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Bedd Gelert You are now Prince Llewellyn 

This is story of Prince Llewellyn who lived in Wales when the 

country was covered with forests.  In a time before either you or 

I was born, the King of England gave Llewellyn a wolfhound called 

Gelert as a gift. Gelert adored his master and was the kindest, 

most gentle of animals. The two of them formed a very strong 

bond. 

 

 

Now Llewellyn’s wife had died and his only family was his baby son.  

Gelert loved the baby too and would spend hours with the baby 

tugging at his fur, tugging at his ears and tugging at his tail. But 

Gelert was gentle and never once growled. 

 

 

One afternoon, deer were being hunted by Llewellyn (his favourite 

sporting activity). He left Gelert with the baby, knowing that he 

would protect him with his life. 

 

 

Hours later, as the evening sun set, Llewellyn returned.  To his 

surprise, Gelert- who didn’t seem his usual self- limped towards 

him and collapsed at his feet, exhausted.  Llewellyn knelt down 

and stroked his faithful dog.  Confused, he pulled his hand away 

for Gelert was covered in blood. 

 

 

With a cry, Llewellyn rushed to his baby’s room and there met a 

terrible sight:  the baby’s cradle was overturned; blood stained 

blankets lay on the floor and the baby was nowhere to be seen. 

 

 

The Prince grabbed the dog, drew his sword and in his grief he 

killed Gelert.  “Murderer!” he howled, with tears pouring from his 

eyes.  “You have killed my only son.”  Poor Gelert stared up at his 

master and watched Llewellyn’s familiar face as his life slipped 

away. 

 

 

As Gelert’s body stilled, Llewellyn heard a whimper from behind 

the cradle.  Rushing to the spot, he flung the cradle to one side 

and there under the blanket was the baby  and beside him lay the 

great body of a dead wolf that had knives for teeth. 

 

 

Instantly it came to Llewellyn in one moment what had happened: 

Gelert had attacked and killed the wolf to protect the baby.  

With a howl of pain and regret, Llewellyn turned back to Gelert 

but alas it was too late- his faithful friend lay quite dead. 

 

 

Now even to this day you can see Gelert’s grave near Colwyn Bay in 

the village of Bedd Gelert.  There in a field where the sheep bleat 

in spring you will find the small stone that Llewellyn used to mark 

the memory of his greatest friends that by his own hand he slew.  

Killed in haste by grief. 

 

 

 


