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Borderland 
 
 “Tell me more about her,” said Ioan. 
 “Who?” said Dewidd with an inner smile. The old man, of course, already knew the 
answer to the question but he asked it anyway. 
 Ioan gave him a withering look. If he hadn’t been amused, Dewidd observed that he 
might otherwise have been unnerved by how adult, for a twelve-year-old, the lad’s expression 
was at that moment. 
 “You know who – her.”  
 Pausing a moment as if to gather his thoughts before speaking, Dewidd looked off into 
the distance. It was a grey and cloudy day, not unusual weather for the Kylemore hills, even at 
this time of year but somehow the bleak outlook suited the tale of Blodwen, doomed youngest 
daughter of Gereint, the King of Dalben. It was a tale that they both knew well and Dewidd 
hardly needed time to collect his thoughts on the matter. A pause still seemed appropriate 
though. Always were a one for drama weren’t you, Dewidd? he thought to himself and smiled 
wryly. 
 He noticed that Ioan was still waiting patiently for him to start and quickly coughed, 
covering his mouth with one hand to let his smile disappear innocuously. The lad took these 
things seriously, perhaps even more seriously than he himself and it would not do to spoil the 
occasion for him.  
 “She died very young, although in those few years her life was perhaps more complete 
than that of many who live on into their twilight years. For she was a child of another age, 
when years were lived slowly and had value in themselves, rather than being simply markings 
on a great calendar. Blodwen took pleasure in simple things – in weaving and dressmaking, in 
riding her beloved steed Snowmane, and in tending the flowers in King Gereint’s garden.” 
 “Was she beautiful?” 
 Again Dewidd smiled, this time at the fact that Ioan continued to ask questions each 
time he repeated the lay of Blodwen, even though in all likelihood the boy knew the story by 
heart, perhaps even better than he knew it himself. Dewidd didn’t mind, for a storyteller such 
as he lived for as attentive an audience as Ioan. 
 “Do not interrupt a bard in mid chant, for we are subtle folk, and quick to anger.” He 
said nevertheless with no trace of humour on his face, for this was what was expected of him. 
As expected, Ioan subsided into silence, suitably chided. 
 “She was as fair as a May morning, although this was the least of her virtues, and only 
part of the reason why she has been celebrated in songs and poems ever since the Elder days 
ended. For she was also wise and farsighted for one so young; indeed, it was said that she had 
the Gift and could see men’s futures just as others see the present. And sadly this was what 
was to prove her undoing, for there were those who desired to possess this talent for 
themselves. One such was Camlach, lord of the Black Hills.” 
 Dewidd paused and noted with satisfaction that at the name of the King of Thieves 
Ioan’s face lit up. Camlach’s was a name that appeared in many of the stories he had told the 
boy, both as hero and villain. 
 “Camlach was not truly of royal blood at all but his folk, who were outlaws and 
bandits from every part of the realm of Dalben who had rejected Gereint’s authority, regarded 
him as their lord. The Black Hills were Camlach’s realm and it was a place of wild beauty, 
where he and his band could neither be found nor attacked despite the best efforts of the 
King’s Men. That was until Camlach stole the most precious object in Gereint’s realm – his 
precious daughter Blodwen.” 
 “Why did he kidnap the Princess?” asked Ioan. 
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 Dewidd answered him solemnly, for he regarded the question as an essential part of 
the telling of this tale rather than as an interruption.  
 “Some say that it was because he desired her Gift, for it would truly make him the 
greatest of all thieves if he could, before even embarking on a crime, ascertain whether or not 
he would be successful and so avoid even the possibility of failure. Others insist that Camlach 
had no interest in Blodwen’s abilities at all, but rather that he took her to chagrin his enemy 
Gereint, for he knew that the loss of nothing less than his daughter would be sufficient 
revenge for the King’s taking that which was most precious to Camlach.” 
 “And what was that?” 
 “His freedom,” Dewidd answered, “Camlach was born into poverty and spent most of 
his youth hungry and homeless. One day, desperate and starving, he stole a loaf of bread and 
was caught by the King’s Men. Gereint was not a cruel King but in those days the penalty for 
theft was the loss of a hand and rather than pay this price, the young Camlach chose the life of 
an outlaw. Despite all that came after that, including the fame that he won as the King of 
Thieves, Camlach never forgave King Gereint for upholding what he saw as a cruel law.” 
 “And so that’s why he took Blodwen,” Ioan finished for him. The boy had more 
questions but he held them back when he noticed that Dewidd was no longer looking at him. 
Following his gaze Ioan saw that the object of his attention was a young woman, red-haired 
and green-eyed, who was standing a few yards away from where they sat on the wall which 
surrounded Finchley Field.  

Ioan was caught unawares by her sudden appearance, for he had heard no sound of her 
approach. Maybe it was because you were so engrossed in old Dewidd’s story said a voice in 
his head. There was no surprise in the old man’s eyes, although oddly there was recognition. 
Despite this, when she spoke it was Ioan whom she addressed. 

“Some believe otherwise,” she said with a smile, speaking as if she were an old friend 
of Ioan’s and had been involved in his conversation with Dewidd from the beginning, “They 
say that Camlach, who was wont to wandering through Gereint’s kingdom disguised as an old 
beggar, beheld Princess Blodwen one day in the streets of Caer Dalben and fell in love with 
her. She was like a pale flower that day, unable to grow into the fullness of her being while 
confined within her father’s realm. She saw in him her chance to become what she was born 
to be, a creature of the wild places, to flourish amid the rugged beauty of the Black Hills. 
There was no revenge in Camlach’s heart that day, only love.” 

Dewidd opened his mouth then, as if to disagree, but did not speak further until Ioan 
prompted him. 

“But… but that couldn’t have been what happened. I mean, you told me that Camlach 
murdered her.” 

“Gereint pursued his daughter like a man possessed,” continued the young woman as 
if Ioan had not spoken. She continued to ignore Dewidd, who for his part seemed quite 
content to avoid her gaze. 

“For twelve days and twelve nights the King searched the Black Hills, stopping for 
neither food nor water, until even the best of his riders, men half his age, could go on no 
longer. He was alone, therefore, when he came upon Camlach’s hidden stronghold. Quietly he 
walked its corridors until he came to the bedchamber of the King of Thieves. When he looked 
within he saw a sight that chilled him to his very marrow.” 

“What did he see?” said Ioan, barely able to contain himself. The woman was an even 
better storyteller than Dewidd. 

“The one sight that he could not bear - two young lovers, entwined in each other’s 
arms.  Without a word he strode forward and thrust his sword through Camlach’s heart, 
killing him. Blodwen stirred and woke to see her father standing over her dead lover, his 
blade covered in Camlach’s blood. There was neither shock nor fear in her eyes, however, for 
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she had seen this scene before through the grace of her Gift. And she said only this: ‘I have 
known love, knowing also that by my own father’s hand would love be taken away from me. I 
forgive you father, for without you there would have been no King of Thieves that I should 
fall in love with, and without you also there would not be this – release from the Gift which I 
have thought a Curse these many years.’ And with that she threw herself upon his sword, and 
the blade which had but a few moments earlier ended the life of her beloved also pierced her 
heart. It was a mortal wound, and all within Camlach’s stronghold were woken then by that 
most terrible of sounds, the anguished cry of a father who had lost his only child.” 

 
* * * * *  

 
 


