Epilogue
Beware of Wales, Criste Jhesu Mutt Us Kepe
upported by a faithful few, Owain Glyn Dŵr had been a fugitive in his own
land for six years before he died. During this time, his vision of realizing a
united and independent Welsh nation had become a receding dream. News
would have filtered through to him of the mass submissions of former followers, of
the communal fines imposed by the English, of the failure of the Lollard revolt, of
Henry V’s negotiations with the French that had scuppered his own, of the Southampton Plot in which he was expected to have taken part, of the hundreds of Welsh
soldiers joining the King of England’s expedition to France, of the foundation at St
Andrews of the first Scottish university and of the appointment of yet more Englishmen to the sees of St David’s, Bangor and St Asaph.1 Perhaps, he heard too of
the new charters, expressly prejudicial to the Welsh, that were granted to boroughs
and border towns. He would certainly have heard of the acquiescence of some his
former comrades to the new English regime, of the rush made by some of them to
take advantage of their compatriots’ plight, of the repairs being made to the castles, abbeys, churches, houses, mills, towns and villages damaged in his revolt and
of those ruined beyond repair. He would have thought about his once comfortable
homes, razed to the ground by a so-called ‘Prince of Wales’; and about his family,
that ‘nest of chieftains’ dispersed in the revolt, most to perish: his daughters, who
had married English adversaries; his eldest daughter and grandchildren, who had
passed away in penurious captivity far away in London and been laid to rest in some
foreign grave; and his wife of whose fate we know nothing.
We do not know whether Glyn Dŵr felt that his life had been successful or
whether he wished that he had spent his last years tending to his family, entertaining friends, patronising bards, framing ditties on a harp, practising law, hawking and
hunting, farming his lands, milling corn or perhaps even drawing a pension from
Harry of Monmouth. As the ‘sole head of Wales’, the brudwyr (soothsayers) had
set him in the role of Y Mab Darogan (the Son of Prophecy). He would fulfil their
ancient prophecies, throw off the Saxon yoke, chase those foreign invaders from
Britain, unite the true British into one nation and rule it from London. He had shown
that he had—or perhaps affected—a belief in prophecy by employing his own brudwyr, by consulting others about it from time to time and by including it within the
Tripartite Indenture. Yet, a belief in divination was normal at that time, even in England. It was recorded that Hotspur and Henry IV both believed the prophecies that
foretold they would die at Berwick and Jerusalem respectively.2 Even if they did not,
1
John Catterick was made bishop of St David’s in 1414 ‘until the pope translates him to a fatter church’—
just a year later he was followed by Stephen Patrington; Benedict Nicholls had been Bishop of Bangor
since October 1409 and Robert Lancaster was consecrated as Bishop of St Asaph in 1411. Allmand, p.
259; Lloyd, p. 134; CPL, vi, p. 443.
2
Henry’s belief in prophecy may have been selective: at York in 1403, he had ordered the beheading of a hermit
called William Norham, who had foretold Henry’s doom to his face: Goodman (1999), p. 86; Annales, p. 372.
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