's sight.

Aeron directed Sir Dawyth to a chair

That was as golden as her hair.

Then she herself turned to the well.

“This is water in which salmon dwell,”

She said, “who wise soothsayers be

Let them whisper your destiny.”

Sir Dawyth sat quietly for a long time,

Both listened to the water's silent chime.

Aeron gazed into the pool's quiet reflection

So she could point Daw in the right direction.

Aeron turned to Daw when an answer she'd begot.

She said: “Now that I know what is your lot

I'll tell you, but don't forget you promised me

To go to the fairy mounds to set me free.”

Sir Dawyth again promised that he would

And that she should tell his future if she could.

Now that Aeron was reassured,

She told Daw his fate, her voice was pure:

“The enchanted water says you must swap,

One thing you take, the other must you drop.

You must take the wisdom of the sword

And oracles don't like to be ignored -

So listen closely so you remember well

Take wisdom instead of the spoon with the bell.”

Sir Dawyth then was quite confounded

As he thought about how those words sounded.

“Of this riddle I can't make head nor tails

And nor can anyone in Wales!”

He complained, but Aeron calmed him down.

“Brave sir, discard that sour frown

And instead let not these doubts you yield

Eventually all will be revealed.

Please do not break your promise to me,

Go to the fairies and set me free?”

Sir Daw could see the sadness in her eyes

But he was a good man and did not tell lies.

“Let not worry to your heart cling,

For you I would to anything.

I'll go to the fairies, no matter how far

If you can tell me where they are.”

Aeron showed Dawyth where to go

Through the glenn and down below,

Over grassy plains, near the elm tree.

“There,” she said, “live the sídhe.”

'Twas night again and as he walked near

Daw had to admit he felt some fear;

He'd never met the fairy-folk

But had heard the village people talk

Of how the sídhe had stolen little boys

And little girls to be their toys.

Chin up, bravely he travelled on,

Courageous as he thought of his loved one,

Because although he walked all alone

He thought of the maiden living in stone.

Daw stopped when he'd approached the mound

Where he knew fairies could be found

And he called out with his voice clear:

“Is there perhaps a fairy near?

If you can help me, oh wise fay,

I'll make sure that you are well repaid.”

In the moonlight Dawyth saw a gleam.

At first he thought 'twas but a dream,

Something in the corner of his eye,

Until he heard a sídhe reply:

“What is it that you wish from me

That you would come and visit the sídhe?”

The fairy was very light of frame

With ginger hair, like a bright flame,

Its skin unblemished and unmarked.

But in its eyes a misschief sparked

And Daw knew he had to be on his guard

Or he might not leave this place unharmed.

“I'm sent here by a maiden fair,

A beautiful lass with golden hair

And such kind eyes of honesty

That any creature would take pity.

You see, she has been cruelly cursed

I'm here to make sure it's reversed.

She is exiled and lives in yonder cave

And I swear on my father's grave

That I will pay the highest price

If a solution you'll devise.”

For a moment the sídhe was still

And sat upon the grassy hill.

It said: “Alright, a deal I make

With you that I the curse will break.

I'll release her from the stoney tomb

If you bring me fruit of her womb.

Her first childling, be it girl or boy,

You'll give to me to raise with joy

So I can teach it the fairy way.

Are we agreed, is that the pay?”

For a moment Dawyth hesitated

And in his mind the choice he weighed:

To give the fay a changeling

Would be a most enraging thing

For a young mother to bear -

It would really hardly be fair.

The sídhe could see he was in doubt

And it didn't want Daw to back out.

It said: “Do not think that you will wrong her.

Small price to pay to be cursed no longer!”

So Dawyth nodded and said: “Sure,

I promise if you'll find the cure

The first child from her womb I'll give;

I can only hope she will forgive.”

The fairy shrugged, it did not care

And wasn't bothered by mortal despair.

“Do not worry for your lady friend,

I'm sure that she will comprehend.

Tell her to sleep under tomorrow's moon

And meet me at this spot at noon.

By magic and by fairy gift

This curse of hers I'm sure to lift.”

Dawyth promised, then he did depart

And went back to Aeron with heavy heart.

Unaware of the unpleasant price

Aeron happily embraced him twice

And said: “Now finally you will see

What proper person I can be

And when this curse is lifted away

It is with you that I will stay.”

Her words warmed Sir Dawyth's soul

And all his worries it did console.

He slept within while his future bride

Spent the night under the moon, outside.

Aeron looked beautifully unique

As the moonlight fell upon her cheek

Her skin was bright and white as snow

She looked positively aglow!

Sir Dawyth thought no one ever could be

In any way more beautiful than she.

But after he'd watched for an hour or more

He decided to go and sleep indoors,

Soon he was asleep quite sound

Protected from sunlight by the mount.

The next morning, not an hour too soon,

Aeron went away just before noon

To visit the fairy on the hill.

Dawyth was yet asleep and still.

When Aeron arrived at Undrentied

The sídhe was there as they'd agreed.

The fay could not believe his eyes

When his magic did the deed.

At first thought 'twas some disguise

And refused to proceed,

But he'd promised so had to concede:

Instead of the maiden, slight and frail

The true nature of the human was freed,

Then Aeron stood and he was male.

Dawyth must have slept so very fast,

For when he woke, the day had almost passed

And he hurried to the grassy slopes.

As he arrived, he lost his hopes:

Not did he see the maiden he longed for

(Whom he feared he had wronged more

Than the lifting of her curse deserved).

Instead 'twas a man he observed

Asleep on the grass-covered hill.

Dawyth's heart gave a silent thrill

And anger coursed through his veins.

He ran across the grassy plains,

Sword drawn and ready to fight,

The cold metal shone in the light.

Daw awakened the man with a harsh shout

And told him: “Tell me all about

The lady that earlier here reposed,

Tell me, are those not her clothes?”

He pointed at the discarded mess

That had been Aeron's previous dress.

Aeron did not know what to say

And in fear tried to move away

On the damp soil, at Dawyth's knees,

Who did not care for his unease.

“And if you do not fast confess

I'll thrust my sword right through your chest!”

Aeron stumbled back, thus pleaded he:

“It's me: Aeron. You've set me free.

Kind Dawyth, please let me explain

I do not mean to cause you pain!”

Dawyth looked at the man's scared face

Which was of an extraordinary grace.

His hair, like Aeron's, was golden threads -

Had this been the woman he'd planned to wed?

“Alright, explain, but be quick and don't lie

I'll know if you do and make sure you die.”

Aeron nodded, quietly resigned

And said: “I was afraid you'd leave me behind

So I never told you what was the curse

And now it seems I made things worse.

When I caught my father's wife

I surely thought she'd take my life,

But she came up with a meaner spell

That's why I was exiled to the well.

I'd have been prepared to die by the blade

But instead she turned me into a maid.

You must believe me, say you do,

When have I ever lied to you?”

Dawyth didn't know what to believe

But honest eyes cannot deceive;

For when he saw those eyes of blue

Daw knew the man's words must be true.

Because that blue, as blue as skies,

Was exactly the same as Aeron's eyes.

“I don't want to go back to the hollow

Will you, Dawyth, allow me to follow?

As a bride you can't introduce

Me, but I'll have some other use?

Because I've thus seen the world twice

I can give you some good advice.

The future I can still foresee.

You can certainly count on me.

Together we'll be both the wiser

If you'll have me as an adviser.”

To that Sir Dawyth quite agreed

And he took Aeron's hand to lead.

“That sounds like a good course to take.

Now quick, before the fairies wake:

We will walk to my home and land

You not as my wife, but my right hand.

So was it that after much ado

Aeron's prophecy did come true:

Daw did not find a wedding band

And took no wife back to his land,

He never had a lover's spoon

(Nor fairies childling from a womb).

Rather instead he had a friend,

Which is a bond that never ends,

As God wills it and He knows best

The lived their lives forever blessed.

