
PEDROG GOES TO THE WILD BLUE 
FOREST 
  
 At the feast of Assumption, on the day 
that the Lord Christ rose into the heavens above, 
King Arthur let cry all through the lands of a 
feast to celebrate. The gifts of the Holy Spirit 
descended upon every lady, damsel, knight, 
baron and noble across the whole of Britain, but 
especially upon those who attended that splendid 
feast. Kings from all over came to pay homage 
to the one great king of earth. The joy they 
shared with one another was immense. 
 When they sat down at the table a 
beautiful damsel came to court who was 
escorted by thirty valiant knights, beautiful 
damsels and dutiful squires. The damsel 
approached King Arthur, who sat in the hall, and 
addressed him directly, “King Arthur, you have 
conquered many lands and brought mighty men 
to their knees, but you are still stained with 
dishonor and I shall tell you why that is. But 
first, you must grant me a boon that I request of 
you.” 
 “Fair damsel, I welcome you to my 
court and pray you enjoy the feast before us. 
Only, it is with great sadness that I carry the 
burden of shame you put before me. If only I 
knew why you have said such a thing I would 
feel better. So tell me what you ask of me and, if 
it is within my power, I shall gladly grant it.” 
 “I will tell you most willingly with the 
hope that this news may be a call to action so 
that you may bring all evil doings in the Britain 
to an end, and honor may truly be yours as the 
great sovereign. I come from the Northlands. My 
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village is near the forest that they call the Wild 
Blue Forest. It is called this for two reasons. A 
broad river runs swiftly through the forest that 
originates from the ocean; the tide flows from 
the ocean and through the river, causing a series 
of wonders in the water that are a marvel to 
behold. Also, it is such that a strange tribe of 
creatures live in that forest. They look like 
lizards but are entirely blue and as large as 
humans. They also speak plainly to one another, 
carry great spears and shields and wear armor. 
They also have an ointment, which they gather 
from the river, which can heal any fatal wound 
on the body. These lizards have one among them 
that they consider their chieftain; he has 
brutalized our people and decimated our village. 
We once had one hundred men-at-arms under 
the command of my father, whose name is Sir 
Maldris and is the Lord of the town. However, 
those who took up arms and were defeated by 
the blue lizards, who have now killed so many 
that we only have twenty men-at-arms to defend 
the village. My father is sorely vexed and full of 
woe and sorrow over the circumstances. That is 
why I come to the court of King Arthur with the 
hope that a knight of the Round Table may save 
our village from certain death.”  
 All the knights in the court began to 
murmur and talk amongst one another, for they 
had never heard of such a marvel as talking 
lizards. Then Pedrog Splintered-Spear, son of 
Clement Prince of Cornwall, kneeled before the 
King and said, “My Lord, I ask that you grant 
me this adventure, for I will take no small 
pleasure in avenging this damsel’s village by 
force of arms. It is most important that the 
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earthly laws of justice are upheld against foul 
monsters and pagan worshipers.” Pedrog was a 
valiant knight, and he bore glimmering arms of 
vermillion and rode a magnificent white steed. 
He was young and fair of face and full of limb 
and body. He had great, broad shoulders and 
strong arms. He was a knight who cared most 
about justice and upholding the law.  
 King Arthur gladly agreed to give 
Pedrog the adventure, and he brought out relics 
so that Pedrog could swear the oath. The oath 
was that he would do all in his power to avenge 
the lady and her village and that he wouldn’t 
return to court until it was accomplished. Also, 
he swore on relics that he would recount 
everything that happened in his adventure when 
he returned so that it could be recorded by the 
royal scribe, who recorded all the adventures of 
the Round Table and is where this book 
originates from.  
 She was well pleased to have found a 
champion. They called her Fai Fair Hands 
because she was said to have been born from a 
fairy mother who could do magic and in all of 
Logres you couldn't find a lady that was more 
fair and full of virtue. Also, Pedrog was a very 
valorous knight who had vanquished many evil 
knights and had done many deeds of arms. He 
was not only a knight of prowess and deeds of 
arms but he was also a very worthy man.  
 The King implored her, “My lady, I 
would have you take repose and enjoy the feast 
appointed on this most holy day. The Queen and 
her ladies will provide you with everything 
suitable. Tomorrow morning, after mass, I will 
give Pedrog leave to go with you.” The lady 
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agreed to this and no more was spoken about it 
until the morning. 
 When the sun rose upon Carduel, where 
Arthur was holding high court, Pedrog and Fai 
Fair Hands were given leave to ride towards the 
Wild Blue Forest. Just after hearing mass at St. 
Stephens, Pedrog mounted his horse and a squire 
gave him his spear, which he took in his hand, 
and shield, which he slung over his shoulder. 
When Fai saw him fully armed and mounted she 
reckoned that she had not seen a knight more 
handsome or better looking. He bore a red helm 
with a bright green plume stemming out from 
the top. His horse, whiter than snow, was 
adorned in red armor and trappings. He guided it 
with his reins with grace and in no region was 
there a better rider. He had a stout pinewood 
lance with a red pennon attached to the steel 
head. His red shield was emblazoned with a 
green dragon. 
  Fai Fair Hands led the way on her 
palfrey and Pedrog followed close behind. They 
traversed many hills, vales and valleys. They 
rode past fair meadows, dark forests and over 
stone bridges. During that time they saw much 
of the beauty in Logres, the most splendid 
kingdom in the world. 
 It wasn’t long before they came across a 
path which led towards a broad, open field. At 
the other end of the field there was a fully armed 
knight that came galloping towards them. As 
soon as he saw the maiden that Pedrog was 
escorted he grew full of rage and kicked his 
horse so hard that blood spurted from where the 
spurs hit his belly. Pedrog didn’t tarry but he 
turned his horse’s reigns and galloped full tilt 
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into the knight, couching his spear firmly. The 
knight shattered his lance against Pedrog’s 
shield; Meanwhile, Pedrog aimed high and 
delivered a mighty blow which knocked the 
knight into the earth. He tumbled over the 
saddlebow and was completely stunned by the 
force of the impact. When those two collided it 
sounded like a tree falling.  
 Pedrog turned his horse about and saw 
that the knight had gotten back on his two feet, 
centering his shield in front of him and raising 
his sword on high. The good knight knew this 
meant a challenge and soon after the beaten 
knight said: “It is little you have proven by 
knocking me over; now have ado with me on the 
ground to see who is the better, for no knight 
have I yielded to afore and never will I. It is to 
your great shame and dishonor that you won’t 
alight and have ado with me!” 
 Pedrog replied: “Ah, noble knight, I will 
gladly have ado with thee.” Pedrog alighted and 
tied his horse to a tree. Meanwhile, the beautiful 
damsel Fai Fair Hands grabbed the reigns of the 
fallen knight’s horse. The two knights dressed 
their shields and raised their swords from the 
scabbards and came charing towards one 
another, giving up a mighty battle cry. They 
hacked and hewed their shields to shreds, 
battered their helmets and tore apart their 
hauberks. Much blood was littered on that open 
field. Finally, after an hour of dueling in this 
manner, Pedrog grew wroth and felt that it was 
to his shame they had battled so long; then, 
Pedrog gave him a mighty blow on the helm that 
broke through and into the skull about two 
finger lengths. The sword was stuck in his head 
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and he tried to pull it out with all his might. 
Eventually, the blade came out and the other 
knight fell to the ground in a swoon, blood 
gushing out from his head. Even then, the knight 
rose to do battle and, this time, Pedrog gave him 
a buffet on the shoulder and lopped off his arm 
completely. The knight had had enough and fell 
to the ground in anguish, this time for good. He 
cried out: “Oh, please have mercy, good knight. 
I yield to you entirely.” With the arm he still had 
he gave up his sword and then he kneeled before 
him, hardly strong enough to remain on one 
knee.  
 Pedrog said, “I will have mercy since I 
have yet to meet a knight of so much valor. Tell 
me your name and where you come from.” 
 “I am called Sir Sonares of the Plain, 
and my father is a mighty and rich baron in these 
parts. He will be glad to hear that I haven’t been 
killed. It is the custom of this land that anyone 
who rides into the open field with a damsel must 
have ado with me, and before you arrived I had 
defeated twenty knights and gained much 
honor.” 
 “We are well met, my friend. I am called 
Pedrog Splintered-Spear of Cornwall, and I am a 
knight of King Arthur’s household. You are 
hereby my prisoner. I send you, on behalf of the 
knight of the haughty heath, to my liege lord. 
Pledge yourself to him and join his household in 
whatever service he asks.”  
 “I will do this gladly, only, I am so 
sorely wounded I fear the trip will kill me. May I 
suggest we take our repose in my nearby 
pavilion?” 
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 Pedrog agreed to this most willingly, for 
he was in need of rest after much jousting and 
melee. So the two knights, accompanied by the 
damsel, crossed over the field until they returned 
to the wood on the opposite side of the open 
field. They came upon a beautiful meadow in 
which there were two splendid pavilions and a 
clear spring across from it. When they neared 
the pavilions, seven squires ran out to meet 
them. They took the horses and unsaddled and 
unbridled them. Then they took off their armor 
and put them both in two separate beds where 
their wounds were treated. Afterwards, a meal 
was set up on a table in the larger pavilion where 
they supped with much delight and joy. They 
spent the evening walking through the meadow, 
taking in the fresh air. 
 Before daylight Pedgrog and Fai Fair 
Hands dressed and mounted. Sonares awoke and 
ran out to meet them and he said, “I pray that 
you slept well, may I suggest you join us for 
mass at the nearby hermitage? Then you can 
take the path to the right, which will lead you 
towards the Wild Blue Forest. If you’d like my 
squire can direct you there, for he is a native of 
this region.” This was done as he advised, and, 
after mass, they parted and commended one 
another to God.  
 Full of joy, the good knight shouted, 
“May God and fortune smile on you.” Sonares 
smiled and replied, “Bless you and may God 
keep you.” Just as you have been told, Pedrog 
and Fai Fair Hands went towards the Wild Blue 
Forest and Sonares went the opposite way 
towards King Arthur’s court, which was then 
being held at Carduel. 
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 Sonares duly arrived at Carduel and 
offered himself up to King Arthur, who was 
gracious enough to receive him with the utmost 
honor. He, on account of the good knight 
Pedrog, was quick to forgive Sonares for his 
wrong and admit him into his household.  
 Pedrog and Fai continued along the 
main highway, traveling with haste towards the 
Wild Blue Forest. It wasn’t long before they 
arrived at a valley where there were a myriad of 
colorful pavilions. Pedrog alighted and, taking 
his horse by the rein, led the way towards them. 
In front of the pavilions was a group of knights, 
four in number, each wearing black arms. Their 
shields and lances were leaning against a lone 
oak tree, and, likewise, they had four steeds, 
armed to the teeth, tied to that same tree.  
 Pedrog saluted the knights and prayed 
that they provide lodging, which they were 
gracious enough to assent to. Yet, to their great 
misfortune, it was at this time that a grave 
offense occurred which I will tell you about. 
They were inside the pavilion at meat, which 
was generously provided by the three knights, 
who were brothers. One of the brothers, who 
was the youngest and had an evil eye, severely 
offended the maiden, who was a true and loyal 
maiden that did no wrong. In fact, it was ever 
suddenly that he scorned her in this fashion: He 
took the goblet from her very hand, and splashed 
her face with the red wine in it. Then he gave 
her a hard slap directly across the face. Alas, was 
a grievous misfortune that ever happened!  
 Pedrog Splintered-Spear, who had the 
maiden under his protection, was filled with 
rage. “Oh, shame on thee! That is doubly to my 
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dishonor that you do this to my fair lady, who is 
under my protection. I will have ado with you 
for that to the utterance!”  
 The elder brothers, who had perceived 
that Pedrog was incredibly brave and a valorous 
knight, pleaded with him. “It was by accident, 
you have no cause to be offended! We are 
princes, you know, of a great land, and we will 
make amends to your satisfaction!”  
 Yet the good knight had lost his wit 
when he replied, “Listen here, you maggots. It is 
one of the greatest dishonors in the world to see 
a lady under my protection slapped. It seems 
that, this young brute at the table, should be in a 
pig pen rather than at the table of fellowship, 
with good and honorable men. In fact, if I wasn't 
here, I have little doubt he would try to have my 
maiden by force.”  
 The youngest brother who had 
committed the offense, whose name was Brutus, 
was not only lacking in courtesy and all 
semblance of manners but he was also 
exceedingly arrogant. It was then that he 
willingly agreed to combat and, what more can I 
say? The two knights armed themselves, picked 
up their shields and lances and mounted their 
chargers. They drew their reins in and came 
hurling towards one another like two wild boars, 
mad with rage. Brutus splintered his lance 
against the good knight’s shield. Pedrog gave 
him a tremendous blow that ripped through 
shield, hauberk and flesh, giving him a gaping 
wound in his left side. Brutus was thrown to the 
ground over his horse’s backside, flying three 
lance lengths through the air. 
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 Pedrog did not look back but road 
forward with the utmost grace; when he turned 
his reins back towards the pavilions he saw the 
other two brothers arming themselves and 
mounting their horses.  
 “Alas, our brother is mortally wounded! 
We will have ado with thee and avenge this 
wrong. Defend yourself!” 
 The brothers showed their true faces 
when they both charged at Pedrog together, 
hoping to unseat him by treachery and villainy. 
Pedrog, who didn’t even have a lance, charged 
towards them and drew his sharp blade. He 
smote the eldest brother on the head, launching 
him to the earth. Then he wheeled back around, 
and delivered a blow to the last knight that tore 
off his arm; shield or hauberk were pitiful 
usages of defense against his powerful 
swordsmanship. All three brothers were, for all 
matters, unresponsive. They were loosing blood 
fast and, should they have wished the fight to 
come to sword strokes they were clearly not in 
the condition for it. 
 Pedrog alighted and tore off the helmet 
of the eldest brother, threatening to cut his head 
off completely if he failed to surrender. The 
latter, who was unconscious, eventually opened 
his eyes and saw the treacherous steel blade 
flash before him in the dusky daylight. “Oh, 
knight, we are finished! I swear that we will 
obey your commandment, only have mercy on 
us!”  
 “That I will do, if you swear yourself 
prisoners to King Arthur and go to his court on 
my behalf. Tell him that we are in good health 
and condition and plan to arrive at the Wild Blue 
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Forest soon.” The brother who needed his 
squires to prepare a litter for him, agreed to the 
terms most willingly, for he greatly feared losing 
his life. Thus the matter was settled, and the 
offense avenged. It was, at the time, one of the 
two great offenses to betray a lady by taking 
something out of her hand and slapping her, 
especially since Fai Fair Hands was of royal 
blood and soon to be a Queen. 
 They spent the evening in the valley, 
and rested well. In the morning they mounted up 
and returned to the main road, where they hadn’t 
gone far before another adventure befell them. 
Pedrog was riding along, meditating divine 
thoughts of God, when he suddenly heard a loud 
scream. The shrieking was coming from a 
woman, and, as a knight of the Round Table, he 
was obligated to rescue any maiden who was in 
peril.  
 He bid Fai Fair Hands to await his 
return on the main road, and that he would be 
back after he investigated. She gladly assented, 
and pulled her palfrey off to the side of the road 
to avoid any encounters, for Pedrog would be 
terribly grieved if, in going into the forest he lost 
Fai to some terrible treachery. Pedrog swiftly 
road through the thick forest of brambles and 
bushes that were quite a discomfort to ride 
through. Eventually he came upon the source of 
the shrieking cries. A maiden was thrown to the 
ground and a man, over her, was about to have 
her by force. A dead squire and terrible wounded 
knight lay nearby, and the evil knight was about 
to have his way with her when Pedrog arrived, 
by the grace of God.  
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 “Stop there, false knight! You won’t do 
anything further until you tell me what is going 
on here.”  
 “I will gladly tell you, I’m having my 
way with this girl, whether you like it or not!”  
 The maiden cried out: “Oh please, Sir 
knight, don’t let him do it. He has wounded my 
lover mortally and killed his squire through 
deceit.”  
 Pedrog centered his shield and fewtered 
his lance, for it was inevitable that the knight 
would have a combat on his hands: “You won’t 
have this lady by force, for that is a great 
treachery. And I will have ado with you.”  
 The angry knight, who was near to 
getting his satisfaction, armed himself, for he 
had taken off his hauberk to have his way with 
the lady. He ran over to his horse and mounted 
after taking up his shield and lance that were 
leaning on a tree.  
 Then, when the knights were in full 
arms, they collided into one another. Their 
horses clashed and both riders were knocked to 
the ground in a heap. Pedrog, who was 
courageous and valiant, got up first. He raised 
his sword up over his head and covered himself 
with his shield, charing at the knight. The knight 
arose and they clashed mightily. They traversed 
and crossed paths, pushing each other back and 
forth all over the field. They smote each other 
with perilous blows and both were remarkable 
swordsmen. The maiden screamed and wept as 
she beheld the combatants and, in her arms, her 
wounded lover lay in the throes of death. She 
helplessly embraced him and tried to staunch the 
bleeding, but he was covered in his own blood 
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and losing more by the minute. Pedrog was one 
of the more remarkable swordsmen in Great 
Britain at the time, so it was little wonder that 
the enemy knight had a hard time of it. After an 
hour of combat he grew tired and weary. His 
shield was cut to bits and he had five wounds 
that were terrible and likely fatal if not treated. 
After loosing too much blood he began to swoon 
and waver and tremble and flinch at the fresh 
blows, which Pedrog laid on in abundance. 
Pedrog was determined to avenge the lady. He 
smote the knight on the head, launching him to 
the ground and cutting right through the helm 
and iron coif. The knight was finished, and he 
fell to the ground senseless. 
 It was then that Pedrog made him a 
prisoner, and he put his fate into the hands of the 
lady, whose lover was slowly regaining 
consciousness. Pedrog sought a nearby 
hermitage, where a number of hermits came and, 
being former knights, knew how to nurse the 
knight back to health. They took the prisoner 
too, and he served the knight, when he was 
healed, loyally and faithfully for all time. That 
knight was false and most treacherous; his head 
wound, which had been extreme, left him dumb 
the rest of his life. That was God’s vengeance 
for his trying to take the lady by force. It was a 
great sin when he set upon the knight when he 
was dismounted, knocking him down with his 
horse’s chest and crippling him. If that wasn’t 
enough he had struck him with the sword, giving 
him those terrible wounds. It was by the very 
grace of God that Pedrog had arrived in time to 
save the maiden. The Lord has the power to heal 
the misfortunate and bring vengeance on the 

�13



evil. That knight who tried to take the maiden by 
force had a terrible demon inside him, and, by 
chance, the good knight of the Round Table was 
there to vanquish him. 
 It was at this time the set upon the road 
again, turning away from the pavilions and the 
land of King Arthur. They hadn’t gone far when 
it was time to rest, and they found near the high 
road a valley that dropped unto a plain, wherein 
an ancient chapel lay, that appeared to be long 
out of use. This, he thought, was a fine place to 
rest. They dismounted, unbridled and unsaddled 
their horses, letting them graze about. There was 
no food but what the had packed, which was 
some salted venison. Nearby there was a cool 
spring where they delightfully refreshed 
themselves and washed. Then they went into the 
churchyard and Pedrog rested his head on a 
stone tomb, while the maiden chose a grassy 
area near the fence.  
 Around midnight, after they had fallen 
asleep quite easily from exhaustion and much 
travel, they awoke to a loud thudding sound. 
Pedrog, who was in full armor, quickly stood up 
and pulled out his sword, thinking that perhaps a 
robber was upon them. Then he heard the thud 
again, and the maiden let out a loud shriek! Alas, 
it was very loud and it was quite dark, though 
the full moon shed enough light for Pedrog to 
see it was coming from a large tomb that had 
been above where he rested his head. Then, ever 
so suddenly, the lid of the tomb flew off into the 
air, and a ghostly man rose from that stony bed. 
He was large in stature and had fully strong 
limbs. He had a large beard and wide eyes with 
long, grizzly hair. He was a hairy man, and full 
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of terror. He growled and roared like a bear and 
stretched his arms into the sky.  
 Pedrog, not accustomed to such devilry, 
was scared; even the bravest of the Round Table 
would have been much frightened by this ghost. 
The maiden was so betook with fright that she 
fainted upon the grass in a swoon. Then the 
lively spirit raised its head and said, “Have you 
got any food? I’m starving! Long have I been 
kept in this tomb, but I’ve got much to do.”  
 He took some jerky out of his saddle 
pouch and handed it over to the man, who ate 
feverishly. Too shocked to say a word, the man 
assumed an explanation was needed, for even 
after living in a stone tomb for so long he wasn’t 
without courtesy: “By the looks of you it seems 
you’ve seen a ghost! Don’t worry, I’m a man of 
great renown. When alive I was called King 
Arthur. These days I’m just a wild old man who 
rans from tomb to tomb throughout Logres, but I 
can assure you that it is true what they say: I was 
never really dead. That son of mine, the 
treacherous Mordred, thought he gave me a 
death wound. He was fooled, I’ve been living 
and always will be.”  
 Pedrog couldn’t speak, for he had just 
seen Arthur days before at court. Although, 
when he widened his eyes, he recognized the 
man, despite all the dirt on his face, and it truly 
did appear to be King Arthur. “I’m sorry, is the 
King dead? I just left court was he was quite 
lively.”   
 The man who began to speak with a 
great gust of wind flowing around him. His body 
lifted into the air and his eyes turned like bright 
flames of fire. “I tell you I am he, and before the 
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end of this twenty year a great battle will come 
upon the lands and all the land will be laid 
waste. Logres will be a pitiful place and my son, 
the betrayer, will slay all the good knights of the 
Round Table. The Archbishop will try to bring 
peace but I will destroy the man who has done 
me the most honor for a great act of disloyalty 
he committed. Though, I won’t be appeased by 
any consolation and will seek my own death 
through vengeance. Blood will come for blood, 
and treachery for treachery. It will go this way 
until my memory is forgotten, along with all the 
great deeds I did. I pray that they will remember 
me. That is why my spirit will be imprisoned in 
Logres for one thousand years, and I must go 
about telling my story so that they don’t forget 
all I did in Logres. They said I was the greatest 
Christian King and let them believe it yet!” 
 In a great gust of wind the man 
disappeared. Pedrog’s sight became blurred but 
seemed to see him running off into the forest 
like a madman. It was then that the maiden 
awoke from her faint, and she wholly thought 
that she just had the most terrible dream. Pedrog 
reassured her but couldn’t stop thinking about 
the marvel that had occurred in the churchyard. 
“If it is true that Logres will be destroyed and 
Arthur killed in a great battle, it will be the 
greatest treason that has ever been told of!” 
 Now Pedrog rode over hill, dale and 
valley and through many a mountain pass until 
he came to an open field. At the center of this 
field a wooden post was erected, and hanging 
from the thick pine beam was the most exquisite 
horn of ivory with a crest of gold. Leaning 
against the beam was a gleaming shield of white 
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with a red cross upon it. Elated, Pedrog alighted 
and ventured towards the curious beam. He 
unstrapped his own shield and slung the other 
around his neck. He pulled it off the hook and 
hung it from his saddlebow. 
 As soon as he could mount and fewer 
his spear a company of ten knights came out 
form the woods, brandishing sharp spears and 
fully armed to the teeth. It would have been 
foolish to recall the few words spoken between 
these two parties, as the subsequent battle was 
inevitable, for no one approached the wooden 
post without being challenged in this outrageous 
fashion. Such was the ugly custom of those 
wasted lands. 
 Pedrog spurred his charger, pricking it 
with his golden spurs, and went full tilt into the 
press with his sharp spear lowered. He struck 
with his spear head on the foremost enemy, 
shattering his shield and ripping open his 
hauberk leaving him a fatal wound in the left 
shoulder. He was viciously torn from the saddle 
and thrown to the earth. In one blow he knocked 
both horse and rider to the ground. In the same 
way he unhorsed two more knights, before 
breaking his spear into splinters upon one of 
them. When his spear broke inside a man’s chest 
he took out his sword and raised it high above 
his head. Despite their great number he 
continued to assail them hotly, driving them 
about the field. He so thoroughly smote on the 
left and right hand that he made them tremble 
with fear; he cut through mail with his sharp 
steel blade so proficiently that even his enemies 
were marveling at his swordsmanship. Finally, 
they rushed upon him as one, which was most 
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treacherous and disloyal. They broke spears in 
abundance on his white shield. The magic 
properties of the shield were such that, despite 
the lance thrusts, it wouldn’t break, dent or 
splinter. Yet, the force of the continuous blows 
threw him to the ground over his horse’s rump in 
a heap. Under the circumstances no dishonor 
was to be had from falling. Those enemies 
assaulted him seven against one in a most 
disloyal and treacherous fashion.  
 The combat continued on foot for an 
hour before Pedrog had five terrible wounds, the 
least gruesome of which would have put any 
other knight in bed for half the year. Pedrog, in 
desperation, raised the ivory horn to his lips and 
blew loudly so that the whole forest rang with 
the sound. Suddenly, out of the forest came an 
angelic host in glimmering white arms and 
riding swift chargers. They attacked the knight’s, 
killing and maiming them and taking prisoners. 
Gracious me, Pedrog couldn’t believe his eyes 
as he saw that powerful company advance. It 
wasn’t long after that they vanished completely, 
and Pedrog knew not where. He struggled to 
grab his charger’s reins and mount, but thanked 
the Lord for his deliverance from the hounds of 
hell. As he put in to a trot across the field he 
heard a loud booming voice: “God’s angel have 
saved thee, faithful knight, for the call of the 
righteous one is always heard. God’s angels will 
come to battle as long as you keep the ivory 
horn and give it a blow when you are in need.”  
 That was all he heard before a large 
storm arose and a heavy rain began. Yet a 
tremendous marvel occurred. It was such that 
Pedrog and the maiden were unaffected, for 
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despite the heavy downpour they did not feel a 
thing nor did they get their garments wet; it was 
as if a leafy bower hung over their heads 
wherever they walked, protecting them from 
Nature’s wrath. God was watching over them. 
Pedrog and the damsel rode along, astonished 
and undeterred by the rain. It wasn’t long before 
they reached an abbey and thanked God they 
found it because the saintly Pedrog needed to 
rest and heal his wounds.  
 When Pedrog recounted to the hermit at 
the abbey his strange adventure with the rain and 
showed him the magic shield of the red cross he 
smiled and said: “The Lord has given you an 
invulnerable shield, and within it the power of 
Christ resides. Praise him for this gift, for he has 
heard your prayers and delivered you from the 
hounds of hell!”  
 The very next day the loyal Pedrog took 
the maiden with him until he reached the Wild 
Blue Forest, where the wicked and vile lizard 
man had taken up residence. He approached the 
end of the main highway and saw the maiden’s 
town on one side, enclosed by a wooden 
palisade, while on the opposite side there was a 
thick forest that, as it was said, no one could 
enter for fear of attack from the creatures that 
lurked within. Pedrog bid the maiden go into the 
town and he went into the thicket in search of 
the lizard creatures. He found their encampment, 
which was full of over one hundred creatures. 
He charged into the thick of battle, carrying that 
holy shield that showed a bright light which 
blinded his enemies. He cut through them with 
his sharp blade and put up a splendid effort. The 
men watched from the town in amazement and 
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said that they had never before seen such a 
valiant knight. The quarrel was settled in this 
way and the lands restored to the lady, who was 
most happy about King Arthur’s knight who had 
defended her cause so well. Amen. 
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