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SIR GWYN D'AWHITEVAN

  C  CHAPTERHAPTER I I

On High

he Time upon the characters in this story had been

called, The Dark Ages. This name seems an amusing

declaration of the period, as this age of darkness had nothing to

do with a lack of lightness. The wit becomes clear when one

considers  the  name  a  joke  played  against  the  outstanding

accomplishments of the time: the lack of illumination, the lack

of  knowledge.  One could  assume that  a  lack  of  knowledge

implies knowledge was not known in times before.  But that

assumption  would be wholly  incorrect.  The ages of  Roman,

and of Greek, and of Egyptian, and many other empires, had

come before. They had in common a great depth and breadth

of  knowledge  and  accomplishments.  Indeed,  it  is  my

interpretation of the label Dark Ages as implying the willful

destruction or suppression of knowledge.  This deed of force

was accomplished by the few against the many, plunging the

era into physical and mental servitude lasting a thousand years.

T
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A span of time longer than but a few empires. A span yet to be

rivaled in the European sphere of empire.

It is here in this age of darkness a delicate light begins.

A Knight, he shall be known as Sir Gwyn d'Awhitevan. He

is not known in any historical telling, but for these pages. This

hero  was involved  with  a  Lady.  They  shared  a  love  affair,

chaste  of  course.  Though  not  accepting  another,  the  Lady

would not allow herself to marry until Sir Gwyn d'Awhitevan

brought defeat upon his adversary. Much worry held the knight

on how he was to bring this feat to accomplishment. But let's

just  say,  through  a  bit  of  trickery,  and  much  luck,  he  did

manage  the  deed.  His  competitor  fell.  The  spoils  were

acquired.

The Lady, as some would have us believe, was never one to

stray  far  from  the  hearing  of  gossip.  It  became  promptly

learned when the good fortune visited her darling. The deed of

this woman began with pen put to paper. She composed to him

a letter;  it had been practiced long in her head forwards and

backwards. The letter was brief. She had chosen. It beckoned

him to her. It must be tonight. It must be in haste. Tonight, she

will  take him,  knowing he will  remain honorable.  Upon the

next day's morning, they will then seek a chapel. He will marry

her.
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The  letter  arrived.  The  seal  torn  open  and  the  contents

quickly read by the hero,  he was off  on his horse in a mad

dash, riding through his lands,  old,  and newly acquired.  His

attention  along  the  road was wholly  focused in  seeking  the

arms of his beloved.

Flying  as  a  bird  soars  straight  and  true  along  the  road,

much beyond the vision of Sir Gwyn d'Awhitevan, there was a

gentleman. He was upon a horse proceeding at a leisurely pace,

a trot,  for he was a leisurely man. His direction approached,

though as yet in the distance, miles away.
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CCHAPTERHAPTER II II

And Thus, It BeganAnd Thus, It Began

n Inventor crossed the field of his master. He led his

gathered sons. By his side, the neighbor walked instep,

silently.  The group stopped.  The river  that  divided the farm

was before them. The river wasn't great, but it flowed reliably,

even through the dry season that  was almost upon the year.

The  neighbor  wasn't  looking  at  the  river.  His  attention  had

been captured since they first  approached the bank,  drawing

him to stand beside a mysterious device; he caressed its freshly

sawn  wood  grain.  There  was  an  assumption  long  between

them: The Inventor would begin the explanation. The neighbor

waited,  holding  back  questions.  The  Inventor  stood  erect,

looking out upon the river. His thoughts were lost to it, drifting

with the current.

A

The boys, well,  young men really,  also waited.  One was

smaller than the rest, the youngest. As was the fate of his role,

his  brothers  teased him.  It  happened he was pushed off  the
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bank, surely to fall into the water. Just before he fell  out of

reach, the eldest brother grabbed him by the shirt collar and

hauled  him  back  upright  and  upon  his  feet.  Restored,  the

youngest pushed at his teasing brother, who stumbled into Dad,

The Inventor, awaking him from his dreaming. The neighbor

took the opportunity to catch his attention before it wandered

off, again.

“So you were saying?”

“Was I?”

“Yes. Something about saving my labor.”

“Yes.  You are right.”  He paused a moment,  then spoke,

“Boys, to the crank.”

They pushed at each other laughing. The little one had been

standing before the crank. His biggest brother smiled to him.

Gently, he put his hand on the little one's shoulder. The boy

looked up to him smiling and moved aside.

“Note,” The Inventor began the explanation. “One end of

the machine approaches the river; descending into it actually.

The other end reaches diagonal up the bank, to where we stand.

Behind us is the master's field.” Nodding to his biggest son, he

said simply, “Begin.”

The neighbor looked from The Inventor to the big, burly

boy. He was unsure what to expect. He looked down the length

of the box to the swirling water of the river.

The boy initiated the motion. Round and round. It began.

There was the sound of movement along the box's length.
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The Inventor nodded his head, commenting, “The crank is

attached to a shaft that is shaped like a screw.”

The neighbor watched the boy at his labor. “I am confused

as to the significance.”

“Please,  wait  a  moment.  The  significance  will  become

apparent.”

The boy's movements were quick at first, then slowed to a

steady pace as though the weight of a load were upon him.

The  neighbor  continued  to  observe,  “So?  Nothing’s

happening.” Before he could finish, water began to fall out the

top of the device. It was caught in a trough.

“Well, I'll be!” the neighbor exclaimed.

“Let's follow the water's new course,” said The Inventor,

leading his friend.

They walked along with the water as it traveled the board

trough. The short journey ended with the water spilling into a

large tank next to the house.

The  neighbor  had  become  enthusiastic.  He  wanted  to

contribute  words  to  the  cleverness  before  him.  “So,  your

device refills the rain tank.”

“I call it, The Water Screw.”

“OK. The Water Screw. It will keep the tank full through

the dry spells over summer.”

“Exactly.”

“Your  system  of  providing  water  in  the  house  will  be

practical,  year  round  then.”  He  stood  back  a  step,  saying,
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“Amazing!  Every  noble  will  want  this.  You  will  make  the

master very happy. He will amass even greater riches.”

“Yes. I suppose he will at that.”

“He  will  be  famous  throughout  the  land.  Maybe  he'll

provide you generosity. Maybe set you free of his servitude.”

The Inventor looked stone face at the neighbor, his friend.

They spoke simultaneously, “Nah.”

The Inventor shook his head and clapped the neighbor on

the shoulder, letting his hand remain there. “Let us go inside. I

have something else to share with you.”

“You've  perfected  your  still,  haven't  you?  I  smelled  it

simmering when I passed the barn shed.”

“Oh, the wonderful fragrance.” Holding the door open, he

added,  “I  believe I  have perfected it,  but please,  you be the

judge of that.” As the neighbor entered the house, The Inventor

turned back. He called out across the yard,  “You boys keep

filling  the  tank  until  the  level  reaches  the  site  mark,  no

further.”

“Yes  Papa!”  they  all  shouted  together,  giggling  and

pushing at each other.

The Inventor closed the door and joined his friend in the

kitchen. He took two mugs off a shelf and a clay jug out of a

cupboard. The liquid sloshed into the mugs as they were filled.

They raised their mugs and drank.
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The  neighbor  looked  thoughtfully  at  The  Inventor  but

remained  silent,  for  a  moment.  Then  he  took  another  pull,

longer  this  time.  Nodding  as  he  wiped  his  lip,  he  said

cheerfully, “I think you got it this time.”

“Yes. I believe you are right.”

“It doesn't taste a bit metallic. Not at all like the last batch.”

“Oh my. That last batch…” The Inventor stammered.

“I have to tell you,” his friend interrupted. “I poured out the

last of it in my garden patch, like you suggested. I thought it

might at least be good as a fertilizer.”

“I wasn't suggesting.”

“It certainly wasn't drinkable. It gave me such a headache!”

“I can imagine.”

“I should say you could. Can you also imagine the plants in

my garden? Those I watered with your beverage turned brown

before the sun went  down.  The morning found them wilted

dead on the ground.”

“Really? That's interesting. I must investigate more of this

action on plants. There might be a use for that.”

“Nothing has grown back since.”

“Fascinating,”

His friend stared back, then reached for his mug. Finding it

empty, he returned it to the table giving it a little nudge.

The  Inventor  reached  to  repour  his  friend's  mug.  “This

batch,  I  might  add,  it  doesn’t  give  a  bad  head  in  the

tomorrow.”
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“That, I am glad to hear.”

“Yes. It was the copper. That was the answer.”

“Copper, yes. I see. The essence of the copper metal doesn't

join with the vapor.” He took another drink, swirling it back

and forth in his cheeks before swallowing. “Wonderful.”

The Inventor smiled.

A second jug was tapped as the sun became longer in the

day.
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CCHAPTERHAPTER III III

The Enthusiasm of Young MenThe Enthusiasm of Young Men

hile the drinking of the men proceeded, the boys

had  begun  a  contest.  The  test  was,  which  boy

could draw the most water for the longest time. The biggest of

them  continued  his  effort  from  when  he  demonstrated  the

device to the neighbor. He brought up a large volume of water

quickly, but he tired quickly too. He slowed off until he could

continue no further.

W

The  next  boy  had  learned  from  the  bigger  one  to  pace

himself.  His  rhythm  was  proceeding  well,  that  is  until  the

water  stopped  flowing.  At  the  moment  that  happened,  the

resistance  against  the  handle  was  removed.  Without  the

opposition to balance him, he fell face forward into the mud.

The others howled in laughter. He looked up to each one of

them,  thinking  a  trick  had been played upon him,  but  none

were guilty. He was helped to stand up. Reviewing his state of

dripping wetness, he too joined the laughter.
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They all went down the bank to the river. While the muddy

one washed himself clean, the biggest investigated the failure

of  the  device.  He  waded  into  the  water,  ducking  under  to

where the snout of the device rested. He emerged with a large

rubbery  leaf  in  his  hand.  It  had  been  blocking  the  device's

intake. They all climbed up the bank. The next brother took his

turn while the youngest resumed his task of counting off aloud

the strokes the crank made, round and round.

None  of  them  had  been  paying  attention  to  where  the

pumped  water  had  been  going.  The  water  flowed  dutifully

along the trough, raising the level in the tank.

As he had begun to tire, the others began to cheer on his

work at  the  crank.  The  boy had discovered  a  bit  of  energy

remaining  in  him  to  redouble  his  effort.  While  this  was

occurring, no one had noticed that the little one had stopped

counting, that was until the biggest looked to him.

“What is it?”

The little one replied, “I thought I heard a sound across the

yard.”

“What sound?”

“There  it  is  again.  What  is  that?”  The  little  one  darted

across the yard to investigate. He yelled back. “Stop drawing

water! The tank is overflowing! The sound is the water spilling

out!” They all ran over. As the last of the water spilled out of
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the trough and into the tank, there was another splash on the

ground.

They all stood around the tank looking at each other.

“Dad's gonna be mad,” the little one said,  looking at the

front door of the house.

“We can hide it from him. Let water out of the valve, here,

on the bottom.” So they started to drain the water. When the

level got near the mark their father had indicated earlier, the

little one said, “Stop!” But, the valve was stubborn; it remained

stuck open. Together, they tried to force it shut, but it was no

use.

The big burly one ran over to the barn, bringing back an

iron lever. “Stand back, ” he said. He pried on the valve handle

with the lever, but still  it  wouldn't budge. They all put their

weight together forcing another try. The lever flew free with a

twang sound as it sailed through the air.  It landed across the

yard.  The valve had broken out of the side of the tank. The

water rushed out through the shattered board. After a moment,

the tank wall  collapsed,  releasing the remaining water  down

the hill in a wave. Their yell brought father out of the house,

blinking  in  the  bright  sunlight,  with  the  neighbor.  The

spectacle was before them. The Inventor stood swaying erect,

his mouth forming an O shape. The neighbor clapped his hand

to his forehead. They wobbled over to inspect the remains of

the broken tank.
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“Well,  we  can  rebuild  that,  first  thing  tomorrow,”  The

Inventor said calmly, looking at the boys.

They nodded their heads in unison, relieved.

The neighbor walked off to follow the course the water had

taken in its surge. He called back, “The water has gone down

the hill. It flooded across the road.”

They walked over to join him. The water had done some

damage to the road when it had washed across. They looked on

in  silence.  The  little  one  put  his  arm  around  father's  hip,

leaning into him.  The Inventor  returned the hug,  resting his

hand on the  boy's  shoulder.  When the  water  slowed,  it  had

formed a pool just beyond the far side of the road. There was

brown foam gathering in the center, slowly spinning, relaxed

in its new equilibrium. The Inventor had begun to contemplate

the water's action. The neighbor came beside him and pointed

his  attention  down  the  road  to  the  corner.  A  gentleman

approached on horseback, at a leisurely pace.

As the rider approached, he made no acknowledgment of

the group gathered on the overlooking hill. He had seen them

from a distance. They were peasants. They were not worthy of

his attention. In passing the road below them, the horse lost its

footing. Slipping on the soggy road, the smooth rhythm of man

and beast was interrupted for a count. The gentleman's weight

carried him forward; he slid out of the saddle. With a forced
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calmness over his inner panic, he just managed to recover his

seat.  He looked  back  over  his  shoulder,  granting  the  group

recognition  now.  They were all  staring  at  him,  awaiting  his

words.  Calling  out,  he  demanded they  repair  the  road.  The

group acknowledged his command, waving back, “Yes, Yes.”

The Inventor turned to his boys; they were to harness the

horses, “Bring the wagon with shovels and picks so earth can

be brought to repair the road.”
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CCHAPTERHAPTER IV IV

A Gentleman Carries OnA Gentleman Carries On

he gentleman carried on. A short distance was passed

before a rider approached. He was riding with great

haste. The gentleman saw it was the master of the manor. He

reined  his  horse  aside  and  stopped,  making  an  exaggerated

space to let his lord superior pass.

T

He thought, sitting back in the saddle, waiting, “The Lady

has finally conceded to give herself to him.” He was grinning

widely  about  this  image  of  the  two,  when  suddenly,  he

remembered the slippery road behind the corner.  He waved,

shouting to the rider, to caution him.

The Knight was in all kinds of a hurry. He saw the other

rider approaching and move aside, as was the proper form of

respect  for  his  authority.  He recognized  the  rider,  having  a

weak familiarity  of him,  by name.  He also recognized there

was a glowing grin on the man's face. From a sidelong glance,
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The Knight saw the rider's look become startled and he began

to  wave about  something.  The  Knight  thought  the man had

caught  himself  in  his  impropriety  and  wished  to  grovel  an

apology. The Knight would not allow himself to be delayed, he

did not  slow down.  Indeed,  he kicked his  horse faster.  The

rider will not be permitted to delay him.

The Knight passed in a blur, the rider receded and did not

turn to follow. He managed the corner. Men came into view on

the hill above. They were waving enthusiastically. This had the

misfortune to distract his attention from the road ahead. Before

his focus was reclaimed, the horse fell tremendously upon the

slippery road. The Knight was thrown head first in a tumbling

arc.

To the spectators, time had slowed. A fan of mud from the

horses hooves was sprayed skyward.

The  Knight's  weight  was  fully  upon  himself.  Pressed  to

ground, he was killed instantly. Words spoken by himself on

occasion of pronouncing the fate of  those rendered helpless,

without mercy, were never to pass his lips again: dead dead

dead.
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CCHAPTERHAPTER V V

The Haste of a Fast RiderThe Haste of a Fast Rider

he  Inventor and the  neighbor stood on the hill over

the road. They heard the fast rider before they saw

him. Their shouts and waving of, “Caution! Slow down!” were

not  heeded.  Before  the  echo of  the  hooves  was diminished,

they  saw  the  crash  and  knew  the  horror:  for  certain,  The

Knight was dead.

T

The Inventor's thoughts were wholly of his boys and the

neighbor, before himself. They all would be punished for his

lord's death. Even if they had not had the misfortune of being

the direct cause, which they were, the matter being accidental

would not divert nor lessen their doom. It would be slow. It

would be gruesome.

He and the neighbor turned to each other, grasping arms.

With a nod, they rushed together to the barn.
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The boys had finished hooking the horses up to the wagon

and had been loading the tools for digging. Father rushed in,

his face a mask of severity.  The moment was frozen by the

gravity, all eyes were upon him. In haste they must hook up the

other wagon and gather  what precious essentials they could.

The jugs of brew were packed in straw, with the copper of the

still. The drink's properties would be necessary. It's gift would

turn the heads in wonder of those impeding their flight.

The Inventor,  the boys,  and the neighbor departed.  They

boarded a ship for the Southern Lands. They disappeared with

the tide.

But, this is a story with two endings.
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CCHAPTERHAPTER VI VI

Lifting Water, Part IILifting Water, Part II

fter the men departed for the house, the boys continued

to  lift  water.  They  cheered  each  other  on.  When  it

came to be the smallest one's turn, he stood before the crank.

He reached up over his head. But even standing on his toes, he

was just too short. His biggest brother smiled and waved the

others back. Standing behind the small one, he lifted him up.

There were smiles all around from the seriousness on the face

of the little boy as he applied himself to the task.

A

Now that everyone of them had a proper feel of the crank,

at least for a couple revolutions,  an idea came to the group:

each boy should labor  to the appropriate task of  his  stature.

Together they decided, the little one was to stand by the tank.

His job was to watch the water level. When the level mark was

achieved,  the little one was to call  out.  He was proud to be

given the opportunity of this important task. He ran over and

stood before the tank, waving to his brothers. They waved back
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and continued the effort. The little one watched and waited and

watched some more. The water made slow progress climbing

up the site glass. As it approached the mark, he held his breath.

Satisfied, he called out. The brothers stopped the lifting of the

water. The last boy to turn the crank relaxed his grip and let

go. The crank turned backwards as the remainder of the water

in the screw returned to the river. They rushed over to the little

one.  The  biggest  boy  lifted  the  littlest  upon  his  shoulder.

Together,  they went inside the house, joining Father and the

neighbor.
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CCHAPTERHAPTER VII VII

Yet in HasteYet in Haste

he  Knight passed  the  gentleman in  the  road.  The

gentleman  grinned  knowing  the  Lady  had  finally

agreed to have The Knight in marriage.

T
The Knight passed uneventfully into the house of his soon

to be Lady. He was admitted, upon first knock, entrance, and

rushed to her side.  In her room, they embraced greatly.  The

maids  of  the  Lady  surreptitiously  observed The  Knight  and

The  Lady.  Each  wanted  to  be  witness  to  this  great  love's

culmination.

THE END.

Please help support the author by donating to this book.  Available at
the author's site, deppli.com
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SummarySummary

Sir Gwyn d'Awhitevan, a short story.

It  is  here  in  an  age  of  darkness  a  delicate  light  begins,

kindling  a  spark  of  illumination.  Follow the  adventure  of  a

Medieval inventor and his sons as their life course intersects

accidentally with a chivalrous Knight seeking his Lady’s hand.

Enjoy this lighthearted short story, Sir Gwyn d'Awhitevan.
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