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Hare at  
Pennant

By Ruth Bidgood

According to the author, “the ancient life-symbol of the Hare became debased over the centuries. 
One of its later manifestations, the Trickster, is in this poem identified with the hare saved by 
Saint Melangell from the hounds of Prince Brochwel in an ancient Latin manuscript copied in 
the 17th century.”

I Hare have been the clever one,
up to my tricks, always a winner,
fooling man and beast – but not now,
not you, pretty lady, holy one.
You untwist my deviousness.
I huddle at your feet 
in your garments’ folds, 
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and mentally handicapped. I saw him two years later –- a wonderful little 
boy, perfectly normal. We looked at each other; it was one of those moments 
when I looked into his soul and he looked into mine. It was absolutely won-
derful. He is now about twelve years old. I haven’t seen him since, but I hear 
that he is a remarkable young man.

Another miracle that the staff at Pennant Melangell witnessed is that of a 
woman who came in great distress after she was told that she had advanced 
breast cancer and that she would have to have surgery. We prayed with her 
for a long while and she stayed at the shrine for some time. When she re-
turned to the doctor a fortnight later, the cancer had completely cleared.

There was a third time that was also amazing. We sometimes have mental-
ly ill people coming from day care centers. One time they brought two young 
men who were both schizophrenic. One was very loud, and they warned us 
outside, “He always shouts, he won’t be still.” I said, “It doesn’t matter, bring 
him in.” The other ill man hadn’t spoken a word in years. When they came 
into the church, the other people from the day center walked around or sat in 
the pews, but these two in particular went straight up to the shrine, and the 
monosyllabic chap who never spoke, began to sing – with the most amaz-
ing, keening singing. It was beautiful. The other, who was always noisy, fell 
absolutely silent and didn’t say a thing. Those two men weren’t completely 
cured, but I was told that they were both much better afterwards, and kept 
asking to go back to the shrine. 

There were other things as well, wonderful spiritual things where people 
without any faith at all have come to faith, and others have been healed of 
deep anger or hatred. 

I miss the shrine terribly, but I knew that God had called me here, and I 
have to live without the shrine. I still miss Pennant Melangell. 

Gwasg Santes Melangell, the shrine church of Pennant Melangell,  
Llangynog, Powys, North Wales SY10 0HQ (off the B4391 from Llanfyllin 
to Bala, two miles from Llangynog). St. Melangell’s church is open daily 
10 a.m. to 6 p.m. May to October, and 10 a.m. to 4 p.m., November to 
April. Tel. from within Great Britain: 01691 860455. Tel. from outside  
of Great Britain: 44 1691 860455. E-mail: eleme@tiscali.co.uk 

Bendith Fach Center for the Sick and Dying, Criccieth, North Wales:  
www.evelyndavies.com



and am simple hare, fool hare, hunted hare.
I have doubled and doubled,
am spent, blown, not a trick left
to baffle pursuers.
A leap of despair 
has brought me to you.

Cudd fi, Melangell,
Monacella, hide me!

***

“Seize him!” I cried to my hounds
(the best, I had thought, in all 
my princedom of Powys).
But each time I chivvied them on,
the fools came squealing and squelking back.
So I rode into tanglewood,
my huntsmen after me,
the wretched scruff-hounds skulking off;
and she was there in the glade,
still as an image, still
as her carved Christ on his cross.
I pictured her alone with me;
but this was no girl from the huts
to be gripped and thrown aside
for a paltry coin, no absent warrior’s
hungry wife. Cool as moonlight
this maiden waited on wet grass,
looking up at me with no fear, no blame,
and by her small bare feet,
panting and peeping, crouched the hare.
I saw how it would be; she’d get her land
from me, the prayer-girl, to make
a sanctuary here – and Powys
would go short of hare-meat
and the dark strong broth! I
would make my peace with the cringing dogs,

hunt forests to the north for other prey,
yet leave a thought behind me here
for her to shelter.

Cudd fi, Melangell,
Monacella, hide me!

***

Once I was Great Hare
and the Moon’s companion,
and Easter’s acolyte bearing the light.
Victim, I ran charred through heath-fire,
Lay bloodied in last corn.
I was warped to hold the soul of a witch:
dwindled to trickster and buffoon.
Men dodge my real, unchancy name,
calling me cat-shanks, cabbager,
dew-fellow, cat-of-the-furze,
maze-maker, leaper-to-hill.
False, broken is my boast of winning;
I crouch in dread of the fangs.
All I have been, am, she shelters.
“Not I”, she says, “It is my Lord”. But she
is what I know, soft-robed saint,
gentle one, who heard my piping cry,

Cudd fi, cudd fi, Melangell
Monacella, hide me!

“Hare at Pennant” reprinted courtesy of the author from The Fluent Moment, 1996, Seren Publishers, Wales. 
This and more of Ruth Bidgood’s poetry can be read online at Poetry p f at: www.poetrypf.co.uk/ruthbid-
goodpoems.html
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