








From his headquarters at
Lletlyruchan Gwyn was supposed
to ferry the souls of the dead
by an. underground stream to the
Tor in Glastonbury. He was known
as King of the Fairies, or Hollow
Hills, and King of the Underworld.
He rode with the hounds of Annwn
and was credited with having creat-
ed a race of soul-less little dark
people possessing an atavistic
type of clairvoyance in an area
still known as Achddhw. Because
Arthur, in one of his battles,
ordered that the body of one of
these little people should be sent
back to her own for burial, instead
of being buried in a common grave
with the =oldiers, the Head of the
Little People pledged that they
should always serve Arthur, giving
him warning of the whereabouts of
his enemies, etc.

BUNYAN'S COUNTRY

Regular readers of 'Pendragon' will remember that in the
last issue we printed Charles Shepherds version of
Pilgrim's Progress. Because of this we were interested
in the following quote from The Reader's Digest most
recent publication, "Folklore, Myths and Legends of
Britain', published by Hodder & Stoughton at £6. 50.

It was in Bedford gaol, where he spent many years
for preaching illegally, that John Bunyan (1628-88)
began writing The Pilgrim's Progress....Bunyan was a
Bedfordshire man, born and bred, therefore it is the
Bedfordshire countryside, not some imaginery landscape,
that forms the vivid background of Christian's long and
hard journey. Bunyan's native village of Elstow is
Christian's starting-point, the City of Destruction;
for it was here that Bunyan's own salvation began when
he left the village to become a wandering preacher.
The tower of Elstow church where, as a young boy, Bun-
yan used to be a bellringer, is the Castle of Beelze-
bub in the book; and on Elstow Green is the stump of an
0ld cross in front of Elstow's Bunyan Museum, which
Bunyan may have had in mind when he wrote of Christian
}osing his burden at a cross -- although another cross
in the village of Stevington might also have suggested
the incident to him (the holy well at Stevington might
also have suggested the sepulchre into which Christian's
bu?den rolled and disappeared). Further on, Christian
climbs Hill Difficulty to reach the House Beautiful;
to-day, almost on the crest of Bedfordshire's steepest
hill, Ampthill, lies ruined Houghton House, in Bunyan's
day one of the most magnificent buildings in the county.
From here Christian looked across to the Delactalle
Mountains (the Chilterns).










































