Gwyn never thought of himself asamagician. Mostly hewasjust aregular boy with anirregular
family—anervous mother, a half-dotty grandmother, asister missing for four years, and afa-ther who
blames him relentlesdy for his sister's disappearance.

Hut on histenth birthday, Gwyn's grandmother gives him five unusud gifts. "Timeto find out if you arc a
magician, Gwyn. Time to remember your ancestors. If you have inherited the power, you can useit to get
your heart'sdesire.”

How could he use abrooch, apiece of dried seaweed, ascarf, and atin whistle? And what of the small,
broken horse with the wild expression, wear-ing the tag Dim hon. Not this. Gwyn isadangerous
magician until he learnsthe sdf-reiance and understanding hismagic requires.

Jenny Nimmo has woven avividly imagined, unearthly world into the re-dities of family relaionships,
friend-ship, and love lost and regained.
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Chapter 1

THEFIVEGIFTS

Gwyn's grandmother gave him five giftsfor histenth birthday. They were very unusud gifts, and if Gwyn
had not been the sort of boy he was, he might have been disappointed.

"Happy Birthday!" his grandmother said, turning her basket upside down.

Gwyn stared at the five objects that spilled out on the kitchen floor. A piece of seaweed, ayellow scarf,
atinwhistle, atwisted metal brooch, and asmall, broken horse. None of them was wrapped in bright

birthday paper.

"Thank you, Nain!" said Gwyn, caling his grand-mother by the name she liked best.
"Timeto find out if you are amagician, Gwydion Gwyn!" said Nain.

"A magician?' Gwyn inquired.

"Timeto remember your ancestors. Math, Lord of Gwynedd, Gwydion, and Gilfagthwy!"
"Who?'

"The magicians, boy! They lived here, in these mountains, maybe athousand years ago, and they could
do anything they wanted—turn men into eagles and soldiersinto dust. They could make dreams come
true. And 0, perhaps, can you!"

On specid occasons Nain often said peculiar things. Gwyn could not think of areply.

"There has been an ache in thishouse since your sigter ... went," said Nain, "the ache of emptiness. You
need help. If you have inherited the power of Gwy-dion, you can useit to get your heart'sdesire.” She
turned on her hed. "1 won't say for teal”

"Weveonly just had bregkfast, Nain!™

"Neverthdess. . ." She swept away, down the hall-way and through the open front door, her black hair
sparkling in the golden mist that hung over the garden, her dress as gaudy as the autumn flowers by the
gate. Then shelooked back and sang out, " Give them to the wind, Gwydion Gwyn, one by one, and
you'l seg!”

Gwyn took the gifts up to his bedroom and laid them on the windowsill. They seemed very unlikely props
for amagician.



"What's she going on about now?" He scratched at his uncombed hair. From histiny attic window he
could see Nain's dark head bobbing down the moun-tain track. " She travelstoo fast for agrandmother,”
Gwyn muttered. "If my ancestors were magicians, does that make her awitch?'

Hisfather's voice roared up the stairs, "Have you done the chickens, Gwyn? It's Saturday. What about
the gate? The sheep will bein the garden again. Was that your grandmother? Why didn't she stay?"

Gwyn answered none of these questions. He gath-ered Nain's gifts together, put them in adrawer, and
went downgtairs. His father was outside, shouting at the cows as he drove them down the path to

pasture.

Gwyn sighed and pulled on his boots. His grand-mother had delayed him, but she had remembered his
birthday. Hisfather did not wish to remember. There was no rest on Saturday for Gwyn. No timefor
foot-ball matches, no bicycle ride to the town. He was the only help hisfather had on the farm, and
weekends were days for catching up with dl the work he had missed during the week.

Gwyn tried not to think of Bethan, his Sister, as he scattered corn to the hens and searched for eggsin the
barn. But when he went to examine the gate, he could not forget.

Beyond the vivid autumn daises there was aclugter of white flowers nestling beneath the sonewall.
Be-than had brought them up from the woods and planted them there, safe againgt the winds that tore
across the mountain. Perhaps even then she had known that one day she would be gone, and had wanted
to leave some-thing for them to remember her by.

"Gwyn, I've something for you." His mother was leaning out of the kitchen window.
"I've got to do the gate, Dad says!"

"Doit later. It'syour birthday, Gwyn. Come and see what |'ve got for you!"

Gwyn dropped histool box and ran inside.

"I've only just wrapped it," hismother gpologized. "Did Nain bring you anything?"
"Yes. | thought everyone el se had forgotten.”

"Of course not. | was so busy last night, | couldn't find the paper. Here you are!™ His mother held out
something very small, wrapped in shiny green paper.

Gwyn took the present, noticing that the paper had gold starsonit.
"| chosethe paper specidly.” Mrs. Griffiths smiled anxioudy.

"Wow!" Gwyn tore off the paper. Inside was a black watch in atransparent plastic box. Instead of
numbers, tiny silver moons encircled its dark face. As Gwyn moved it, the hands sparkled like shooting
dars.

"Oh, thanks, Mam!" He clasped the box to his chest and flung hisfree arm round his mother's neck.
"It'sfrom us both, Gwyn. Y our dad and me!"

"Yes, Mam," Gwyn said, though he knew his mother had not spoken the truth. Hisfather did not give him
gifts

"I knew youd likeit. Alwayslooking at the stars, you are, you funny boy. Take care of it now!"



" 'Course | will. It'smore the sort of present for amagician. Nain gave me such strange things.”

His mother drew away from him. "What things? What do you mean, amagician? Has Nain been
spout-ing nonsense agan?”

"Come and see!” Gwyn led his mother up to the attic and opened histop drawer. "There!" he pointed to
Nan'sgifts

Mrs. Griffithsfrowned at the five objectslaid in arow on Gwyn'swhite school shirt. "Whatever isshe up
to now? | wish shewouldn't." She picked up the bro-ken horse and turned it over in her hands.

"It hasno ears,” Gwyn remarked, "and no tail. Why did she give me abroken horse?"

"Goodness knows!" His mother held the horse closer and peered at atiny label tied round its neck. "It's
inWelsh," shesaid, "but it's not your grand-mother'swriting. It's so faint. Dim hon, | think that's what it
says. 'Not this!"

"What doesit mean, Mam, Not this? Why did she giveit to meif I'm not supposed to use it?'
His mother shook her head. "I never know why Nain doesthings."
"Shesadit wastimeto seeif | wasamagician like my ancestors.”

"Don't pay too much attention to your grand-mother,” Mrs. Griffiths said wearily. " She's getting old and
shedreams.”

"Her hair isblack,” Gwyn reminded her.

"Her hair isblack, but her eyes don't see things the way they used to!" Mam picked up the yellow scarf.
"Thistoo? Did Nain bring this?'

"Yes. It's Bethan'sian't it?"

His mother frowned. "It disgppeared with her. She must have been wearing it the night she went, but the
police found nothing the next morning, nothing a al. How strange! If Nain found it why didn't she say?"
She held the scarf closeto her face.

"Y ou can smdll theflowers," said Gwyn. "D'you remember? She used to dry the roses and put themin
her clothes™

His mother laid the scarf back in the drawer. "Don't talk of Bethan now, Gwyn," she said.

"Why not, Mam? We should talk of her. It was on my birthday sheleft. She might come back ... if we
think of her."

"Shewon't come back! Don't you understand, Gwyn? We searched for days. The police searched— not
only here, but everywhere. It wasfour years ago!" His mother turned away, then said morekindly, "I've
asked Alun LIoyd to come up for tea. Well have aproper celebration today, not like your other
birthdays. Y ou'd better get on with your work now."

When Mrs. Griffiths had |eft the room, Gwyn lifted the scarf out of the drawer and pressed it to hisface.
The scent of roses was still strong, and Bethan seemed very near. How good she had looked in her
ydlow scarf, with her dark hair and her red raincoat al bright and shining. He remembered now; she had
been wear-ing the scarf that night, the night she had climbed the mountain and never come back. Why
hed Nain kept it secret dl thistime and only given it to him now, on his birthday?



"If Bethan left her scarf,” Gwyn exclaimed doud, "perhaps she meant to come back.”

Helaid the scarf over the broken horse, the seaweed, the whistle, and the brooch, and gently closed the
drawer. He was humming cheerfully to himsalf when he went out into the garden again.

Mam kept her word. Alun Lloyd arrived at four o'clock, but he brought his twin brothers with him. That
was not part of the arrangement.

Therewere nine Lloydsal crammed into afarm-house only one room larger than the Griffiths.
Some-times Mrs. Lloyd, ever eager to acquire alittle more space, took it upon hersalf to send three or
four chil-dren where only one had been invited. She was, how-ever, prepared to pay for these few
precious hours of peace. Alun, Gareth, and Sion had al brought gifts. Mrs. Griffiths, guessing the
outcome of her invitation, had provided teafor seven.

Kneeling on the kitchen floor, Gwyn tore the col-ored paper off his presents: ared kite, apen, and apair
of black plastic spectacleswith alarge pink nose, black eyebrows, and a black moustache attached.

"Lookslike your dad, doesn't it?" Sion giggled, and he snatched up the spectacles, put them on, and
began to prance up and down the room, chest out and fingers tucked behind imaginary suspenders.

Suddenly it was like other peopl €'s birthdays—the way abirthday should be, but Gwyn's never was.

Nain arrived with abox under her arm. "For your birthday,” she said. "Records. | don't want them any
more."

"But Nain, you've given your presents,” said Gwyn.
"Don't look agift horsein the mouth,” Nain re-torted. "Who are these nice little boys?"

"Y ou know who they are. The Lloyds, Alun and Gareth and Sion, from Ty LIyr. Don't you ever see your
neighbors?' chided Gwyn.

"Not the one with the specs. | don't know that one. Looks like your father." Nain chuckled. "Put on
somemusc, Glenyd™

"Wdll, | don't know. . . ." Mrs. Griffiths looked worried. "lvor put the record player away. We haven't
useditsince..."

"Timeto get it out then,” said Nain.

Somewhat reluctantly, Mrs. Griffiths knelt in the corner of the kitchen and withdrew the record player
from asmall neglected cupboard. She placed it on the kitchen table while the boys gathered round.

"| can't remember whereto plug it in,” said Mrs. Griffiths.,
"Thelight, Mam," Gwyn explained. "L ook, the plug isfor thelight.”
"But. . . it'sbeginning to get dark." His mother sounded dmost afraid.

"Candles! We can have candles!” Gwyn began to fed ridiculoudy eated. He fetched abox of candles
from the cupboard and set them up on saucers and bottles al around the room.

Then they put on one of Nain'srecords. It was very gay and very loud: afiddle, aflute, aharp, and a



snger. The sort of music to make you dance wildly, and the LIoyds went wild. They drummed on the
table, jumped on the chairs, ssamped on the floor, waved the dish towels, juggled with the cat. The cat
objected, and Sion retired, temporarily, from the merrymaking, bloody-eared but unbowed.

In her purple dress and black lace stockings, Nain began to dance, her dark curls bouncing and her
col-ored beads flying. She wore silver bracelets, too, which jangled when sheraised her arms. Her black
shawl swung out and made the candlesflicker.

Mae geni dipyn o dy bach twt

A’r gwynt i’r driws bob bore.

Hei di ho, di hel di hei di ho,

A’r gwynti’r driwsbob bore.. . .

sang the singers, and so sang Nain in her high quiver-ing voice.

The Lloydsthought it the funniest thing they had ever seen. Clutching their Sdes, they rolled on the floor,
gasping and giggling.

Gwyn smiled, but he did not laugh. There was some-thing strange, dmost magica, about thetal figure
spin-ning in the candllight.

Downinthefidd, Gwyn'sfather heard the music. For afew moments he paused and listened while his
cows, eager to be milked, ambled on up to the farm-yard. Mr. Griffiths regarded the mountain rising dark
and bare beside the house and remembered his daugh-ter.

When the boys had breath |eft neither for dancing nor laughter, Mrs. Griffiths tucked the record player
away initscorner, stood up, and removed her apron. Then she patted her hair, smoothed her dress, and
said rather quiet and coy, "Teawill bein here today, boys!" She walked across the hallway and opened
the door into the front room.

Gwyn was perplexed. Tess, even fairly fancy teas with reatives, were dwaysin the kitchen these days.
He moved uncertainly towards the open door and |ooked in.

A white cloth had been laid on the long oak table, so whiteit dmost hurt his eyes. And upon the cloth,
the best blue china, red napkins, plates piled with brightly wrapped candies, with sugar mice and
chocolate pigs. There were chips and popcorn, and cakes with colored icing on asiiver stand. There
were snappers too, deco-rated with gold and silver paper, and in the center of the table amagnificent sea
of ice cream.

The Lloyds crowded into the doorway beside Gwyn and gazed at the splendid spread. Gwyn felt so
proud. "Oh, Mam," he breathed. "Oh, Mam!"

Then Gareth and Sion rushed past him and pulled out their chairs exclaming, "Gwyn! Gwyn, come on,
let's sart, were starving!”

"It'sthe grandest birthday table I've ever seen,” said Alun. "Our Mam has never done anything like that."

"Nor hashis, until today," said Nain. "It was about time."



Gwyn took his place at the head of the table and they began. There was so much chatter, so much
laughter, no one heard Mr. Griffiths comein from milking and go upstairs. And Mrs. Griffiths, happy and
gratified, did not notice her husband's boots beside the back door, nor his coat upon the hook, when she
went into the kitchen to get the birthday cake.

The cake was huge and white, with chocolate win-dows and silver banners and on each of the ten
towers, aflaming candle.

"Turn out thelights" cried Gareth. He sprang to the switch, plunging the party into cosy candldight.
"Blow out the candles, Gwyn, and wish!" com-manded Sion.

Gwyn drew a deep breath and then paused. "L et's cut the cake and leave the candles,” he said. "They
look so good. Let'sleave themtill they die.”

They were till lit when Mr. Griffiths came down-gtairs again. Snappers were snapping, and no one heard
his feet upon thetiled kitchen floor, tapping in unfamil-iar shoes. When the door opened, the tiny flames
glowed fiercely for amoment and then died.

Except for awhite shirt Mr. Griffiths was dressed entirely in black. He stared at the tablein cold
dishdlief.

The shock of the eectric light jolted the party out of its homey cheerfulness. The birthday table looked
spoiled and untidy. Someone had spilled orange juice on the white cloth.

"What's this? Cdebrating are we?' Mr. Griffiths mouth wastight, his face white with displeasure.

Sion was il wearing the spectacle mask, and his brothers began to giggle. He did resemble Mr.
Griffiths

"It's Gwyn'shirthday, Ivor,” Mrs. Griffiths ex-plained nervoudy. "Y ourejust in time for—"

"I know what day it is." Her husband spoke the words dowly through clenched teeth, as though the taste
were bitter. "There are candles wasting in the kitchen, chairs on the floor, and look at this. . . litter!" He
flung out hishand, indicating the table.

"Sit down, Ivor Griffiths, you miserable man,” said Nain, "and celebrate your son's birthday!"

"Miserableisit?' Mr. Griffiths big red hands were clagped tight across his chest, one hand painfully
rubbing and pressing the other. "Miserableisit, to be remembering my own daughter who is gone? My
daughter who went on this day, four years ago?"

Suddenly Mrs. Griffiths stood up. "Enough! We've had enough, Ivor!" she protested. "We remember
Bethan too. Weve mourned her going every year on thisday, for four years. But it's Gwyn's birthday,
and we've had enough of mourning! Enough! Enough!™ She wasamost crying.

Gwyn turned away. He did not want to look at the bright colors on the table, nor to see hisfriends faces.
He knew that his birthday was over. His mother wastalking, but he could not listen to the words as she
ushered hisfriends out. He heard them shuffling into the kitchen, murmuring good-bye, but he could not
move. Hisfather was fill stlanding by the table, sad and silent in hisblack suit.

"How could you do that, Ivor?' Nain reproached her son asthe front door dammed.

"How could I1? | have done nothing. It was that onel” He looked at Gwyn. " She is gone because of him,



my Bethanis™"
It was said.

Gwyn felt dmost relieved. He got up dowly and pushed his chair negtly back to the table. Without
look-ing at hisfather, he walked out to the kitchen.

His mother was standing by the sink, waving to the LIoyds through a narrow window. She swung round
quickly when she heard her son. "'I'm sorry, Gwyn," she said quietly. " So sorry.” She came towardshim
and hugged him close. Her face was flushed and she had put her gpron on again.

"It was agreat party, Mam! Thanks!" said Gwyn. "The other boysliked it too. | know they did."
"But | wanted your father to—"
"It doesn't matter, Mam,” Gwyn interrupted quickly. "It was grand. I'll dways remember it!"

He drew away from his mother and ran up to hisroom, where he sat on the edge of hisbed, smiling at
the memory of his party and the way it had been before hisfather had arrived. Gwyn knew his father
could not help the bitterness that burst out of him every now and again, and he had devel oped away of
distancing him-sdlf from the ugly words. He thought hard about the good times, until the bad ceased to
exig.

A tiny sound caused him to go to the window. There was alight in the garden, alantern swaying in the
evening breeze.

Gwyn opened the window. "Who'sthere?' he called.

Hewas answered by ahigh, girlish laugh, and then his grandmother's voice. "Remember your gifts,
Gwy-dion Gwyn. Remember Math, Lord of Gwynedd. Re-member Gwydion and Gilfagthwy!"

"Areyou being funny, Nain?'

Therewas along pause and then thereply, "It's not agame I'm playing, Gwydion Gwyn. Oncein every
Seven generations the power returns—so they say. Y our father never had it, nor did mine. Let'sfind out
who you are!"

The gate clicked shut and the lantern went swinging down the lane. The words of an old song rose and
fdl on the freshening wind until the light and the voice faded atogether.

Before he shut the window, Gwyn looked up at the mountain and remembered his sixth birthday. 1t had
been afineday. Liketoday. But in the middle of the night a storm had broken. The rain had come
pouring down the mountaingde in torrents, boulders and branches rumbling and groaning inits path. The
Griffiths family had awakened, pulled the blankets closer to their heads, and falen adeep again. Except
for Gwyn. Hisblack sheep was till up on the mountain. He had nursed it himself as amotherlesslamb,
wrap-ping itin Mam'sold pullover, cosy by thefire. He had fed it with a bottle five times aday, until it
had grown into afine ewe.

"Pease, get her! Please, save her!" Gwyn had shaken his Sster awake.

Bethan had grumbled, but because she was older, and because she was kind, she had agreed to try to
find his sheep.

The last time Gwyn saw her she had been standing by the back door in her red raincoat, testing the big



outdoor flashlight. It wasthe night after Halloween, and the pumpkin was ill on the windowsll,
grimac-ing with its dark gaping mouth and sorrowful eyes. Bethan had become strangely excited, as
though she were going to meet someone very specia, not just alondy black ewe. " Shut the door tight
when | am gone,”" she had whispered, "or the wind will howl through the house and wake Mam and
Dad!" Then, swinging the yellow scarf round her dark hair, she had walked out into the storm. Bethan
had never been afraid of anything.

Through the kitchen window, Gwyn had watched the beam of light flashing on the mountaingde until it
disappeared. Then he had falen adeep on the rug be-side the stove.

They never saw Bethan again, though they searched every inch of the mountain. They never found atrace
of her perilous climb on that wild night, nor did they find the black ewe. The girl and the animal seemed to
have vanished!

Chapter 2

ARIANWEN

Unlike most Novembers, calm days seemed endless that autumn. Gwyn had to wait three weeksfor a
wind. It wasthe end of the month and the first snow had falen on the mountain.

During those three weeks he found he dared not bring up the subject of his ancestors, though he dwelt
congtantly on Nain'swords. Since his birthday, the atmosphere in the house had hardly been conducive
to confidences. Hisfather was remote and silent. His mother was in such a state of anxiety that whenever
they were done, he found he could only discussthetriviaof their days. the farm, the weether, his school
activities.

But every morning and every evening Gwyn would open his drawer and take out the yellow scarf. He
would stand by hiswindow and run his hands lightly over the soft woal, al the time regarding the bare,
snowcapped mountain, and he would think of Bethan.

Then one Sunday the wind came, so quietly at first that you hardly noticed it. By the time the midday
roast had been consumed, however, twigs were flying, the barn door was banging, and the howling in the
chim-ney was loud enough to drive the dog away from the stove.

Gwyn knew it wastime.
"Who were my ancestors?' he asked his mother.

They were standing by the sink, Gwyn dutifully drying the dishes, his mother with her handsdeepin the
sogpy water. "Ancestors,” she said. "Well, no one specid that | know of. . . ."

"No one?" he probed.

"Not on my side, love. Y our grandfather's abaker, you know that. And before that, well... | don't know.
Nothing specid.”

"What about Nain?'
Souched inachair by the stove, Gwyn'sfather rus-tled his newspaper but did not ook up.

Gwyn screwed up his courage. "What about your ancestors, Dad?"



Mr. Griffiths peered, unsmiling, over his paper. "What about them?"
“Anyone specid ? Nain said there were magiciansin thefamily ... | think."

Hisfather shook the newspaper violently. “Nain has some crazy idess,” he said. "I had enough of them
when | wasaboy."

"Made you try and bring adead bird back to life, you said," hiswife reminded him.
"How?" asked Gwyn.

"Chanting!" grunted Mr. Griffiths. It was obviousthat, just as Nain had said, hisfather had not inherited
whatever strange power it was those long-ago magi-cians had possessed. Or if he had, he did not like
the notion.

"They'reinthe old legends,” mused Mrs. Griffiths, "the magicians. One of them made a ship out of
sea-weed, Gwydion | think it—"

"Seaweed?' Gwyn brokein.

"l think it wasand—"

"Gwydion?' Gwyn absentmindedly pushed hiswet dish towel into an open drawer. "That's my name?"
"Watch what you're doing, Gwyn," his mother complained. ™Y ou havent finished."

"Math, Lord of Gwynedd, Gwydion, and Gilfaethwy. And it was Gwydion that made the ship? Me. . .
my name!"

"It'swhat you were christened—Nain wanted it. But"—Mrs. Griffiths glanced in her husband's
direction—"your father never liked it, not when he remem-bered whereit came from. So we called you
Gwyn. Dad was pretty fed up with al of Nain's sories.”

Mr. Griffiths dropped his newspaper. " Get on with your work, Gwyn," he ordered, "and stop upsetting
your mother."

"I'm not upset, love.”
"Don't argue and don't defend the boy!"

They finished the dishesin sllence. Then, with thewind and his ancestorsfilling histhoughts, Gwyn rushed
upstairs and opened the drawer. But he did not remove the seaweed. The first thing he noticed was the
brooch, lying on top of the scarf. He could not remem-ber having replaced it that way. Surely the scarf
was the last thing he had returned to the drawer.

The sunlight danting through his narrow window fdll directly on the brooch, and its contorted shapes
dowly assumed the form of agtar, then asnowflake. A group of petas changed into a creature with
glittering eyes and then became atwisted piece of meta again. Something or somebody wanted him to
use the brooch!

Gwyn picked it up and thrust it into his pocket. Grabbing his coat from achair he rushed downstairs and
out the back door. As heraced across the yard, he heard avoice calling him to a chore. "But the wind
wastoo loud, wasn't it?" he shouted joyfully to the sky. "I never heard nothing!”

He banged the yard gate to emphasi ze his words and began to run through the field. After ahundred



yardsthe land began to rise. He kept to the sheeptrack for awhile, then climbed awall and jumped
down into an-other field, this one stegp and bare. He was among the sheep now, scattering them as he
bounded over mounds and boulders. Stopping at the next wall, he took a deep breath. The mountain had
begun in ear-nest. Now it had to be walking or climbing; running wasimpossible.,

A sense of urgency gripped him, an overwhelming fegling that today, perhaps within that very hour,
something momentous would occur.

He stumbled on, now upon a sheeptrack, now heav-ing himsalf over boulders. He had climbed the
moun-tain often, sometimes with Alun, sometimes aone, but thefirst time had been with Bethan, one
summer long ago. It had seemed an impossible task then, when he was not even five years old, but she
hed willed him to the top, comforting and cgoling him with her gentle voice. "It's so beautiful when you
get there, Gwyn. Y ou can seethewholeworld . . . well, the whole of Wales anyway. And the seaand
clouds below you. Y ou won't fal; | won't let you!" She had been wearing the yelow scarf that day.
Gwyn remembered how it had streamed out across his head, like a banner, when they reached the top.

It was not ahigh mountain nor adangerous one. Some might even cal it ahill. It waswide and grassy, a
series of gentle dopesthat rose, one after another, patterned with stone walls and windblown bushes.
The plateau at the top was alonely place, however. From here only the empty fields and surrounding
mountains could be seen, and, far out to the west, the distant gray line of the sea. Gwyn took shelter
beside the tallest rock, for the wind sweeping across the plateau threat-ened to roll him back down.

He surdy must have found the place to offer hisbrooch. "Giveit to thewind,” Nain had said. Bracing
himsdlf againgt the rock, Gwyn extended his upturned hand into the wind and uncurled hisfingers.

The brooch was snatched away so fast that he never saw what became of it. He withdrew his hand and
waited for the wind to answer, not knowing what the answer would be, but wanting it to bring him
some-thing that would change the way thingswere, to fill the emptinessin the house below.

But the wind did not reply. It howled about Gwyn's head and tore a his clothes. Then dowly it died
away, taking the precious brooch somewhere within its swirl-ing streams and currents and leaving nothing
inreturn.

Then, from the west, came asilver white cloud of snow, obscuring the sea, the surrounding mountains,
and the fields below. And, asthe snow began to encir-cle and embrace him, Gwyn found himsdlf
chanting, "Math, Lord of Gwynedd, Gwydion, and Gilfagthwy!" This he repested over and over again,
not knowing whether he was cdling to the living or the dead. And dl the while huge snowflakes drifted
slently about him, mdting asthey touched him, so that he did not turn into the snowman that he might
otherwise have become,

Gwyn stood motionless for what seemed like hours, enveloped in a soft, serene whiteness, waiting for an
answer. Y et had Nain promised him an answer? In the gtillness he thought he heard a sound, very high
and light, likeicidlesonglass.

Hislegs began to ache. His face grew numb with cold, and when night clouds darkened the sky, he
began his descent, resentful and forlorn.

The lower dopes of the mountain were till green. The snow had not touched them, and it was difficult for
Gwyn to believe he had been standing deep in snow just minutes earlier. Only from thelast field could the
summit be seen, but by the time Gwyn reached the field, the mountain was hidden by mist. He could not
tell if snow Hill lay above.

It was dark when he got home. Before opening the back door he stamped his boots. His absence from



thefarm all day would not be appreciated, he knew. He did not wish to aggravate the Situation with
muddy boots. He raised his hand to brush his shoulders free of the dust he usualy managed to collect,
and hisfingers encountered something icy cold.

Bdieving it to be asnowflake or even anicicle, Gwyn plucked it off his shoulder and moved closer to the
kitchen window to examine what he had found. His mother had not yet drawn the curtains, and light
streamed into the yard.

It was a snowflake, the most beautiful he had ever seen, for it was magnified into an exquisite and
intricate pattern: agtar glistening like crystd in the soft light. And then the most extraordinary thing
happened. The star began to move, and Gwyn stared amazed as it gradualy assumed the shape of atiny
Slver spider. Had the wind heard him after al? Was he amagician then?

"Gwyn, isthat you out there? Y oull have no teaif you hang about any longer.” His mother had spied him
from the window.

Gwyn closed hisfingers over the spider and tried to open the back door with hisleft hand. The door was
jerked back violently and hisfather pulled him into the kitchen.

"What the hell are you doing out there? Y ou're late! Can't you open adoor now?' Mr. Griffiths had
flecks of mud on his spectacles. Gwyn tried not to look at them.

"My handsare cold,” he said.

"Tedll be cold too,” grumbled Mr. Griffiths. "Get your boots off and sit down. Where wereyou this
afternoon?Y ou were needed. That mad rooster's out again. We won't have a Chrissmas dinner if he
doesn't stay put.”

With some difficulty Gwyn managed to remove his boots with hisleft hand. "I'm just going updtairs," he
sadairily.

"Gwyn, whatever are you up to?" asked his mother. "Wash your hands and sit down.”
"I've got to go upgtairs,” Gwyn inssted.

"But Gwyn..."

"Please, Mam!"

Mrs. Griffiths shrugged and turned back to the stove. Her husband had begun to chew bacon and was
not interested in Gwyn's hagty flight through the kitchen.

Rushing into his bedroom Gwyn scanned the place for something in which to hide his spider. He could
think of nothing but the drawer. Placing the spider gently on the yellow scarf, he pushed the drawer back,
leaving it open afew centimetersfor ar, then fled downdairs.

He got an interrogation in the kitchen.

Mrs. Griffiths began it. "Whatever made you run off like that this afternoon?’ she complained. "Didn't you
hear mecdl?

"No, it waswindy," Gwyn replied cheerfully.

"Well, what wasit you were doing dl that time? | rang Mrs. LIoyd. Y ou weren't there.”



"No," said Gwyn, "l wasnt”

"Not giving much away, areyou?" Mr. Griffiths muttered from behind amug of tea. "It's no usetrying to
get that rooster now that it'sdark,” he went on irritably. "Well have to be up early in the morning.”

"Won't have any troublewaking if he'sout,” Gwyn sniggered.

"It would take more than arooster to wake you some mornings,” laughed his mother. At least she had
recovered her good humor.

After tea Mr. Griffiths vanished into hisworkshop. Hisworkload of farm repairs seemed to increase
rather than diminish, and Gwyn often wondered if it was hisfather'sway of avoiding conversation.

While his mother chattered about Christmas and the rooster, he thought impatiently of the drawer in his
room. Excusing himsdlf with aquick hug, Gwyn left his mother to talk to the cat and, trying not to show
an unnatural enthusiasm for bed, crossed the hdlway and climbed the stairstwo at atime.

His bedroom door was open, and there appeared to be a soft glow within. On entering the room Gwyn
froze. There were shadows on thewall: seven helmeted figures, motionless beside his bed. He turned,
fearfully, to locate the source of light. It came from behind arow of toy spacemen standing on the chest
of drawers. Gwyn bresthed asigh of relief and approached the spacemen.

The silver spider had climbed out of the drawer. It was glowing in the dark!

Gwyn brushed histoys aside and hesitantly held out his hand to the spider. It crawled into his open pam,
and he gently raised it closer to hisface. The spider'stouch wasicy cold, and yet the glow that it shed on
Gwyn'sface had a certain strange warmth that seemed to penetrate every part of his body.

He held the spider for severd minutes, admiring the exquisite pattern on its back and wondering whether
there was more to the tiny creature than a superficial beauty. It had come in exchange for the brooch, of
that he was certain. But wasiit really he who had trans-formed the brooch? Or had the extraordinary
gpider come from a place beyond hisworld? He resolved to keep it asecret until he could consult his
grandmother the following evening.

Replacing the spider in the drawer, Gwyn went downgtairs to fetch abook. When he returned, the glow
came from the bedpost. Deciding that he had no need of an dectric light, Gwyn sat on the bed and read
his book beside the spider. It was an exceptional sensa-tion, reading by spiderlight.

Nain was gardening by lamplight when Gwyn came by her cottage. She was wearing her sunhat and a
bright purple sweater. The sky was dark. Frost had begun to sparkle on the ground.

"It'sabit late for gardening, isn't it?" said Gwyn, gpproaching his grandmother down the gravel path.
"| liketo poke afew things about,” shereplied, "just to let them know I've got my eye on them.”
"Theré's not much growing, Nain," Gwyn re-marked. "Not that you can see anything in thislight.”

"There's potatoes" she said defiantly, pulling aplant out of the ground, scattering earth al over Gwyn's
white shoes. Not satisfied with this, she shook the plant violently and Gwyn sprang back, too late to save
the bottoms of his new school trousers.

"Oh, heck, Nain!" he cried. "What did you do that for? Now I'll get it."



"Why didn't you put your boots on, silly boy?* shereplied. "Theres mud dl down thelane.”
"I camefor achat. How was | to know I'd be at-tacked by a madwoman.”

"Hal Hal Who's mad, Gwydion Gwyn?' Nain loved being teased. "Have you brought good news. Are
you ameagician, then?'

"Cantwegoingde, Nain?' Gwyn fingered the matchbox in his pocket. He did not want to talk about the
spider under the stars. Out here in the dark some-one could be listening.

"Come on, then! WEell leave the plantsto doze for abit and have acup of tea" Nain dropped her
potatoes, shook out her swesater, and stamped across the ground to open the back door.

Theinside of her house was like abright bowl. All the corners had been rounded off with cupboards and
bookcases, and upon every item of furniture was hegped ajumble of books, cheerful-colored clothes,
and exotic plants. The fronds of shawls, trailing leaves, and garlands of beads festooned the furniture to
such adegreethat itsidentity could not easily be ascertained. The only source of light came from an ail
lamp. Asthiswas partialy obscured by atdl fern, the whole place had awild and mysticd air about it.

Somewhere through the jungle akettle lurked, and soon thiswas whistling merrily, while Nain sang from
behind a screen embroidered with butterflies, and a canary chattered inits cage.

Gwyn looked around for avacant seat. There was none. "What shall | do with the eggs, Nain?' he
caled.

"How many?
Gwyn counted the eggs nestling in ared woolly hat on the armchair. "' Seven,” hereplied.

"Well! Well! They'vedl beenin heretoday, then, and | never noticed.” Nain chuckled to hersdif.
"Why dyou let the hensin, Nain?' Gwyn asked. "They're such mucky things. Mam would have afit."

"Huh! Y our mam would have afit if shelooked under my bed, | expect.” Nain giggled. "But therésno
need to go upsetting people for nothing. Bring the eggs out here.”

Gwyn held out the bottom of his swesater and gath-ered the eggsinto it. He looked for his grandmother
behind the screen, but she had vanished, and so had the kitchen. There was only anarrow space
between rows of plants and meters of red velvet. He found the kettle on the windowsi Il and put the eggs
inagreen hat besdeit. Nain did not seem to be short of hats, so hefelt the eggs would be safe enough
for the moment. However, she had been known to wear two at atime and so he called out, "Don't put
your green hat on yet, Nain!"

His grandmother's head popped out from agap in the velvet, "Isn't it grand?* she purred. "I'm going to
danceinit.”

"Thehat?' Gwyninquired.

"This, slly boy." His grandmother stroked the vel-vet materid.
"Where?' he asked.

"Who knows?'

"Nain, would you find yoursdlf acup of teaand then sit down and—concentrate. I've got something to



show you!" Gwyn fingered his matchbox again.

"Wasit thewind?' Nain asked. "It waswindy yes-terday. | thought of you. Quick, acup of tea" She
withdrew her head and regppeared a moment later, carrying two blue enamel mugs. "Onefor you?"

"No thanks, Nain!" His grandmother did not use ordinary tealeaves. Her teawas made from nettles or
dried roots. Sometimes it was palatable, but most often it was not. Today Gwyn preferred not to risk it.

Hewaited until his grandmother had settled hersdlf in the armchair and sipped her tea before he knelt
beside her and took out the matchbox. He wanted her undivided attention for hisrevelation. Even so, he
was unprepared for the ecstatic gasp that accompanied Nain'sfirst glimpse of the spider, as he gently
with-drew thelid. Thetiny creature crawled onto his hand, glowing in the dark room. Nain's eyes
soarkled like achild's.

"How did it come?' Her whisper was harsh with excitement.

"Inthe snow," Gwyn replied. "I thought it was asnowflake. It was the brooch, | think. | gaveit to the
wind, likeyou said, and this. . . came back!"

"S0," Nain murmured triumphantly, "you are ama-gician then, Gwydion Gwyn, as| thought. See what
you have made!"

"But did | makeit, Nain? | believe it has come from somewhere else. Somefar, far place ... | don't
know, beyond theworld, I think."

"Thenyou cdled it, you brought it here, Gwydion Gwyn. Did you cal?

"I did, but. .." Gwyn hesitated. "I cdled the namesyou said into the snow: Math, Lord of Gwynedd,
Gwydion, and Gilfaethwy. Those were the only words."

"They were theright words, boy. Y ou caled to your ancestors. The magicians heard your voice and took
the brooch to where it had to go, and now you have the spider!" Nain took the spider from Gwyn and
placed it on her arm. Then she got up and began to dance through the shadowy wilderness of her room.
Thetiny glowing creature moved dowly up her purple deeve until it cameto her shoulder. Thereit rested,
shining like astar beneath her wild black curls.

Gwyn watched and felt that it was Nain who was the magician and he the enchanted one.

Suddenly his grandmother swooped back, took the spider from her hair, and put it gently into his hands.
"Arianwen,” shesad. "White slver! Cal her Arianwen. She must have aname!”

"And what now?" asked Gwyn. "What becomes of Arianwen? Should | tell about her? Take her to a
mu-seum?!

"Never! Never! Never!" said Nain fiercely. "They wouldn't understand. She has come from another
world to bring you closer to the thing you want.”

"l want to seemy sgter,” said Gwyn. "1 want things the way they were before she went.”

Nain looked at Gwyn through haf-closed eyes. "It'sjust the beginning, Gwydion Gwyn, you'll see. Y oull
be done, mind. Y ou cannot tell anyone. A magician can have his heart'sdesreif he truly wishesit, but he
will dwaysbe done." She propelled her grandson gently but firmly towards the door. "Go home now or
they'll comelooking. And never tdl asoul!"



Chapter 3

THE GIRL IN THE WEB

The farmhouse was empty when Gwyn reached home. Mr. Griffiths could be heard drilling in his
work-shop. Mrs. Griffiths had popped out to see a neighbor, leaving a note for her son on the kitchen
table,

Soup on the stove.
Heat it upif it'scold

"The soup or the stove?' Gwyn muttered to himself. He opened the stove door, but the red embers
looked so warm and comforting he was reluctant to cover them with fresh coal. He turned off the light
and kndlt beside the fire, holding out his handsto the warmth.

He must have put the matchbox down somewhere, and he must have l€ft it open, because he suddenly
became aware that Arianwen was climbing up the back of the armchair. When she reached the top she
swung down to the arm, leaving asilver thread behind her. Up she went to the top again, and then down,
her silk glistening in thefirdight. Now the spider was swing-ing and spinning back and forth acrossthe
chair so fast that Gwyn could only see a spark shooting over an ever-widening sheet of Slver.

"A cobweb!" he breathed.

And yet it was not a cobweb. There was someone there. Someone was Sitting where the cobweb should
have been. A girl with long pale hair and smiling eyes. Bethan, sitting just as she used to Sit, with her legs
tucked under her and one hand resting on the arm of the chair, the other supporting her chin as she gazed
into thefire. Still Arianwen spun, tracing the girl'sface, her fingers, her hair, until every feature became so
clear Gwyn felt he could have touched the girl.

Thetiny spider entwined the silk on one last corner and then ceased her feverish activity. She waited, just
abovethe girl's head, dlowing Gwyn to contemplate her creation without interruption.

Wasthegirl anilluson? Animage on aslver screen? No, she was more than that. Gwyn could seethe
im-pression her ebow made on the arm of the chair. He could see the fibersin her skirt and thelineson
her dim, pae hand.

Only Bethan had ever sat like that. Only Bethan had gazed into thefirein just that way. But hisSister was
dark with rosy cheeks, her skin tanned golden by thewind. Thisgirl wasfragile and so slver-pde she
might have been made of gossamer.

"Bethan?' Gwyn whispered. He stretched out his hand towardsthe girl.

A ripple spread across the shining image, as water moves when astone hitsit. Gwyn did not notice a
cool draft entering the kitchen as the door began to open.

"Bethan?' hesaid again.

Thefigure shivered violently asthe door sivung wider and the light went on. The girl in the cobweb
hovered momentarily, then began to fragment and fade until Gwyn was I eft saring into an empty chair.
His hand dropped to hisside.

"Gwyn! What are you doing, love? What are you staring a?' His mother came round the chair and



looked down a him, frowning anxioudy.

Gwyn found that speech was not within his power. Part of his strength seemed to have evaporated with
thegirl.

"Who were you talking to? Why were you sitting in the dark?' Concern caused Mrs. Griffiths to speak
sharply.

Her son swallowed but failed to utter a sound. He stared up at her helplesdly.

"Stop it, Gwyn! Stop looking a melikethat! Get up! Say something!" His mother shook his shoulders
and pulled himto hisfet.

He stumbled over to the table and sat down, trying desperately to drag himsdlf away from theimagein
the cobweb. The girl had smiled at him before she van-ished, and he knew that she wasred.

Mrs. Griffithsignored him now, busying herself about the stove, shovelling in coa, warming up the soup.
By the time the soup sat steaming in abowl before him, he had recovered enough to say, "Thanks,
Mam!"

"Perhaps you can tel me what you were doing?" his mother persisted, camer now that she had done
some-thing practicd.

"l wasjust cold, Mam. It's nice by the stove when the door isopen. | sort of . . . dozed and . . . couldn't
wake up.” Gwyn tried to explain away something his mother would neither believe nor understand.

"Wdll, you're afunny one. | would have been here, but | wanted to pickle some of those tomatoes, so |
had to run down to Betty Lloyd for sugar." Mrs. Griffiths chattered on, somewhat nervoudy Gwyn
thought, while he sat passively, trying to make appropriate re-marks during her pauses.

Hisfather's return from the workshop brought Gwyn to life. "Don't Sit down, Dad!" he cried, legping
towardsthe armchair.

"What on earth? What's got into you, boy?' Mr. Griffiths was taken by surprise.
"It'samatchbox,” Gwyn explained. "In the chair. | don't want it squashed.”
"What's S0 specid about a matchbox?!

"Therés something init, aparticular sort of insect,” ssammered Gwyn. "For school,” he added. "It's
impor-tant, see?"

Hisfather shook the cushionsirritably. "Nothing there," he said, and sat down heavily in the chair.
"Herésamatchbox," sad Mrs. Griffiths, "on thefloor." She opened the box. "But therés nothing init.”
"Oh, heck!" Gwyn moaned.

"What sort of insect wasit, love? Perhaps we can find it for you." His mother was aways eager to help
where school was concerned.

"A spider,” Gwyn said.

"Oh, Gwyn," moaned Mrs. Griffiths, "not spiders. I've just cleaned this house from top to bottom. | can't
abide cobwebs."



"Spidersest flies" Gwyn retorted.

"Therearenofliesinthishouse," thundered Mr. Griffiths, "and when you've found your 'particular’ spider,
you keep it inthat box. If | find it anywhere near my dinner, I'll squash it with my fist, school or no
school!"

"Youreameanold. .. man!" cried Gwyn.

Mrs. Griffiths gave an anguished sigh as her husband stood up. But Gwyn fled before another word could
be spoken. He climbed up to his bedroom. Nothing fol-lowed, not even a shout.

Heturned on the light as soon as he entered the room, so he was not immediately aware of the glow
coming from the open top drawer. As he walked over to the window to draw the curtains, he looked
down and saw Arianwen sitting on the whistle. Incredibly, she must have pulled the whistle from benesath
the yellow scarf. But as Gwyn considered this, herealized it was no doubt asmall feat for a creature who
had just conjured agirl in her web. And what about the girl? Had she been mere gossamer after dl, a
trick of thefirdight on asiver cobweb?

"Why couldn't you stay where you were?' Gwyn inquired of the spider. ™Y ou caused me abit of bother
just now!"

Arianwen moved dowly to the end of thewhistle. It occurred to Gwyn that she had selected it for some
Specid purpose.

"Now?" he asked in awhisper.
Arianwen crawled off the whistle.

Gwyn picked it up and held it to hislips. It was cracked; only athin sound came from it. He shrugged
and opened the window. Arianwen climbed out of the drawer and swung herself onto hisdeeve.

"But therésnowind," he said softly. He held hisarm up to the open window. "See, nowind a al.”

The spider crawled onto the window frame and climbed up to the top. When she reached the center she
let hersef drop on ashining thread until she hung just above Gwyn's heed, atiny lantern glowing against
the black sky.

Gwyn had been wrong. There was awind, for now the spider was swaying in the open window. He
could fedl abreath of ice-cold air on hisface.

"Shdl | say something?' hemused. "What shdll | say?"

Then, without any hesitation he called, "Gwydion! Gwydion! | am Gwydion! | an Math and
Gil-faethwy!"

Even as he said the words, the breeze became anicy blagt, rattling the window and tugging at hishair. He
stepped back, amazed by the sudden violence in the air.

Arianwen spun crazily on her slver thread. The wind swooped into the room, tearing the whistle from
Gwyn's hand and whisking it out through the open window.

Something shot into the bedroom and dropped with a crack onto the bare floorboards. It was a pipe of
some sort, dim and silver like asnake. Gwyn stared at it apprehensively, then he dowly bent and picked
it up. It was sllky smooth and had an dmost living radiance about it, as though it had no need of human



handsto shine and polishit. Tiny, delicate linesencircled it, forming a beautiful pattern of knotsand
spiras. He had seen such adesign on a gravestone somewhere, or framing the picturesin one of Nain's
old books.

Almogt fearfully, he put the pipeto hislips. But he did not play it. Hefelt that it had not comefor that
purpose. He sat on the bed and ran hisfingers over the ddlicate pattern.

The window stopped rattling and the wind dropped to awhisper. The land was quiet and till again.
Arian-wen left her post and ran into the drawer.

Gwyn laid the pipe on his bedside table and shut the window. He decided that he was too tired to
speculate on the evening's events until he was lying down. He turned off the light, undressed, and got into
bed.

But he had awakened something that would not degp, and now he wasto be allowed no rest.

For afew moments Gwyn closed his eyes. When he opened them he saw that Arianwen had spun
hundreds of tiny threads across the wall opposite hisbed. They were so fine, so close, that they
resembled avast screen. Still she spun, swinging faster and faster acrossthewall, climbing, faling,
weaving, not one thread at atime but amultitude. Soon the entire wall was covered, but the spider was
not satisfied. She began to thread her way aong the wall beside Gwyn's bed, over the door, over the
cupboard, until the furniture was entirely cov-ered with her irresstible flow of silk.

Gwyn was not watching Arianwen now. Something was happening in the web. He had the sensation that
he was being drawn into it, deeper and deeper, faster and faster. He was plunging into black silent space.
A myriad of tiny colored fragments burst and scattered in front of him, and then there was nothing. After
awhile the moving sensation began to dow until hefdt that he was suspended in the air above an
extraordinary scene.

A city wasrisng through clouds of iridescent snow First atower, tal and white, surmounted by abelfry
of findy carved ice. Within the belfry hung agleaming slver bell. Beneath the tower there were houses, all
of them white, dl of them round and beautiful, with shin-ing domelike roofs and ova windows latticed
with delicate networks of slver—Ilike cobwebs.

Beyond the houses there lay avast expanse of snow, and surrounding the snow, mountains, brilliant
under the sun—or was it the moon hanging there, a huge sphere glowing in the dark sky?

Until that moment the city had been silent. Sud-denly the bell in the white tower began to sway and then it
rang. Gwyn could hear it, clear and sweet over the snow. Children emerged from the houses, children
with pale faces and slvery hair, chattering, laughing, Snging. They werein the snowfields now, calling to
each other in high mel odious voices. Was thiswhere the pae girl in the web had come from?

Suddenly another voice called. His mother was climbing the stairs. "Isthat you, Gwyn? Are you awake?
Wasthat abdl | heard?

Thewhite world shivered and began to fade until only the voiceswereleft, singing softly in the dark.

The door handle rattled and Mrs. Griffiths stood in the doorway, slhouetted againgt the landing light. She
wastrying to tear something out of her hair. Findly she turned on thelight and gave agasp. "Ugh! It'sa
cob-web," she exclamed, "afilthy cobweb!" For her the silky threads did not glitter. They appeared
merely asadusty nuisance. "Gwyn, how many spiders have you got up here?

"Only one, Mam," hereplied.



"I can hear Singing. Have you got your radio on? It'sso late.”

"I haven't got theradio on, Mam."

"What isit then?'

"I don't know, Mam." Gwyn was how as bewil-dered as his mother.

The sound seemed to be coming from beside him. But there was nothing there, only the pipe. Thecity,
the children, even the vast cobwebs were gone.

Gwyn picked up the pipe and put it to his ear. The voices were there, inside the pipe. He amost dropped
it in his astonishment. So they had sent him a pipe to hear the things that he saw, maybe millions of miles
away. The sound grew softer and was gone.

"Whatever'sthat? Where did you get it?" asked Mrs. Griffiths, approaching the bed.
Gwyn decided to keep the voicesto himsdf. "It'sapipe, Mam. Nain gaveit to me."

"Oh! That'sal," she said, dismissing the pipe asthough it was atrivid bit of tin. "Try and get some deep
now, love, or you'll never be up for the bus." She bent and kissed him.

"I'll be up, Mam," Gwyn assured her.

His mother went to the door and turned out the light. "That singing must have come from the L1oyds.
They're dwayslate to bed," she muttered as she went downgtairs. "It's the cold. Funny how sound
travelswhenit'scold."

Gwyn dept deeply but woke soon after dawn and felt for the pipe under his pillow. Hetook it out and
listened. The pipe was silent. It did not even look as bright, as magical, asit had in the night. He was not
disappointed. A magician cannot aways be at work.

He dressed and went downstairs before his parents were awvake. He had eaten his breakfast and fed the
chickens by the time hisfather came downgtairsto put the kettle on.

"What's got into you, then?' Mr. Griffithsinquired as Gwyn sprang through the kitchen door.
"Just woke up early. It'sagrand day, Dad!" Gwyn said.

This statement received no reply, nor was one ex-pected. The silences that sometimes opened between
father and son created an unbearable emptiness that neither seemed able to overcome. But they had
become accustomed to the Situation, and if they could not en-tirely avoid it, they accepted it as best they
could. It was usudly Gwyn who fled from hisfather's company, but on this occasion he was
preoccupied, and it was his father who left to milk the cows.

A few momentslater Mrs. Griffiths shuffled down the stairsin torn dippers, still tying her apron strings.
"Why didn't someone cdl me," she complained, ir-ritated to find herself the last one down.

"It'snot late, Mam," Gwyn reassured her, "and I've had my breskfagt.”

His mother began to bang and clatter about the kitchen. Gwyn retreated from the noise and went into the
garden.

The sunwasfull up now. He could fed the warmth of it on hisface. Thelast leaves had fallen during the
wild wind of the night before, decorating the garden with splashes of red and gold. A mist hung inthe



valey, even obscuring his grandmother's cottage. Gwyn was glad that he lived in high country, where the
ar and the sky always seemed brighter.

At eight o'clock he began to walk down towards the main road. The school bus stopped at the end of
the lane a twenty minutes past eight and did not wait for stragglers. It took Gwyn al of twenty minutesto
reach the bus stop. For haf amile the route he took was little more than a steep path, rutted by the giant
whedl s of hisfather's tractor and the hooves of sheep and cattle. He had to legp over puddles, mounds of
mud, and fallen leaves. Only when he had passed his grand-mother's cottage did the path leve off alittle.
The bends were less sharp, and something resembling alane began to emerge. By thetimeit had reached
the Lloyds farmhouse, the lane had become a respectable size, paved and wide enough for two passing
cars.

The Lloyds erupted through their gate, al seven of them, arguing, chattering, and swinging their bags.
Mrs. Lloyd stood behind the gate whilelittle 1olo clasped her skirt through the bars, weeping bitterly.

"Stop it, lolo. Be agood boy. Nerys, take hishand,” Mrs. LIoyd implored her oldest child.
"Mam! Mam! Mam!" wailed lolo, kicking hissster away.
"Mam can't come, don't be slly, lolo! Alun, hep Nerys. Hold his other hand.”

Alun obeyed. Avoiding the vicious thrusts of hisyoungest brother's boot, he seized 10lo's hand and
swung him off hisfeet. Then he began to run down the lane, thelittle boy till clinging to his neck and
dhriek-ing like ademon. The other Lloyds, thinking this grest sport for the morning, followed close
behind, whoop-ing and yelling.

Gwyn envied them the noise, the arguments, even the crying. He came upon asimilar scene every
morn-ing, and it never failed to make him fed separate and done. Sometimes he would hang behind just
watching, reluctant to intrude.

Today, however, Gwyn had something to an-nounce. Today he did not fed aone. Different, yes, but not
awkward and excluded.

"Alun! Alun!" he shouted. "I've got newsfor you."

Alun swung around, lowering lolo to the ground. The other LIoyds|ooked up as Gwyn came flying down
thelane,

"Goon," sad Alun. "What news?"

"I'mamagician,” cried Gwyn. "A magician." And heran past them, his arms outstretched triumphantly,
his satchel banging on his back.

"A magician,” scoffed Alun. ™Y ou're mad, Gwyn Griffiths, that'swhat you are.” Forgetting his duty, heleft
lolo on the lane and gave furious chase.

"Mad! Mad!" echoed Sion and Gareth, following Alun's example.
"Mad! Mad!" cried lolo excitedly, as he raced down the lane, away from his mother and histears.

Soon there were four boys tearing neck and neck down the lane, and one not far behind. All were
shout-ing, "Mad! Mad! Mad!" except for Gwyn, and he was laughing too much to say anything.

But the three girls, Nerys, Nia, and Kate, alwaysimpressed by their dark neighbor, stood quite ill and



murmured, "A magician?'

Chapter 4

THE SILVER SHIP

Nain had warned him that he would be aone, but Gwyn had not redized what that would mean. After dl,
he had felt himsdlf to be done ever since Bethan disappeared. But there had dways been Alunto sharea
book or agame, to lend a sympathetic ear to confi-dences, to wander with on the mountain or inthe
woods.

And for Alun the need had a so been great. Gwyn was the one with an empty house and a quiet spaceto
think and play in. Gwyn wasthe clever one, the one to help with homework. It was Gwyn who had
taught Alun to read. On winter evenings the two boys were seldom apart.

Gwyn had never imagined atime without Alun's friendship, and perhaps, if he had kept sllent, that time
would never have come. But it never occurred to Gwyn that Alun would find it impossible to believe him.
Hefédt that he only had to find the right words to convince hisfriend. So on the homeward journey that
same afternoon, he again brought up the subject of magicians.

lolo dways raced ahead when they got off the school bus, but the older children were not so eager to run
uphill. They lingered on the lane, Sion and Gareth arguing, the girls collecting wildflowers or colored
leaves. Alun and Gwyn adways brought up the rear.

"Have you heard of Math, Lord of Gwynedd?' Gwyn began innocently.

"Of course. He'sin the old Welsh stories. Dad talks about them," Alun replied.
"And Gwydion?'

"Y es, and how he made a ship from seaweed." Alun'sinterest had been aroused.

"I'd forgotten. Dad never talks. But Nain reminded me. She's got more books than I've seen anywhere,
exceptinthelibrary.”

"Your Nain'sahit batty isn't she?' Alun had always been alittle suspicious of Gwyn's grandmother.

"No! She'snot batty! She knowsalot,” Gwyn re-plied. " She knew about me, about my being a
megi-cian!”

"Now | know she's batty! And you aretoo,” Alun said good-naturedly.

Gwyn stopped quite still. His words came dow and quiet, not at dl in the way he had intended. "I'm not
mad. Things happened last night. | think | made them happen. ... | wasn't dreaming. | saw my Sster, or
someone like my sster. Nain said Math and Gwydion were my ancestors. . . and that | have inherited . .
" He could not finish because Alun had begun to laugh.

"They'rein stories. They're not real people. Y ou can't be descended from astory!™

"Y ou don't know. I can make the wind come. | saw another planet last night, very close. It was white
and the buildings were white, and there was atower with asilver bell." Gwyn was desperate to explain.
"There were children. And thisis the most fantastic part—I could hear them in a pipe that came from—"

"You'recrazy! Yourelying!" Alun cried bitterly. "Why are you lying? No one can see planetsthat close.



They'remillionsand millionsand millions of milesaway!" Hefled from Gwynyelling, "Liar! Liar! Liar!"

"How dyou know, Alun Lloyd?" Gwyn caled re-lentlesdy. ™Y ou don't know anything, you don't. Y ou're
ignorant! | know what | know. And | know what I've seen!”

He had gonetoo far. Gwyn redlized that even before Alun sprang through his gate and followed his
brothers up the path to the house, damming the door behind him to emphasize his distaste for Gwyn's
conversdion.

Gwyn was aone on the lane with Nerys, Nia, and Kate. The three girls had lost interest in their flowers
and were staring at Gwyn in dismay. He could not bring himself to spesk, so he passed by inan
awkward silence.

Half amile further on he reached his grandmother's cottage. Knowing she wasthe only personin the
world who would believe him, he unceremonioudly burst in upon her. He was astonished at what he saw.

Nain had sawn up the red velvet dress. She was wearing it, stlanding in the center of her room like some
exotic bird, surrounded by her flowering plants and gaudy parapherndia. She had something shining on
her forehead, huge rings on her fingers, and round her waist, awide bronze chain.

"Nan!" said Gwyn, amazed. "Where are you going?"
"I'm gtaying here," his grandmother replied. "Thisismy cadtle. | haveto defend it.”

Shewastaking in riddles again. Gwyn decided to come Straight to the point. "Nain, | got something else
from thewind last night. A slver pipe. And therewerevoicesin it, from far avay.”

"Ah," said Nain. "Even when men whispered, Math could hear them. He could hear voices beyond any
mortd ear! Thepipeisfrom him!"

"And something happened,” Gwyn went on, "in Arianwen'sweb!"

His grandmother began to move about her room, but Gwyn knew she was listening to his story. When he
mentioned the girl in the web, she stopped in front of a huge gilt-framed mirror at the back of the room
and said softly, "Gwydion Gwyn, you will soon have your heart's desire!”

"My heart'sdesire?’ repeated Gwyn. "'l believe | am amagician, but I'm not strong yet. | don't know if
these things are happening to me because | have the power, or if they would have happened to anyone.”

"Y ou've forgotten the legends, haven't you, poor boy?* said Nain. "'l used to read them to you long ago,
but your father stopped all that when Bethan went. He stopped dl the fun, al thejoy. But he couldn't
stop you, could he? Because you are who you are. Now I'll read you something."

In spite of the multitude of books scattered about the room, his grandmother dways knew exactly where
to find the one she needed. From beneath a blue china dog that supported alopsided lampshade, she
withdrew a huge black book, itsleather cover scarred with age.

"The legends," she purred, stroking the battered spine. It looked so awesome and so old Gwyn haf
expected a cloud of batsto fly out when his grand-mother opened it.

Shefurled thetrain of her velvet dress around her legs, settled hersalf on apile of cushions, and
beckoned to him.

Gwyn peered at the book over his grandmother's shoulder. "It'sin old Welsh," he complained. "I cant



undergand it.”

"Huh!" shesighed. "I forgot. Listen, I'll trandate. ‘At dawn rose Gwydion, the magician, before the cock
crowed, and he summoned to him his power and his magic, and he went to the sea.and found dulse and
seaweed, and he held it close and spoke to it, then cast it out over the sea, and there appeared the most
marvel-lous ship. . . ."" Sheturned the next few pages hur-riedly, anxious to find the words that would
convey to Gwyn what shewanted. "Ah, here" she exclamed. "Now you will understand. "'Then
Gwydion's son subdued the land and ruled over it prosperoudy, and thereafter he became Lord over
Gwynedd!" " She closed the book triumphantly.

"Wdl?' said Gwyn. "I don't think | undergtand, yet."
"He was our ancestor, that Lord of Gwynedd,” said Nain, "and so, it follows, was Gwydion."

"But they'reinagory, Nain." In spite of himsalf Gwyn found himself repegting Alun'swords. "They're not
red people.”

"Not rea ?* Nain rosetall and proud out of her chair. "They're our ancestors,” she said, glaring at Gwyn
and damming the book down on top of others piled on the table beside her.

Gwyn winced asacloud of dust flew into hisface. A tiny jug tottered precariously beside the books,
fortu-nately coming to rest before it reached the edge of thetable.

"But how do you know, Nain?' he perssted quietly.

"How do | know?How do | know? Listen!" Nain settled back onto the cushions and drew Gwyn down
beside her. "My great-great-grandmother told me. She was ahundred yearsold and | wasten, and |
believed her. And now I'll tell you something I've never told anyone, not even your father. Shewasa
witch, my great-great-grandmother. She gave me the seaweed and the brooch and the whistle. 'Keep it
for you-know-who,' she said, and | did know who."

"And the broken horse?"

Nain frowned. "l am afraid of that horse" she said thoughtfully. "I tried to burn it once, but | couldn'. It
was il therewhen thefire died, black and grinning at me. | believeit isadreadful thing, and she thought
S0 too, my great-great-grandmother. Shetied alabe onit, 'Dim hon! Not thisl’ for it must never be used,
ever. It must be kept safe, locked away. Tight, tight, tight. 1t isold and evil."

"I'll keep it safe, Nain. But what about the scarf? She didn't give you the scarf, your
great-great-grand-mother?"

"No, not the scarf. That wasmy idea. | found it on the mountain, the morning after Bethan went. Buit |
didn't tell asoul. What would have been the use? | kept it for you."

"Why for me?'

"Can't you guess? | knew you would need it."

"And are you awitch too, Nain?' Gwyn ventured.

"No," Nain shook her head regretfully. "I haven't the power. I'vetried, but it hasn't cometo me.”
"And how do you know it has come to me?"

"Ah, I knew when you were born. It was All Hal-lows Day, don't forget, the beginning of the Celtic New



Year. Such abright dawn it was, dl the birdsin the world were singing. Like bellswasn't it? Bellsring-ing
intheair. Y our father came flying down the lane. 'The baby's on the way, Mam," he cried. He was s0
anxious, so excited. By the time we got back to the house you were nearly in thisworld. And when you
came, and | saw your eyes so bright, | knew. And little Bethan knew too, athough she was only five. She
was such astrange one, so knowing yet so wild. Sometimes | thought she was hardly of thisworld. But
how she loved you! And your dad, so proud he was. What a morning!"

"He doesn't even like me now," Gwyn murmured.
"No, and that'swhat we haveto change, in't it?" Nain said gently.

Gwyn buried hisfacein hishands. "Oh, | don't know! | don't know!" he cried. "How can aspider and a
pipe help me? And what has another world to do with Bethan? I've just had afight with my best friend.
Hewouldn't bieveme.”

"I warned you never to betray your secret,” Nain admonished him. "Never abuse your power. Y ou must
be doneif you areto achieve your heart'sdedre.”

"What's the use of magic if no one knows about it?' Gwyn exclamed irritably. "And how do | get my
heart's desire?’

"Y ou know very well," Nain replied unhelpfully. "Think about the scarf. Think about using it. And now
you'd better leave me and eat the supper that is grow-ing cold on your mother'stable.”

The room had become dark without their noticing it. The fire had amost died, and the few remaining
embers glowed liketiny jewelsin the grate. Gwyn was unwilling to leave. He wanted to talk on into the
night. But Nain was not of the same mind, it seemed. Shelit alamp and began to pace about her room,
moving books and ornamentsin adisturbed and thoughtless manner, as though she wastrying either to
forget or to remember something.

Gwyn pulled himself up from the pile of cushions and moved to the door. "Good night then, Nain!" he
sad.

Thetal figure, dl red and gold in the lamplight, did not even turn towards him. But when he reluctantly
dipped out into the night, words came singing after him: "Cysgwch yn dawel, Gwydion Gwyn! Sleep
qui-etly!™

When he got home, the table was bare.
"Did your grandmother give you amed?" hismother inquired, guessing where he had been.
"No," said Gwyn. "l forgot to ask.”

Mrs. Griffiths smiled. "What aone you are!"™ She gave him aplate of stew that had been kept warm on
the stove.

Gwyn could not finish the meal. He went upstairs early, muttering about homework.

Hedid not deep soundly. It was astrange, wild night. The restless apple tree beneath his window
disturbed him. He dreamed of Nain, tall for aten-year-old, in ared dress, her black curlstied with a
scarlet ribbon. She was listening to her great-great-grand-mother, an old woman, awitch, with long gray
hair and wrinkled hands clasped in her dark lap, where apiece of seaweed lay, al soft and shining, as



though it was still moving in water, not stranded on the knees of an old woman.
Gwyn gasped. He sat up, siff and terrified. He felt for the bedside light and turned it on.

Arianwen was Stting on the slver pipe. Gwyn lifted the pipe until it was closeto hisface. He stared at the
Spider and the pipe, willing them to work for him. But they did not respond. He laid them carefully on the
bedside table and got out of bed.

Hisblack watch told him that it was four o'clock— not yet dawn. He dressed and opened histop
drawer. It wastime for the seaweed. But instead, he took out Bethan's yellow scarf and, without
knowing why, wrapped it dowly round his neck, pressing it to hisface and inhaling the musty sweet smell
of roses. He closed his eyes and for amoment almost thought that he was close to an answer. But he had
forgotten the question. It was something his grandmother had said—some-thing about using the scarf. Try
ashemight to order hismind, he felt the answer and the question dipping away from him, until he was | eft
with only the tangible effects: the scarf and the dry dusty tick of seaweed.

Gwyn tucked the seaweed into the pocket of his coat and went downdtairs, letting himself out of the back
door into the yard.

Therewasapalelight in the ky, but the birdswere ill a rest. The only sounds came from sheep
moving on the hard mountain earth and frosty hedgerows shiv-ering in the cold air.

He did not ascend the mountain thistime, but wan-dered northwards, through the lower dopes, seeking
the breeze that came from the sea. Here the land was steep and barren. There were few sheep, no trees,
and no farms. Gigantic rocksthrust their way through the earth, and torrents of ice-cold water tumbled
over the stones. Gwyn longed for the comfort of awall to cling to. The wide, dark space of empty land
and sky threat-ened to sweep him away and swalow him. One step missed, he thought, and he would
dipinto nowhere.

And then he smelled the sea. Moonlight became dawn, and col ors appeared on the mountain. He was
approaching the gentler western dopes. He started to climb upwardsfield by field, keeping closeto the
sonewalls, so that the breeze that had now veered into awailing northeast wind would not confuse his
steps.

Gwyn had passed the fields and was standing in the center of a steep stretch of bracken when it
happened. The thing in his pocket began to move and dide through hisfingers, causing him to withdraw
his hand and regard the soft purple fronds of what had, afew moments before, been a dried-up piece of
seaweed. The transformation was unbelievable. Gwyn held the plant out before him and the dippery
petallike shapes flapped in the wind like a hovering bird. And then it was gone. The wind blew it out of
his hand and out to sea. All the birds above and below him awoke and called out. The gray sky was
pierced with light, and in that moment Gwyn knew what he had to do.

Hetook off the ydlow scarf and flung it out to the sky, calling his sister's name again and again over the
wind, over the brightening land and the upturned faces of startled sheep.

Then, from the west, where it was still dark and where the water was sill black under the heavy clouds,
therecamealight. Tiny at firgt, but growing asit fell towardsthe sea. It was acool light, soft and silver.
Asit came closer, Gwyn could make out the shape of abillowing sail, and the bow of agreat ship. But
the ship was not upon the sea. It wasin the air above the sea, risng al thetime, until it was opposite him
and gp-proaching the mountain.

A wave of ice-cold air suddenly hit Gwyn's body, throwing him back into the bracken. As he lay there,
shocked and staring upwards, the huge hull of the silver ship passed right over him, and he could see



fragments of ice, like sparks, faling away from it. He could see patterns of flowers and strange crestures
engraved in the silver, and then theice was in his eyes and he had to close them. He curled himsdlf into a
ball, shaking with the pain of bitter cold that enveloped him.

A dull thud shook the ground. Something scraped across the rocks and filled the air with asigh.

Gwyn lay hidden in the bracken for along time, curled up tight with eyes closed, too frightened and
amazed to move. When hefinaly stood up, the freez-ing cold air was gone. He looked behind him,
around and above him, but the mountain was empty. There was snow on the bracken and in oneflat field
beyond the bracken, but there was no sign of aship of any kind. Y et he had seen one, heard one, felt the
bitter cold of its passage through the air.

Gwyn began to run. Now that it waslight, he had no difficulty finding hisway across the northern dopes.
Soon hewas back in familiar fields. But when he came to within sight of Ty Bryn, he paused amoment,
then kept on running, down the track, past his gate, past his grandmother's cottage, until he reached the
Lloyds farmhouse. He flung open the gate, rushed up the path and, ignoring the bell, beat upon the door
with hisfigts, shouting, "Alun! Alun! Come quick! | want to tell you something! Now! Now! Now!"

Within the house someone shouted angrily. It must have been Mr. Lioyd. Then there were footsteps
patter-ing on the stairs and down the halway.

The front door opened and Mrs. Lloyd stood there in apink bathrobe, with rollersin her hair and her
facedl red and shiny.

"Whatever isit, Gwyn Griffiths?' she said. "Acci-dent or fire?"
"Nofire, Mrs. Lloyd. | want Alun. | haveto tell him something. It's urgent!"

"No fire, no accident,” snapped Mrs. Lloyd. "Then what are you doing here? We've not had breakfast.
Why cantt it wait till school?"

"Becauseit'sjust happened!” Gwyn slamped hisfoot impatiently. "I've got to see Alun.”

Mrs. Lloyd was angry. She seemed about to send Gwyn away, but something in the boy standing tense
and dark against the dawn clouds made her hesitate. "Alun! Y ou'd better come down,” she caled. "It's
Gwyn Griffiths. | don't know what it's about, but you'd better come.”

"Shut that door,” Mr. Lloyd shouted from above. "I can fedl the cold up here.”

"Comeingdeand wait!" Mrs. LlIoyd pulled Gwyn into the house and shut the door. "I don't know—
you've got a nerve these days, you boys."

She shuffled into the kitchen, leaving Gwyn aonein the shadows by the door. It was cold in the Lloyds
house. The narrow hall was crammed with bicycles, boots, coats half-hanging on hooks. It was carpeted
with odd gloves, fdlt-tip pens, comics, and broken toys, and there were two pairs of muddy jeans
hanging on the bannigters.

Alun appeared at the top of the stairsin pgjamas that were too small. He was trying to reduce the cold
gap round his omach with one hand, while rubbing his eyes with the other. "What isit?" he asked

despily.
"Come down here," Gwyn whispered. "Come closer.”
Alun trudged down reluctantly and approached Gwyn. "Tell, then,” he said.



Gwyn took a breath. He tried to choose the right words, so that Alun would believe what he said. "I've
been on the mountain. | couldn't deep, so | went for alook at thesea. . . ."

"Inthe dark?" Alunwasimpressed. "You're brave. | couldn't do that.”
"There was amoon. It was quite bright redlly," Gwyn paused. "Anyway, while| wastherel ...1..."
"Goon!" Alun yawned and clutched his ssomach, thinking of warm porridge.

"Well—you've got to believe me'—Gwyn hesitated dramatically—"1 saw a spaceship!” Hewaited for a
response, but none came.

"What?' Alunsaid et last.

"I saw aship. .. fal out of space. It cameright over the sea. ... It was Silver and had asort of sail . . .
and it was cold, ever so cold. | couldn't breathe with the cold of it. | had to liedl curled up, it hurt so
much. And when | got up, it had gone!"

Alun remained silent. He stared &t his bare toes and scratched his head.

"Doyou bdieve me? Tdl me!" Gwyn demanded.

Therewasno reply.

"Y ou don't believe me, do you?' Gwyn cried. "Why? Why?'

"Sssssh! They'll hear!™ Alun said.

"So what?'

"They think you're aloony dready.”

"Do you? D'you think I'm aloony?' Gwyn asked fiercely. "1 did see aship. Why don't you believe me?
"I don't know. It soundsimpossible—asail and al. Sounds silly. Spaceships aren't like that."

Gwyn felt defeated. Somehow he had used the wrong words. He would never make Alun believe, not
likethis, standing in acold hallway before breskfast. "Well, don't believe methen," he said, "but don't tell
ether, will you? Don't tell anyonedse.”

"O.K. O.K.!I" said Alun. "Y ou'd better go. Y our mam'll be worried!"

"I'll go!" Gwyn opened the door and stepped onto the porch. But before Alun could shut him out, he said
again, "Youwon't tel what | said, will you?It'simpor-tant!"

Alunwas S0 relieved at having rid himsalf of Gwyn'sdisturbing presence, he did not notice the urgency in
hisfriend'svoice. "O.K.!" hesaid. "I've got to shut the door now, I'm freezing!"

Chapter 5
EIRLYS

Alun did tell. He did not mean to hurt or ridicule Gwyn, and he only told one person. But that was
enough.



The one person Alun told was Gary Pritchard. Gary Pritchard told his gang: Merfyn Jones, Dewi Davis,
and Brian Roberts. Dewi Daviswas the biggest tease in the class and within two days everyone in school
had heard about Gwyn Griffiths and his"gpaceship.”

Little whispering groups were formed in the play-ground. There were murmuringsin the cafeteria, and
children watched while Gwyn ate in sllence, saring steadily at his plate so that he would not meet their
eyes. Girls giggled in the coatroom and even five-year-olds nudged each other when he passed.

And Gwyn madeit easy for them. He never denied that he had seen asilver ship, nor did hetry to
explain or defend his story. He withdrew. He went to schoal, did hiswork, sat aonein the playground,
and spoke to no one. He came home, fed the hens, and had a snack. He tried to respond to his mother's
probing chatter without giving too much away, for he felt he had to protect her. He did not want her to
know that hisfriendsthought him crazy. But Mrs. Griffiths sensed something was wrong.

And then one evening Alun showed up. He had tried in vain to talk to Gwyn during their walks home
from the bus, but since the gossiping began, Gwyn had ddliberately avoided hisold friend. He had run all
the way home, passing the Lloyds on the lane, so that he would not hear them if they laughed.

Mrs. Griffiths was pleased to see Alun. She drew him into the kitchen saying, "L ook who's herel We
haven't seen you for abit, Alun. Take your coat off!"

"No!" Gwyn legpt up and pushed Alun back into the halway, damming the kitchen door behind him.
"What d'you want?" he asked suspicioudy.

"Jugt achat,” said Alun nervoudy.

"What's there to chat about?'

"About the things you said. About the spaceship, and that,” Alun replied, fingering the buttons on his coat.
"You don't believe, and you told,” Gwyn said coldly.

"l know. | know and I'm sorry. | just wanted to talk about it." Alun sounded desperate.

"Y ou want to spread more funny stories, | suppose.”

"No...no," Alunsad. "l just wanted to—"

"Y ou can shove off," said Gwyn. He opened the front door and pushed Alun out on the porch. He caught
aglimpse of Alun'swhite face under the porch light as he shut the door. "'I'm busy,”" he called through the
door, "so don't bother me again.”

And he was busy, he and Arianwen. Every night she spun aweb in the corner of Gwyn's bedroom,
between the end of the doping celling and the cupboard. And there would aways be something in the
web. A tiny, faraway landscape, white and shining, or strange treeswith icy leaves. Or alake, or wasit a
sea? with i ce floes bobbing on the water and a silver ship with sailslike cobwebs, gliding over the
surface.

And when heran hisfingers over the silver pipe he could hear waves breaking on the shore. He could
hear icicles singing when the wind blew through the trees, and children's voices caling over the snow.
And he knew beyond any shadow of adoubt that he was hear-ing sounds from another world.

Once Arianwen spun alarger cobweb again, cover-ing an entire wal. The white tower appeared, and the
same houses. Children came out to play in the square benegath the tower. Pale children with wonderfully



se-renefaces, not shouting as earthbound children would have done, but calling in soft, musical voices. It
began to snow, and suddenly dl the children stood till and turned to ook in the same direction. They
looked right into the web. They looked at Gwyn and they smiled, and then they waved. It was as though
someone had said, "L ook, children! He'swatching you! Waveto him!" And their bright eyeswere so
inviting Gwyn felt alonging to be with them, to be touched and soothed by them.

But who had told the children to turn? Gwyn red-ized he had never seen an adult in Arianwen's webs,
never heard an adult voice. Who was looking after the faraway children? Perhapsthey had just seen the
"thing" that was sending the pictures down to Arian-wen's web, a satellite perhaps, or a ship, another
dtar, or another spider, whirling round in space. And they had turned to waveto it.

A few weeks before the end of the term, three new children appeared at school. They were children
from the city, two boys from poor families who had no room for them, and a girl—an orphan it was said.
They had al been put into the care of Mr. and Mrs. Herbert, awarmhearted couple with four girls, a
large farmhouse, and an eagernessto help children lessfortunate than their own.

John, Eirlys, and Dafydd were officidly entering the school the following term, but had been alowed
three weeks of settling in before the Christmas holidays. Miss Pugh, the principa, was alittle put out. She
had ex-pected only two children, eight-year-old boys, to put in a classwhere there was still spacefor at
least five more. There were thirty children in Gwyn's class, where Eirlyswould have to go. Mr. James,
their teacher, arather fastidious man, was aready complaining that he could fed the children bresthing on
him. He gave Eir-lys atiny desk at the back of the class, where no one seemed to notice her.

In the excitement of Christmas preparations some of the children forgot about Gwyn and his "stories.”
But for Gary Pritchard and his gang, baiting Gwyn Griffithswas till more entertaining than anything else
they could think of, especialy when they saw anicker of anger beginning to appear in their victim's dark
eyes.

And then one Monday Dewi Daviswent too far. It was abright, cold day. Snow had fdlen inthe night,
clean white snow that was kicked and muddied by children running into school. But snow fell again
dur-ing the first lesson and, as luck would have it, stopped just before the first break. The children were
presented with a beautiful white playground in which to dide and throw snowbdls.

Dewi Davis could never resist asnowbadl, just as he could never resist shoving girlswith white socksinto
puddles, or putting worms down the backs of squea-mish classmates. He took alot of trouble with
Gwyn's snowbdl, patting and shaping it until it was rock-hard and as big as hisown head. Then he
followed Gwyn round the playground, as Gwyn, deep in thought, made patternsin the snow with hisfeet.

Soon Dewi had an audience. Children watched ex-pectantly while Gwyn trudged unaware through the
snow. Dewi stopped about three meters behind Gwyn and caled in hisdow lisping voice, "Hello, Mr.

Magic. Seen any spaceships lately?!

Gwyn began to turn, but before he could see Dewi, the huge snowbdl hit him on the side of theface. A
pain seared through his ear into his head.

Girls gasped and some giggled. Boys shouted and laughed, and someone said, "Go on, get him!"

Gwyn turned afull hadf cirdleand stared a Dewi Davis. He stared at hisfat lly face and thegrinon his
thick pink lips, and he wanted to hurt him. He brought up his clenched right fist and thrust it out towards
Dewi, opening hisfingerswide as he did so. A low hiss came from within him, hardly belonging to him
and not hisvoiceat al, morelikeawild animal.



There was nothing in Gwyn's hand, no stone, no snow. But something came out of his hand and hit Dewi
inthe middle of hisface. He saw Dewi's nose grow and darken to purple, and saw hurt and amaze-ment
on Dewi'sround face. Only he and Dewi knew that there had been nothing in his hand.

Then, suddenly, the rest of the gang were upon him. Someone hit him in the face, and someone else
punched his ssomach. His hair was tugged and his arms were jerked backwards until he screamed. And
then hislegs were pulled from under him, and he crashed onto the ground.

Everyone stopped shouting and stared at Gwyn, mo-tionlessin the mud and snow. The bell rang, and
a-most smultaneoudy, Dewi Davis began to scream for attention. The children drifted away asMr.
Jamesran to Dewi and hel ped him from the playground. The teacher never noticed Gwyn lyingina
corner.

Thewhole of Gwyn's body ached, but his head hurt most of al. He could not get up and did not want to.
There was blood on the snow beside him, and hislip felt swollen and sticky. The playground was empty.
Hewondered if he would haveto liethere dl day. Perhaps the snow would fal again and no onewould
see him until it wastimeto go home. He managed to pull himself up until he was knedling on al fours, but
it was an effort. He could not get any further because something in his back hurt whenever he moved.

And then he saw that he was not alone. Someone was standing on the other side of the playground.
Someonein gray with long, fair hair and ablue hat. It was Eirlys. The girl began to walk towards Gwyn
dowly, asthough she was gpproaching a creature she did not wish to alarm. When she reached Gwyn
she bent down and put her arms around his body. Then, without aword, she lifted him to hisfeet. She
was very frail, and Gwyn could not understand where her strength came from. Her hair was so soft it was
like touching water, and her face, closeto his, was almost as pale as the snow. He had never redly
looked at her before. Now he redlized with a shock that he knew her. He had seen her somewhere but
could not remember where.

They waked across the playground together, still without speaking, his arms resting on her shoulders, her
armround hiswaist. Although hislegs ached, he tried not to ssumble or lean too heavily on the girl. When
they reached the school door, Eirlyswithdrew her arm and then took his hand from her shoulder. Her
fingerswereice-cold. Gwyn gasped when she touched his hand.

"What isit?' she asked.
"You'reso cold," hereplied.

Eirlys smiled. Her eyeswere greeny blue, like arctic water. It was as though they had once been another
color, but that other color had been washed away.

When they got to the classroom Gwyn told Mr. James that he had dipped in the snow. Eirlys said
noth-ing. Mr. James nodded. " Get on with your work now," he said.

Eirlys and Gwyn went to their desks. Everyone stared. Dewi Daviswas still holding his nose, and Gwyn
remembered what he had done. All through the next lesson, through the pain in his head, he kept
think-ing of what he had done to Dewi Davis. He had hit him with magic. Something had come out of his
hand and flown into Dewi's face, something that had come to him from Gwydion, the magician, and from
Gwy-dion's son, who had once ruled Gwynedd. And it was the same thing that had turned the seaweed
into aship, the brooch into a spider, and thewhistleinto asilver pipe. Theselast three, he redlized, had
merely been waiting for him to release them. They had been there dl thetime, just waiting for hiscall. But
when he had hit Dewi Davis, he had doneit by himsdlf. He had wanted to hurt Dewi, to smash hisdlly,
crud face, and he had doneit, not with astone nor with hisfist, but with hiswill and the power that had
come from Gwy-dion. If he could do that, what could he not do?



While Gwyn dreamed over his desk, he was un-aware of Eirlyswatching him. But Alun LIoyd noticed,
and he wondered why the girl gazed at Gwyn with her aquamarine eyes. Alun was uneasy.

During the day Gwyn's aches and pains receded, and he was able to hobble to the school bus unaided.
When he got off the bus, however, he could not run up the lane, and he fdt trapped. Alun waslingering
be-hind therest of hisfamily, watching him.

"You O.K.?" Alun asked Gwyn.

"Yes I'mO.K."

"D'you want meto wak up with you?'

"No," Gwynreplied. "l said | wasall right, didn't 17"

"Areyou sure?" Alun persisted. He turned to face Gwyn and began to walk up the hill backwards.
"They didn't hurt methat bad,” Gwyn said angrily. "I just can't walk that fast.”

"| suppose she'sgoing to help you?' Alun said. He was still walking backwards and looking at someone
behind Gwyn.

"Who?'

"Her!" Alun nodded in the direction of the main road. Then he turned and ran up the lane.

Gwyn glanced over his shoulder to see what Alun had meant. Eirlys was walking up towards him.
"What are you doing?' Gwyn shouted. "Y ou don't get off herel”

Thegirl just smiled and kept coming.

"Youll beintrouble! How're you going to get home?"

"I'l walk," sad Eirlys.

"Oh heck!" cried Gwyn.

"Don't worry!" The girl continued her approach and Gwyn waited, unable to turn his back on her.

"It bedl right," she said when she was beside him. "I'll just come home with you. Y ou might need
some-one, with al those bruises." She tapped his arm and went ahead up the hill.

When they turned a bend and Nain's cottage sud-denly cameinto view, Eirlys stopped and stared at the
building.

"My grandmother livesthere” Gwyn said.
"Does she." Eirlys spoke the words not as a question, but as aresponse that was expected of her.

She passed the cottage dowly, trailing her fingers aong the top of the sonewall. Sprays of snow flew
onto her deeve, and she never took her eyes off the light in Nain's downstairs window.

Gwyn was tempted to take the girl in to meet his grandmother. But it was getting dark, and they till had
to pass the furrows of snow that had drifted into the narrow path further on. He wondered how on earth
Eirlyswas going to get home. "What will Mrs. . . . What's-'er-name say, when you're not on the bus?' he



asked.
"Mrs. Herbert? She'skind. Shelll understand,” Eir-lysreplied.

They held hands when they reached the snowdrifts, Gwyn leading the girl to higher ground at the edge of
the path. Once again he gasped at the icy touch of her fingers, and when Eirlyslaughed, the sound was
famil-iar to him.

She was reluctant to come into the farmhouse, and when Gwyn inssted, she approached it cautioudy,
with apuzzled frown on her face. Every now and then she would look away from the house, up to where
the mountain should have been, but where, now, only amoving white mist could be seen.

"Comeon," said Gwyn. "Mam!l giveyou acup of tea."

He opened the front door and called into the kitchen, "I'm back, Mam. Sorry I'm late. | had a bit of
trouble with the snow."

"| thought you would," camethereply.

His mother was stirring something on the stove when he went into the kitchen. She turned to speak to him
but instead cried out, "Y our facel What's hap-pened?’

"I had abit of afight. It'snot anything, redly!" Gwyn said.

Hisfather got up from the chair by the kitchen table, where he had been mending some dlectrical
equipment. He was about to be angry, but then he saw Eirlys standing in the doorway. "Who'sthis?' he
asked.

"Eirlyd" said Gwyn. "She helped me. She waked up from the buswith meto see | wasdl right.”

"That was kind of you, Eirlys," said Mrs. Griffiths. "Take your coat off and warm up abit. I'll make a pot
of tea"

She began to help Gwyn with his coat, exclaiming al thetime a the sate of hismuddy clothesand the
bruises on hisface.

Eirlys came into the room and took off her hat and coat. She drew achair up to the table and sat down
opposite Mr. Griffiths. He just stood there, staring at her, while his big hands groped for thetiny brass
screws that had escaped him and now spun out across the table.

The girl caught one of the screws and stretched acrossto put it safe into his hand. Gwyn heard the sharp
intake of breath as hisfather felt her icy fingers. He laughed. " She's cold-blooded, isn't she, Dad?' he
sad.

Mr. Griffiths did not reply. He sat down and began hiswork again. Mrs. Griffiths poured the teaand
brought afruit cake to the table. They discussed the snow and the school and the fight. Mrs. Griffiths
asked how and why the fight had begun. Although Gwyn could not give a satisfactory explanation, Mr.
Griffiths did not say aword. He did not even seem to be listen-ing to them, but every now and then he
would look up and sare at Eirlys.

When it wasdark Mrs. Griffiths said, ™Y ou'd better ring your mam, shelll be worrying.”
"She hasn't got amam,” Gwyn answered for the girl. " She's living with the Herberts.”
"Oh, you poor love." Mrs. Griffiths shook her head sympatheticaly.



"They'relovdy," said Eirlysbrightly, "so kind. They won't mind. They'll fetch me. They said they dways
would if | wanted, and it'snot far."

"No need for that." Mr. Griffiths suddenly stood up. "I'll take you in the Land Rover."

Gwyn was amazed. Hisfather never offered lifts. "Y ou're honored,” he whispered to Eirlysas Mr.
Griffiths strode out of the back door.

By the time Eirlys had gathered up her hat and coat and her schoolbag, the deep throbbing of the Land
Rover's engine could be heard out in the lane.

"Good-bye," said Eirlys. She waked up to Mrs. Griffiths and kissed her. Mrs. Griffiths was sartled. She
looked as though she had seen aghost.

She remained in the kitchen while Gwyn and the girl walked down to the gate. The door of the Land
Rover was open, and Mr. Griffithswas standing besideit. "Y ou'll haveto get in thissde and climb over,"
hetold Eirlys, "the snow's deep on the other side.”

Gwyn had never known hisfather to be so consider-ate to a child.

Eirlys stepped out into the lane, but before she could climb into the Land Rover, Mr. Griffiths armswere
around her, helping her up. For asecond the two shad-owy figures became one and, for some reason,
Gwyn fdlt that he did not belong to the scene. He looked away to the frozen hedges glittering in the glare
of the head-lights.

Inside the house the tel ephone began to ring. Then the Land Rover's whedls spun, and Gwyn had to back
away from the sprays of wet snow. It was too late to shout good-bye.

He turned to go back into the house and saw his mother standing on the porch. "Mrs. Davis, Ty Coch,
was on the phone," she said gravely. "She wantsto talk to ustomorrow. It's about Dewi's nose!”

Chapter 6

A DROWNING
"Weveleft Dewi with hisauntie" said Mrs. Davis.

Dewi had many aunties. Gwyn wondered which one had the pleasure of his company, and if Dewi wasto
be envied or pitied.

The Davises had come to "thrash out the problem of the nose,” as Mr. Davisput it.

It was six o'clock. Theteahad only just been cleared away, and Gwyn's somach was already grumbling.
Mr. and Mrs. Davis, Gwyn, and his parents were Sit-ting around the kitchen table as though they were
about to embark on an evening of cards or some other lighthearted entertainment, not something as
serious as Dewi's nose.

"The problem, as| seeit," began Mrs. Davis, "is, who'slying?'

"Gary Pritchard, Merfyn Jones, and Brian Roberts, dl say that they think they saw Gwyn throw a stone,”
sad Mr. Davis solemnly. "Now, thisisavery serious busness.”

"Very dangeroustoo,” added Mrs. Davis.

"That goeswithout saying, Gladys." Mr. Davis coughed. "Now, the Stuationis," he paused dramati-cdlly,



"what's to be done about it?"
"How . .. er, how bad isthe nose?' Mrs. Griffiths asked.

"Very bad," replied Mrs. Davisindignantly. *How bad d'you think your nose would beif it had been hit
by arock?'

"Now wait aminute!" Mr. Griffiths entered the con-versation with aroar. "Firg it'sastone, now it'sa
rock, and we haven't yet established whether anything was thrown. Perhaps Dewi bumped his nose. We
haven't heard his explanation.”

"That's the problem.” Mr. Davis banged hisfist on thetable. "Dewi says he did bump his nose, but the
other boys say Gwyn hit him with astone.”

"Dewi'sfrightened of him, see!” Mrs. Davis pointed an accusing finger at Gwyn. "He's afraid your boy'll
do something worseto himif hetells”

"Bloody nonsense!” Mr. Griffiths stood up, his chair scraping on thetiled floor. "Let's hear your Sde of i,
Gwyn."

Gwyn looked up. He was unused to having hisfa-ther defend him. He felt that he could take on any
number of Davises now. "I didn't throw astone," he said.

"Therel" Mr. and Mrs. Davis spoke smultaneoudly.

Mr. Griffiths sat down and the two sets of parents eyed each other wordlessly.
"He'slying, of course” Mr. Davissaid & last.

"He ought to be punished,” added hiswife. "The principa should betold.”
"It'sapity they don't thrash kidsthese days," growled Mr. Davis.

Thistimeit was Mr. Griffiths who banged the table. Gwyn got up and began to pace about the room
whilethe adults dl talked at once. He had atremendous desire to do something dramatic, and the
knowledge that he probably could made the temptation amost unbearable. What should he do though?
Box Mr. Daviss ears from adistance of three meters? Pull Mrs. Daviss hair? The possibilities were
endless. And then he remembered Nain's warning. He must not abuse his power. It must be used only
when there was something that he truly needed to do.

"It'snot asif your sonisnormd,” he heard Mrs. Davis say. "Everyone's been talking about his being
peculiar, if you know what | mean. Ask any of the children.”

For the firgt time his parents seemed unable to reply. Mrs. Griffiths looked so miserable that Gwyn could
hardly bear it. She had known for days that something was wrong, and now she was going to hear about
his"gories"

"It seems," Mrs. Daviswent on, "that Gwyn has been saying some very peculiar things, if you know what
| mean. And why?If you ask me, your son'snot norma."

Gwyn had to stop her. Contemplating the generous curves that overflowed the narrow kitchen chair
sup-porting Mrs. Davis, hiseyes dighted upon alarge ex-panse of flesh just above her knee that her
too-tight skirt could not cover. He flexed hisfingers, pressed his thumb and forefinger together tight, tight,

tight!



Mrs. Davis screamed. She glared at Mr. Griffiths and then asked haughtily, "Have you got adog?”
The two men frowned at her and then frowned a each other. Mrs. Griffiths said, "Y es, he'sin the barn.”
"A ca?' Mrs. Davisinquired hopefully.

"A black tom." Mrs. Griffiths nodded towards adark form sitting on the sill outside the kitchen window.
"We cal him Long John," she said, "because helost aleg on the road when he was just akitten. It's
wonder-ful what vets can do these days.”

Mrs. Davis glanced at Long John and then quickly looked away, her pink lips contorted with distaste. "I
think welll go," she said and stood up.

Her husband looked at her but did not move.
"Get up, Bryn!" Mrs. Davis commanded. "l want to go!"

Mr. Davisfollowed hiswife out of the kitchen with a perplexed expression on hisface, asthough he
could not understand why the interview had ended so abruptly and wondered if the Situation had been
re-solved without his being aware of it.

Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths were as perplexed as he. They silently followed their unwel come gueststo the
front door. There the whole unpleasant business might have ended, had not Mrs. Davis been heard to
muitter darkly, " Someone pinched my thigh!”

Mrs. Griffiths gasped. Her husband roared "What?' But Mr. Davis, having opened the front door, thrust
hiswife through it before she could cause the affair to deteriorate further. He then followed quickly after
her, and the wind parted the two families by damming the door.

Mr. and Mrs. Griffiths retreated into the kitchen and dumped battle-weary beside the table. Then the
humor of the Situation overcame them and they began to laugh with relief.

"Thanksfor sticking up for me, Dad,” said Gwyn, when his parents had recovered. He felt awkward and
not at dl surethat he had donetheright thing in the end.

"If you say you'reinnocent, that'sall | need to know," said Mr. Griffiths gruffly.

Gwyn looked hard at hisfather. He could not under-stand this change of attitude. A week ago hisfather
would neither have believed nor defended him. In dl probability he would have been sentenced to a
week-end in hisroom and amed of bread and water. "I'd better get on with my homework," he said

gyly.
He was about to |leave the room when hisfather suddenly said, "Isthat girl coming again, then?"
"What girl?" Gwyn asked.

"Y ou know what girl. The one that was here yester-day. | can always run her homeif . . ." hisfather
hestated and then added diffidently, "if she wantsto come."

"l don't suppose shewill," said Gwyn. "She'sagirl. She only came because | was hurt.”
"Oh, that wasit?'

Gwyn thought he could detect something amost like regret in hisfather's voice. What had come over the
man? It was quite disturbing. It had nothing to do with himsdlf, Gwyn was sure of that. He knew,



inginc-tively, that he could not, should not, use his power to influence thought.
The pinch had been satisfactory though.

Gwyn redlized that hisfather's mood had changed when Eirlys appeared. If that was the case, then she
would have to come again, if only to keep hisfather happy. And so, although it was againgt his princi-ples
to havegirlsat Ty Bryn, thefollowing day he asked Eirlysif she could come to the farm on Satur-day.

"Of course," Eirlysreplied. Her eyes shone with pleasure.
"Mam and Dad want it," said Gwyn, by way of explanation, "and . . . and so do I, of course!"

The weather changed. December brought sun in-stead of snow. The wind was warm and smelled of
damp leaves and overripe apples.

Gwyn took Eirlys on hismountain, and she saw it in sunshine. Before she had only glimpsed it at dusk,
through amist of snow. Now she saw the colorsthat heloved, the buzzards hunting low over thefidds,
the rosy clouds drifting above the plateau. Gwyn had not realized that he would enjoy the company of a
girl. But then Eirlyswas not like other girls.

They legped and sometimes dipped upon wet stones in the tumbling streams. They ran, ams
outstretched, aong the stone walls, scattering the sheep that dozed there. They chased crows that
hopped like black thieves behind the lesfless trees. And somehow Gwyn's father ways seemed to be
there, watching them from a distance or walking nearby with his dog and his blackthorn stick, listening to
their voices. After teahe began to whistle in hisworkshop, and Gwyn redlized he hardly recognized the
sound. Even his mother looked up, astonished, from her ironing.

In the evening, whileit was ill light enough to see the trees, the children walked in the orchard. Gwyn
told Eirlys about Nain and the five gifts, about the power that had come to him from Gwydion, and how
he had hit Dewi Daviswithout astone. He told her about the silver ship that had caused dl histrouble at
school. Unlike Alun, Eirlys believed him. She did not think it strange that a ship had falen out of the sky.
Even so, Gwyn did not mention the snow spider. He was still wary of confiding too much. "I'll take you
to see my grandmother,” he told the girl. Nain would know whether he could tell Eirlys about the
cobwebs.

Later, he asked his parentsif Eirlys could come again, so that they could visit Nain.
"Why can't she stay the night?' Mr. Griffiths sug-gested. " She can deep in Bethan'sroom.”
"No!" cried Mrs. Griffiths. And then more quietly she added, "It's. . . it'sjust that the room isn't ready!"”

Nothing more was said just then, but when Mr. Griffiths had returned from histrip to the Herberts he
suddenly remarked, "Shall we ask the girl for Christ-mas? She can stay aday or two, and therell betime
to get the room reagy.”

"No!" hiswifesaid again. "No! It'smy Bethan'sroom."

"But sheisn't here, Mam,” Gwyn said gently.

"It'swaiting for her, though," his mother re-proached him.

"But Eirlys could deep there," Gwyn perssted. " The room isready—I looked in. The bed is made, and



the patchwork quilt isonit. The cupboards are shiny and dl the dolls are there. It's such awaste!

"Yes, dl thedollsaretherel” cried Mrs. Griffiths. She sank into achair and bent her head, covering her
face with her hands. "Y ou don't seem to care anymore, either of you. It's my daughter's room, my
Bethan's. Her bed, her dolls, her place.”

Her husband and her son stood watching her, sad and hel pless. How could they tell her that it did not
matter if Bethan was not with them, because now there was Eirlys?

"Wewon't discussit now," said Mr. Griffiths. "But |'ve dready agreed to fetch the girl tomorrow. Be
kind while she's here. She's an orphan, remember.”

"I won't upset her," Mrs. Griffiths said. "I'm sorry for her. She'sjust not my Bethan."”

When Gwyn took Eirlysto vigt his grandmother the following afternoon, Nain was waiting by the gate.
She had dressed carefully for the occasion in an emer-ad green dress and scarlet stockings. Round her
neck she wore arope of grass green beads |ong enough to touch the silver buckle on her belt. From each
ear swung atiny golden cagewith asilver bird tinkling insideit.

Eirlys was most impressed. "How beautiful you look," she said, and won Nain's heart.

Gwyn noticed that his grandmother could not take her eyes off the girl. She watched her every move,
hungrily, like a bright-eyed cat might waich abird. "Eirlyd" she murmured, "that's Welsh for 'snowdrop'.
So we have a snowflower among ugl"

After they had spped their tea and eaten cake that tasted of cinnamon and rosemary, Gwyn told his
grandmother about the ship and about Dewi Daviss nose. Eirlys wandered round the room, touching the
china, the beads, and the plants. She studied the pic-turesin the dusty books and tied colored scarves
around her head.

Nain was not surprised to hear about the silver ship. She merely nodded and said, "Ah, yes! Y ou have
nearly reached what you wanted, Gwydion Gwyn. But be careful! Don't do anything foolish!”

"Shall | tell Eirlys about the spider?' Gwyn asked his grandmother. " Should she know about the cobwebs
and that other world?'

"Of course,” said Nain, "though | believe she knows aready.”

They left the cottage before dark. Nain followed them to the gate, and asthey set off up the path she
cdled again, "Be careful!”

Gwyn was not listening to his grandmother. He had begun to tell Eirlys about the spider. He redlized that
he had not seen Arianwen for several days and won-dered where she was.

When they got back to the farmhouse, Mrs. Griffiths was upstairs, sewing the hem on her new bedroom
curtains. Her husband was cleaning the Land Rover. He had used it to transport a new batch of pullets
from the LIoyds that morning, and they had made more of amess than he had bargained for.

Gwyn told Eirlysto wait in the kitchen while he fetched the pipe and the spider from his attic room. When
he returned she was Sitting in the armchair by the stove. The light was fading, but atiny dither of winter
sun had crept through the swaying branches of the gpple tree and into the kitchen window. Thelight
glimmered on the girl in the armchair, and Gwyn had to stop and take a breath before he said, "You are



thegirl in theweb, Eirlys”
"Am|1?' shesad.

"Yes, itwasyou! | knew it dl thetime, but I couldn't see how Yourelike my sigter, too. Where
have you come from, Eirlys?’

Thegirl just smiled her inscrutable smile and asked, "Where isthe spider?!

"I don't know," hereplied. "I looked in the drawer, on top of the cupboard, and under the bed. | couldn't
find her."

Eirlyslooked concerned. "Where can she be?"

Gwyn shrugged. "I don't know. She's been gone before, but only for aday. | haven't seen her for nearly
awesk."

Hisfather caled through the front door, "Timeto go, Eirlys. Areyou reedy?'

Eirlys stood up. ™Y ou must find the spider, Gwyn," she said. " She's precious! Shewill makeit possble
for you to see whatever you want, and when |—"

"When you what?' Gwyn demanded.

"l can't say, just yet," Eirlysreplied. And then she disappeared into the hallway and ran out of the house
before Gwyn had time to think of another question.

He watched the lights of the Land Rover flickering on the lane and then went upgtairsto hisroom. This
time he shook the curtains, felt under the carpet and, beginning to panic, emptied the contents of every
drawer onto the floor. Arianwen was not there.

He went down to the kitchen to see his mother. "Have you seen that spider?’ he inquired.

"I've seen too many spiders,” Mrs. Griffiths replied. She wasrolling pastry on the kitchen table and did
not look up when she spoke.

"But have you seen my own particular spider?”

"l saw one, yes. It could have been the one.” Mrs. Griffithsrolled and rolled the pastry without even a
glancetoward Gwyn. "It was different,” she went on, "a sort of gray."

"Silver!" Gwyn corrected her. "Wherewasit?
"Here. Onthecurtain.”
"Didyou catchit?'

"Yesl You know | can't abide cobwebs." Mrs. Griffiths had finished the pastry, but till she did not look
up.

"What did you do with it?'
"l put it down thedrain," hismother said flatly. "Drowned it!"

Gwyn was speechless. He could not believe what he had heard. His mother had to be joking. He stared
at her, hoping for asmile or ateasing word, but she kept tearing little pieces away from the pastry and



would not meet his eyes.
And then Gwyn found himself screaming, "Drowned? Drowned? Y ou can't have done that!"

"Well, | did!" At last hismother faced him. "Y ou know | don't like spiders. Why did you keep it so
long?" She could not explain to Gwyn that she was afraid, not only of the spider, but of the strange girl
who could not be her daughter, yet seemed so like her, and who was beginning to take her daughter's
place.

"Y ou don't understand,” Gwyn cried. "Y ou don't know what you've done!" He ran to the kitchen sink.
"Did you put it down here? Where doesthe drain go to?'

"The septic tank,” Mrs. Griffiths said defiantly. Guilt was making her angry. "And you can't [ook there.
Nothing can livein that stuff. The spider's dead.”

Chapter 7

THE BROKEN HORSE

"No! No! No!" Gwyn rushed out of the kitchen and up to hisroom. He regarded the dark places where
cobwebs had sparkled with snow from that other world. The room seemed unbearably empty without
them. He flung himsdlf onto the bed and tried to tell himself that Arianwen was not gone forever. Surely
he had the power to bring her back.

But he had nothing | eft for the wind. All Nain's gifts had been used up: the brooch, the whistle, the
seaweed, and the scarf. Only one thing remained—the broken horse.

Gwyn got up and went over to the chest of drawers. He tried to open the top drawer but it seemed to be
stuck. He shook it and the silver pipe rolled off the top. He bent to pick it up, and as hetouched it, a
sound came from it like whispering or the sea.

He ignored the sound and | eft the pipe on his bed while he continued to wrestle with the drawer. It
sud-denly burst open and dmost fell out with the force that Gwyn had exerted onit.

The black horse lay within. It was done and broken, grotesque without ears and atail. Itslipswere
parted asif in pain, and Gwyn was overwhelmed by afeeling of pity. Hetook the horse out of the
drawer and exam+-ined it closdly. "Dim hon!™ he murmured, reading again the tiny scrap of yelowing
paper tied to its neck. "Not thiss Why Not this? Thisisdl | have!”

From the bed the pipe whispered, "Not thisl Not this! Not this!"

But Gwyn was not listening.

The following morning Gwyn woke up with a sore throat and a cold.

"You'd better stay indoors," his mother told him over bregkfast. "No use getting worse or spreading your
gems”

Gwyn was about to remark that other people carried germs about, but thought better of it. He would not
mind missing aday of school. And if, by some miracle, Arianwen had escaped the septic tank, shewould
fare better if she had afriend nearby.



"I'm not staying in bed!" he said sulkily. He had not forgiven his mother.
"l didn't say in bed,” she retorted.

"| don't want to stay indoors either.”

"Please yoursdlf! I'm only thinking of your own good!"

Mr. Griffiths did not seem to be aware of the harsh tones flying round the breakfast table. He took
himsdf off to the milking shed, till whistling.

Gwyn went up to the attic and put on his coat. The sun was shining and the air was warm. He went
down-gtairs and out through the back door into the yard. To the left arow of barnsformed aright angle
with along cowshed directly opposite the back door. To the right, astone wall completed the enclosure.
Within the wal awide gate led to the mountain path. And some-where in the field beyond that gate lay
the septic tank.

Gwyn climbed over the gate and jumped down into thefield.

A circle of hawthorn trees surrounded the area where the septic tank lay buried under half ameter of
earth. The trees were ancient, their gray branches scarred with deep fissures. It dwayscameasa
surprise when white blossoms appeared on them in spring. Sheep had ambled round the thorn trees and
nibbled the grass smooth. Not even athistle was | eft to give shelter to asmall stray cresture.

Gwyn stood at the edge of the circle and contem-plated the place where Arianwen may have ended her
journey from the kitchen sink. Heimagined her silver body whirling in atide of black greasy water, and
he wasfilled with hel plessrage.

Thrusting his hands deep into his pockets, he stepped away from the hawthorn circle and began to strall
up the mountain. Asthe path wound upward, the field beside it doped gently down towardsthe valey
until, amile beyond the farmhouse at a sharp bend, there was a sheer drop of ten meters from the path to
the field below. Here, where alow stonewall gave some protection for the unwary, Gwyn stopped.
There was something hard in hisright pocket. He withdrew his hand and found that he was holding the
broken horse. He must have dipped it into his pocket by acci-dent the night before.

He stared at the poor broken thing and then looked back at the farmhouse. A wreath of smoke streamed
from the chimney into the blue sky. A blackbird sang in the orchard, and he could see his mother hanging
out the laundry. A breeze had set the pillowcases flying, and apink curtain flapped from an upstairs
window. It was such apeaceful, ordinary scene. And then his gaze fell upon the ring of hawthorn trees,
and he hated the morning for being beautiful while Arianwen was dying in the dark.

Gwyn swung out his right hand and then hesitated. The horse seemed to be staring a him with itswild
lidlesseyes, inviting him to set it free. Its maimed mouth was grinning in anticipation. All & once Gwyn fdlt
afraid of what he was about to do, but his grasp had dackened, and in that moment agust of wind tore
the horse away. His hand tightened on empty air. Thewind carried the tiny object over aflock of sheep
that neither saw nor cared about it. Some of the animalsraised their heads when the boy above them
cried out, "Go! Go then, and bring her back to meif you can! Arianwen! Arianwen! Arianwen!"

The broken horse vanished from sight, and asit did so, alow moan rumbled through the air. A black
cloud passed across the sun, and the white sheep became gray.

Gwyn turned away to continue hiswalk, but after he had gone afew stepsit began to rain—only afew
dropsat firgt, and then suddenly it was asif a cloud had burst and water poured down upon hishead in



torrents. He began to run back down the path. By the time he reached the house, the rain had become a
hailstorm. His mother was bundling the wet laundry back into the kitchen, and Gwyn took an armful from
her, fearing that it was he who had brought the storm upon them.

And storm it was, sudden, frightening, and fero-cious. It beat upon the windows and tore into the barn
roofs, causing the cattle to shift and grumblein their galls. It shook the gates until they opened, and the
terrified sheegp poured into the garden and the yard. The hens shrieked and flapped battered, soaking
wings as they ran to the hen house. And once there they added their voicesto the terrible discord of the
other animals.

The sky turned inky black, and Mrs. Griffiths put the lights on in the house. But the power failed and they
wereleft in the dark, surrounded by the sounds of distressed creatures that they could not help.

Mr. Griffiths burst through the back door, his big boots shiny with mud.
"Thelaneslikeariver," heexclamed. "I've never seen anything likeit."

"What isit, Ivor?' whispered hiswife. "It was such a beautiful day."

"Jugt agorm.” Mr. Griffithstried to sound cam. "It'll blow itsdf out eventualy.”
Will it? Gwyn thought. Have | donethis?

They lit acandle and sat round the table drinking tea. Mrs. Griffiths seemed the only one capable of
speech. "Whatever's hgppened?' she kept murmuring. "It'slike the end of theworld. And Gwyn with a
cold, too."

The storm abated allittle in the afternoon. The hail turned to rain again, and they were able to attend to
the animals. But the air till cracked and rumbled, and the dog was too terrified to work effectively.
Gwyn and hisfather had a hard time driving the sheep out of the garden and through torrents of running
mud to thefield.

They managed to get the ewes into an open barn, where they remained, anxious but subdued.
"They'll losether lambsif it goesonlikethis" said Mr. Griffiths.

The yard had become awhirlpool, and they had to use aflashlight to find their way safely to the
cowsheds. The cowswerein agate of panic. They trembled and twisted, bellowing mournfully. In the
beam of light, the whites of their eyesbulged in their black faces. Though they were full of milk they
refused to be touched.

Mr. Griffithsloved hisblack cows, loved to be close to them. He till milked by hand, ignoring the cold
electric gpparatus other farmers preferred. He stood in the cowshed suffering with hisanimals, dismayed
by their condition.

"What isit?" he muttered. "It can't be the storm. I've never seen them likethis.”
"Leavethemtill later, Dad,” Gwyn suggested. “They'll cdm down when thewind dies.”
"It'slikethedevil'sin there" said hisfather, closing the big door on hiscattle.

They waded back to the kitchen door, leaving their sodden raincoats and bootsin the narrow porch
out-sde. A cloud of water followed them into the room, but for once Mrs. Griffiths did not seem
concerned. She was|ooking out of the window. "I'm thinking about Nain," shesaid. "Thelaneislikea



river. Her front door rattles even in abreeze and you never fixed her roof in spring, like you said you
would, Ivor."

"I'll go and see her in abit." Her husband sighed and sank into achair.
"I'll go," Gwyn offered. He wondered how Alun and the other LIoyds had fared in the storm.

The Lloyds were dready at home. Fearing that her little ones would be soaked if they had to walk up the
lane, Mrs. Lloyd had fetched her family by car. Just aswell, for 1olo was wild with fear. He hated
thun-der.

Alun was in the room he shared with his brothers. He was standing by the window, watching therain
while the twins argued on the floor behind him. Alun enjoyed a storm. He relished the noise and the
violence. He gazed at the contortions of the trees, hoping that one might fal. And then he saw something.

Someone was out in the storm, someone smal and aone. A pae shape moving dowly againgt thewind
and the water.

The figure stopped opposite the L1oyds gate on the other side of the lane. Alun saw awhite face looking
up a him, and he knew who it was. Her hood had fallen back and her soaking hair hung in ash-colored
strands over her hunched shoulders. She was holding one arm across her chest and |ooked frightened
and exhausted.

Alun quickly drew the curtains and turned away from the window.
"What isit?" asked Gareth. "What did you see out there? Y ou look funny."
"l didn't see nothing,”" Alun replied. "Only the storm.”

"Lookslike you saw aghost to me," said Sion.

Gwyn was on the front porch, putting on his boots. His mother helped him with his coat, buttoning it
tightly at the neck.

"Don't be long, now," shesaid. "Just pop in and seeif your grandmother needs anything. Come straight
back or your cold'l get worse."

"It'sgone,” said Gwyn. "The water's washed it away.” Hetried to laugh, but the sound stuck in histhroat.

Heran down the side of the path where the ground was higher, legping from idand to idand, hisflashlight
amed at the lane ahead.

When he reached his grandmother's cottage the rain suddenly stopped, and beneath the clouds an eerie
yel-low light crept across the horizon. The dripping trees stood black againgt the sky. The only sounds
came from innumerable streams gushing down the moun-tainside.

Therewas no light in Nain's cottage. Gwyn knocked but there was no reply. He opened the door and
looked in. His grandmother's room was cold and dark. There was something dreadfully wrong about the
place, an oppressive tillness that frightened him. He turned on the light and saw whét it was.

Beneath agray veil of ashes, Nain'streasures|ay in ruins. Pictures hung at crazy angles round the room,



and once-bright scarves dropped in colorless shreds. The canary lay motionless at the bottom of its cage,
and al about the floor were fragments of glass, books ripped and spoiled, shattered beads, and dying
plants.

Someterrible eement had crushed and abused ev-erything in the room that was a part of his
grand-mother. Every object that she had chosen, nurtured, and loved had been destroyed.

Bedsde the dead fire, Nain sat huddled in achair. She seemed older, smaller than before. There were
ashesin her black hair and her facewas gray.

Gwyn stepped dowly over the broken possessions until he stood beside his grandmother. "What has
hap-pened, Nain?' he asked. "What has been here?"

Nain looked up a him and her black eyes narrowed. "Y ou know very well, Gwydion Gwyn," she said.
"Y ou know and | know what you have done. Y ou crazy, bad magician!"

"What havel done, Nain?' Even as he asked the question, Gwyn knew what the answer would be.

"Youletit go! My gresat-great-grandmother trusted me, and | trusted you. Y ou have failed us, Gwydion
Gwyn!"

"Y ou mean the broken horse, don't you?' Gwyn cried defiantly. "Well, say so then! Speak itsname! It
wasall | had! Arianwen has gone, drowned perhaps, and | had to get her back. Eirlyssaid | must!”

"But why the horse? Why the horse?' Nain rose out of her chair and her voice rose with her. "Didnt | tell
you to keep it safe? Never to let it go? The spider would have returned to you. A creature like that could
never die! She belongsto you, and you can get her when you want to, if you redly try."

"I didn't know," said Gwyn. "And | didn't mean to let the horse go. Thewind took it. What isit anyway,
that | have rdleased? And how can | stop it?'

"Only you can find that out, Gwydion Gwyn," his grandmother replied. "And | am afraid for you. Itisa
strong and dreadful thing that you must capture!™

"But didn't you seeit? It was here. Why did it do thisto your room?”

"Ah!I" Nain sank back into her chair. "I tried to stop it, see. When | heard that noisein the air, and dl the
birds stopped singing ... when the hail began to batter the land and the trees trembled, then | knew what
you had done. So | went to my great-great-grandmother's books and | tried to find out how to stop it."
Her voice sank to awhisper. "I burnt leavesin abowl, and some bones and berries, and | began to sing.
But it knew, didn't it? It knew what | was doing and it came in through the door and knocked me down.
It smashed™ my bowl and blew out thefire, so angry it was. It roared round the room and broke
everything initsway, and then it went!"

"And didn't you see anything?'
"Nothing! It wasinthewind."

Gwyn was slent. He was terrified of the thing that he had to face. But he was determined to make
reparation. "I'll help you clean up, Nain," he said.

"Leaveitto me!" she snapped. "They'll be needing you a home."
But Gwyn refused to go until he had helped his grandmother sweep the debrisfrom the floor. They



gathered the dying plants and put them in water, then dusted the furniture, and straightened the pictures.
Gwyn picked up the torn pages and replaced them in the books, and his grandmother tenderly arranged
them into piles again. He sifted out the broken chinaand she put it in order, ready for glueing. After a
while the room began to cometo life. But the canary il lay quiet at the bottom of its cage, its neck bent
and its eyes closed.

"It could do this?' Gwyn asked, staring at the bro-ken bird.

"It could do worse," Nain replied. "Go on now! And take this" From benegth the cushion on which she
had been sitting, she withdrew the black book. "I kept one thing safe, you see,” she said. "I knew you
would need it."

It was dark when he | €eft the cottage. The water was not so deegp and the thunder had rolled away, but
there was a strange turbulence in the air that disturbed him.

Hewasrelieved to see that the lights had come on again in the farmhouse. It looked safe and welcoming.
Hisfather met him at the door. "Did you seethe girl ?* he asked.

Before Gwyn could reply, hismother said, "Why were you so long? What happened?’

"l had to help Nain," he explained. He would have said moreif hisfather had not interrupted again.
"Did you seethegirl?" he demanded anxioudy.

"Thegirl?Eirlys?No, | didn't see her,” Gwyn said.

"Whereis shethen?' Hisfather sorang past him and strode across the lawn to where the Land Rover
waited inits shed.

"The Herberts called,” he shouted. "They said she left two hours ago. Slipped out of the house into the
storm. Cameto seeif you were well, they thought, because you weren't a school!”

He disappeared into the shed and the Land Rover burgt into life. It crashed down to the road and rocked
and roared itsway throughthemud. 1

Two hours? Gwyn thought. And in the ssorm. Can she have falen somewhereand | didn't see?

In the kitchen his mother had put four soup bowls on thetable. "Y our dad'l find her," she said when she
saw Gwyn'sworried frown.

Gwyn was not o sure. Therewasthat thing in the air. That awful something that had destroyed Nain's
room.

They heard the Land Rover returning only minutes later. Gwyn ran to open the front door. Hisfather was
dready out of the vehicle. The door was swinging wide and he was gathering something into hisarms,
some-thing gray, stresked with mud.

Mr. Griffiths walked through the gate and up the garden path. As he came within the arc of light from the
porch, Gwyn and his mother saw the gray bundle more clearly. The girl's pale hair was black with mud,
and her white face was covered with smudges of brown. She had lost her shoes.

Gwyn held his bregth. He redlized that he had known the girl for along, long time. What adull magician
he was not to have understood, just because her hair was pale and her face white.

"| found her inthelane" said Mr. Griffiths, "just besidethe LIoyds wall. | can't imagine how they didn't



see her. She's unconscious, from the cold probably. But | can't see any broken bones.”
"I'll cal Dr. Vaughan." Mrs. Griffithsran to the telephone in the kitchen.

"Shel's saying here, Glenys," her hushand called after her. "In Bethan's room. I'm not having them take
her from us”

He carried the girl upstairs. Gwyn followed, mop-ping at the drops with atissue. When Mrs. Griffiths had
finished with the telephone, she ran up and covered the pillow with atowel. Then they gently removed the
sodden gray coat and laid Eirlys on the bed.

They stood around the bed. Without saying aword, without even looking at each other, they knew that
they had dl seen thisgirl lying on the bright quilt before. They had seen her there long ago. They knew
that Bethan had come back.

"Y ou go and have your tea. I'll stay with her." Mr. Griffiths drew achair up to the bed.
Gwyn did not move.
"Don't worry, lad," hisfather said. "It'sdl over now."

But Gwyn knew that it was not all over. Instead of egting, he took the flashlight down to the gate to
watch for the doctor's car. Something black was lying beside the hedge, dl huddled in the mud.

Gwyn bent down and picked up poor Long John's limp body. The black cat's eyes were closed, and
his® nosewas full of earth. Histhree good legs had et him down &t last, and he had drowned, unable to
escape the malice of the storm.

"Who dyou think you are, you thing?' Gwyn screamed into the night. “I'll get you! Just you wait!"

Chapter 8

THE TRAP

The doctor came late. He had many visitsto make that night. Other mysterious accidents had occurred—
fdls, burns, and near-drownings.

When he had finished listening through his stetho-scope, he held the girl'swrigt for along time, feding her
pulse. Something puzzled him. She reminded him of someone he had seen in the same house in that very
room, only the other had been dark with golden skin. "It ssems you have recovered,” said Dr. Vaughan.
"But you had better stay where you arefor aday or two."

"Weatch her," the doctor told Mrs. Griffiths before he went. " She'swell, but her pulseissoweak | can
hardly fed it. It'samost asthough ... no one werethere.”

Gwyn was dlowed into the girl's room the follow-ing morning. It was till dark and the bedside light was
on. Shewas sitting up in one of Bethan's old night-dresses. Her hair had been washed and looked paler
than ever.

It's strange she hasn't grown, thought Gwyn. Now we are the same Size.

Shewas gazing round at al the things that made the room peculiarly Bethan's. A group of rag dolls on the
dressing table in faded cotton dresses, a picture of blue-bells on the wall, ayellow dressin aplastic cover
gtill hanging on the back of the door, and the blue and pin forget-me-not curtains that Bethan had chosen.



They did not refer to the past just then. They talked about the thing that had come hurtling out of the
storm to throw her down into the mud, and about the terror of the animals, Nain's devastated rooms, and
poor Long John.

"It'smy fault,” said Gwyn. "l know it is. | gave something to the wind that | should not have given. An
old, old broken horse. | wastold to keep it safe, never to let it go, but | wanted Arianwen back and |
thought it wasthe only way."

"It ssemsto me," shesaid, "that if you are to stop the thing, you haveto get its name, discover what itis.”

"How can | do that?" Gwyn asked. "It could be one of amillion names, like Rumpd stiltskin, and we can't
wait that long. Who knows what damage it may do while we're searching for aname'

She rested her chin upon her hand, like Bethan used to do, and said dowly, "If you are your namesake, if
you are Gwydion, the magician from alegend, perhaps the broken horseisfrom alegend too. Perhaps a
demon from atrue story was trapped inside the broken horse by magic, to keep its evil locked up safe,
away fromtheworld."

Gwyn frowned. It seemed to make sense. It had felt so very old, that broken horse.

All a oncethegirl leaned forward and said quietly, "There was another gift, wasn't there? Nain gave you
five. Y ou have only told me about four of them!"

Gwyn looked hard at the girl in Bethan'sbed. Then he said, "A yellow scarf. Y our scarf, to bring you
back!"

They grinned at each other. Gwyn felt asthough dl the heavy air that held been holding tight inside himsalf
was flowing out of him and he could breathe again. He had so many questionsto ask, he did not know
which to choose. "Where have you been, Bethan?' he said &t last.

"I'm not Bethan," shereplied. "I might have been Bethan once, but now I'm Eirlys. I'll never be Bethan
again. I've been out therel” Sheinclined her heed, indicating adither of darknessdividing the
forget-me-not curtains.

"On the mountain?'

"No." She seemed reluctant to continue, and then said, "Out therel Further than the mountain! Further
than the sky!"

"How?'
"It will be hard for you to believe."

"Go on. | know what it'slike when people don't believe you. Tell me about the night you went to find the
black ewe."

It was several minutes before Eirlys spoke again. Gwyn waited patiently while she searched for wordsto
tell him what few people would believe.

"I waan't frightened,” she said dowly. "It was excit-ing out there with the rain shining in the flashlight. | had
afeding that something was going to happen. Something that I'd always wanted, but never understood. |
couldn't find the black ewe. | called and called. Y ou gave her aname, remember? Berry! Because her
wool was purply black, like dark fruit. | had to go higher and higher, and it began to get cold. I'd
forgot-ten my gloves and my fingersfdt so iff | could hardly hold the flashlight. | wanted to rest and



warm my handsin my pockets, but | couldn't because of thelight. And then | saw Berry. Shewas
standing by that big rock, just past the last field, whereit's quite flat. | caled to her and | put out my
hands—and | dropped the flashlight. It was so black. | tried to move in the dark, but | fell. | rolled and
rolled, | don't know how far. Then | managed to grab atuft of grass and stop my-sdlf.”

The girl stopped speaking and stroked the patch-work quilt, spreading her fingers out as though she
wanted to feel her way back to a place where she had once belonged.

"| thought | was going to die," she went on dreamvily, "ether from cold, or faling, or the wet. And then |
saw alight, far away. There weren't any stars. Thelight came close and dl around it the storm shonelike
arainbow. | saw asail and dancing creatures on aslver ship, just likeyou did. And | wanted to touch it.
| wanted so much to bewithit. . . ."

"And then?" Gwyn begged.
"They took mein!"”
"Who took you in?"

"The children. Only they're not redlly children, they're quite old, and very wise. But they have never
grown—Ilike me. They took meto that other world. The place you saw in the web!"

"And Berry?"

"Berry wasthere too. She knew her name, but her fleece was silvery gray instead of black. And my hair
was pae and so was my skin. And | never grew, nor did she."

"Isit agood place?’
"Yes itis"
"Why did you come back?"

"You caled me, didn't you? At first your callswere very faint, and then, when Nain gave you the gifts,
your voice became so loud we couldn't ignoreit. We sent the spider because you wanted to see me. She
was dl we had. That's how | could see you—in cobwebs!"

"Cobwebs?' said Gwyn. "Y ou mean there are more spiders? And you usethem like. . . like televison?”
Eirlyslooked pityingly a him. "Not tlevison,” she said. "Our cobwebs are far more wonderful than that.”
"Tell me more about the place out there. Could | go there?”

Thistime Eirlysignored his question. "Find Arian-wen!" she said.

"But how? Mam drowned her. She's out there under the ground. I've nothing left, no giftsto get her
back. And | don't know the words."

Eirlysstared a him. "Youreamagician,” she said. "Y ou're Gwydion Gwyn. Y ou can get her back. Try!"

Gwyn felt ashamed. Under the compelling gaze of those arctic eyes, he left the chair beside the bed and
dipped slently out of the room.

He went downstairs and pulled on his boots. The rain had stopped and there was nothing to remind him
that he would need a coat. He opened the front door, closing it noiselessly behind him. Within seconds he



was standing outside the circle of hawthorn trees. There was something heavy inthe air, forcing the gray,
twisted branches to bend towards the earth, discourag-ing any passage beneath them.

Gwyn hesitated. Was it possible that even the trees were possessed? He stepped quickly into the circle
and gasped as athorn toreinto his shoulder.

The sodden ground was beginning to freeze, and awhite mist hung low over the grass. There was
some-one or something else within the circle. He could fed it, drawing him back towards the thorn trees.
In order to resist it he had to fling himsdlf to the ground and crawl towards the center.

Oncethere, Gwyn did not know what to do. He tried to remember how he had felt when he had hit
Dewi Davis, but thiswas different. Something was distracting him, tugging his mind away from what he
wanted to do. Helay his head on the freezing earth and listened, but adl he could hear wasthe air above
him, crackling like an angry firework. And then he too began to get angry. A deep hatred of the thing that
had killed Long John boiled up insde him. He pushed and pushed againg it with hismind until he felt it
falling away and he had a clear spacein hishead.

He closed his eyes and thought of the bricks benegath the earth, the water from the kitchen sink within the
bricks, the spider in the water. He brought up his hands to rest beside his head, thrust them downwards,
and felt himsalf plunging through the earth. Down, down, down!

Mrs. Griffiths had come into the bedroom with a glass of milk. She gave the drink to Eirlys and then
walked over to thewindow. "It's snowing again,” she said. "What agtart to the winter."

"I lovethe snow," sad Eirlys.

"I know!" Mrs. Griffiths smiled. Then something through the window caught her eye. "' Someone's out
there" she said, "lying on the ground in the snow. Isit Gwyn?"

She opened the window to cal to her son, but sud-denly a shaft of lightning pierced the snow. With a
deafening crack, it hit the ground just where Gwyn lay. Mrs. Griffiths screamed and fell to thefloor.
Eirlys, who had run to her, was the only one to see what happened within the circle of hawthorn trees.

She saw the ground sparkle and shake and Gwyn, arms outstretched, tossing like abird in the wind. She
saw his hands glowing in the snow, and the earth be-neath them crack, and a shower of dlitteringicicles
fly up and festoon the treeslike tinsdl. And in one of the trees something shone brighter than astar. She
knew that Arianwen was safe.

Only then did Eirlys run to fetch acold washcloth. Shelaid it on Mrs. Griffiths head and gently stroked
her hair.

Mrs. Griffiths opened her eyes. "It'syou," she said, taking the girl's hand. "What happened? | felt queer,
and o afraid.”

"It'sthe snow," Eirlysreplied. "It's the whiteness. It makes you fed queer sometimes.”
Mrs. Griffiths sat up, still keeping the girl's hand clasped in hers. "It's so good to have you here," she said.

They stayed quite till for amoment, the girl knedl-ing beside the woman, calm and silent, until Mrs.
Griffiths suddenly got to her feet exclaiming, "What anurse | am. It's you who's supposed to be the
patient. Back to bed now or the doctor will betelling me off!"



She had just tucked the girl's blankets in again when Gwyn appeared in the doorway. He was wet with
snow and smiling triumphantly.

"Gwyn! Wasthat you out there?' his mother asked. "Lying in the snow? Are you mad?"
"No, not mad—amagician!" hereplied.

Mrs. Griffiths made a clicking noise with her tongue. "I don't know," she said. " Sometimes | wonder if
Mrs. Daviswasn't right about you."

"Can| tdk to Eirlysfor abit?'

"Y ou ought to be in schooal," his mother said, "but seeing as you arent, yes, you can have a chat. Change
your clothesfirst, and dry your hair!"

Gwyn retreated. When he returned, dry, to the bed-room, he was carrying his grandmother's black
book. "I've got Arianwen," he said. He held out his hand, alowing the silver spider to crawl onto the
patchwork quilt. "I had to fight for her. Something was trying to sop me."

"l saw," sad Eirlys. "Y ou areamagician, Gwyn!"

Gwyn was gratified, yet alittle embarrassed. "I've been looking at Nain'sbook,” hetold thegirl, "and |
canread it. | never thought | could.”

"Read it to me then, and well try and find the demon in the broken horse!™

Gwyn sat on the bed and began to read the old Welsh legends, trandating as he went. It was not an easy
task, but the more he read, the more fluent he became. Eirlys heard again the stories that she half
remembered from the time when Nain had sat where Gwyn was sitting now, talking on and on until she

dent.

She heard about kings and princes, magicians and giants, and even the knights of King Arthur. But
no-where could Gwyn find a broken horse.

"Read about Princess Branwen," Eirlyssaid. "There are horsesin that legend, | remember. It used to
make me cry, but I've forgotten it.”

Gwyn began the story of Branwen. He had read almost two pages when he suddenly stopped and said
quietly, "I havefound it. But it istoo terribleto read doud. | can't read it!"

"Tdl me" said Eirlys.
"I can't!" Gwyn stared at the page. There weretearsin his eyes.
"Tel me!" sheingsted.

"Youll hateit,"” said Gwyn. And then heread, " 'Ef-nisien, Branwen's brother, came upon the King of
Ire-land's horses. "Whose horses are these?' he asked. "They belong to the King of Irdland,” said the
soldiers. "He has come to marry your sister, Branwen." And Efnisien screamed, "No one asked me. No
one asked my consent. She shall not marry the King of Ireland!" He drew his sword, and, filled with rage
and hatred, he cut off the horses ears and their talls, their eydids and their lips, until they screamed with
pain, and no one could touch them!" "

Silencefilled theroom. "Y ou're sorry now, | told you!" Gwyn said.



"No!" Eirlys had drawn the quilt around her neck. "We had to know. Perhaps that mad prince never
died, but became locked in the broken horse because of what he'd done!™

"Nain tried to burn the horse, but she couldn't,” said Gwyn.

"It couldn't be destroyed so it was given to the magi-ciansto keep safe," Eirlys suggested. "They were
the most powerful men in the land in those daysl™ She paused and then said, "Well, you know whom you
haveto catch!"

"I know hisname, but | can't see him. How do | know where heis?'
"He's on the mountain, for sure. You'll be ableto fed him. And you have Arianwen to help you!"

Gwyn went to the window and drew the curtainswide. It was light now and snowflakes were flying past
the window. Somewould linger in their journey and dance gently up and down againgt the pane before
drifting on to the gpple tree below.

"Perhaps you'd better wait," said Eirlys, when she saw the snow. "Therell be ablizzard on the
mourttain.”

"No! | don't dare wait. Something will happen if | don't stop him now. | won't go far. | know what to do.
Tell Mam I've goneto see Nain."

Mrs. Griffithswasin the kitchen when Gwyn dipped downstairs, put on his coat and boots, and, for the
second time that morning, crept out of the house.

He realized as soon as he was through the door that he would not get far. Eirlyswasright. Therewasa
blizzard on the mountain. The wind and snow lashed hisface, and he had to screw up hiseyes and look
down at his bootsin order to make any headway. But he knew the way, and he knew what he had to do.

When he arrived at the ssone wall where he had flung the broken horse, he took Arianwen from his
pocket and held her out to the snow. She clung to hishand for amoment, bracing hersalf againgt the
wind.

"Go!" Gwyn whispered. And then words came to him that he had never known and did not understand,
and he began to chant.

The spider rolled off Gwyn's hand and drifted up into the snow. He watched her, shining silver amongst
the white flakes, and then he had to shut his eyes against the blizzard. When he opened them the spider
was gone, and aready the wind had dackened.

There was a sudden gtillness as the mountain held its breath. Clouds of snow began to gather on the
summit. They intensfied and rolled downwardsin avast, ever-thickening ice-cold wave. In afew
seconds Gwyn could hardly see hishands. He felt for the stonewall and found instead something smooth
and tal—apillar of ice!

And then Gwyn ran, or rather threw himself, snow-blind and stumbling, down the path and away from his
gpell. Arianwen had begun to spin!

At that moment, someone was knocking on the farmhouse door. Mrs. Griffiths opened it and found Alun



Lloyd on the doorstep.

"ItisAlun, isnt it?" she asked, for the boy was muffled up to hiseyesin athick red scarf.
"Yes" Alun mumbled through the scarf.

"Y ou've not gone to schoal, then?”

"No school." Thereply wasjust audible. "No bus— blizzard—where's Gwyn?"

"Stamp the snow off those boots and comein!" said Mrs. Griffiths. She took the boy's coat and shook it
outside before closing the door. "Gwyn's upstairs with the girl,” she went on. "Poor little thing had an
acci-dent yesterday. She'sin bed!™

"l heard,” muttered Alun. "Can | go up?'
" 'Course, love. First door on theleft. Don't stay too long, mind. She's fill abit—"

Alun had sprung up the stairs before Mrs. Griffiths could finish her sentence. He opened the door and
saw only the girl. She was sitting up in bed, reading a book.

"Where's Gwyn?' Alun asked.

"With hisgrandmother,” the girl replied.

"No, he'snot. I've been there!"

The two children stared at each other across the patterned quilt.

Alun decided to put his question another way. "Is hein the house? Won't he see me?”

The girl regarded him gravely, and he had to look away from her strange, greeny blue gaze. He did not
like her eyes. They made him fed cold.

"O.K. You'renot going to tell, are you? I'm sorry about... about your faling down and that, and | came
to say 0." Heglanced briefly at her paleface, then quickly averted hiseyesagain. "But | want to tell
Gwyn about it. | want to talk to him, see? And I'm going to find him. | don't careif it takes—forever!"

Alunturned swiftly and ran out of the room.

A few secondslater Mrs. Griffiths heard the front door dam and caled out, "Wasthat Alun? Why didn't
he stay?" Recelving no reply, she returned to her wash-ing, till unaware that Gwyn was not in the house.

Outside, Alun saw footstepsin the snow and began to follow them.

Gwyn returned minutes later. He took off his snow-soaked coat and boots and crept barefoot up to the
bedroom.

"It'sdonel" hetold Eirlys. "The pdl'sbegun!”
"Your friend was here!” she said.

"Alun? Whét did he want?'



"To seeyou! Hewasangry!"

"Where has he gone?' Gwyn felt aterrible appre-hension take hold of him.
"| think he went on to the mountain,” Eirlys replied with equal congternation.
"I didn't see him. He must have missed the path!"

"Hell get lost!"

"Trapped!" cried Gwyn. "Trapped and frozen!" He tore down the stairs and out into the snow, in his
panic forgetting to put on hisboots or his coat or to shut the front door. Asheran he called hisfriend's
name again and again, until he was hoarse. The snow had become afog, sill and heavy, like ablanket,
smothering any sound.

He found hisway to the place where he had touched the pillar of ice. There was another besideit now,
and another and another. They rose higher than he could reach and were too close to passthrough. A
wall of icel Gwyn beat upon thewall, kicked it, and tore at it with hisfingers, al thewhile caling Alun's
namein hisfeeble croaking voice. And then he did to the ground, defeated by his own spell.

Chapter 9

RETURN

Gwyn's mother was waiting for him when he ssum-bled home. ™Y ou left the door open,” she accused him.
"Whatever have you been doing? Wheres Alun?”

Gwyn could not tell her. The trap had been set and now there was nothing anyone could do until
Arian-wen had finished her work. Besides, Alun might have gone home. They had no proof that he was
on themountain. "l think he's gone home," Gwyn told his mother.

But later that day, when Mr. Lloyd arrived searching for his eldest son, Gwyn admitted, "Yes! Alunwas
here," and "Y esl He might have gone up on the moun-tain. But | didn't know. | didn't know for sure!™

Then Mrs. Lloyd, who had followed her husband with little 1olo, turned on Gwyn and vented al her
anger and fear. "He was your friend,” she cried. "He cameto look for you! Why didn't you go after him?
Why didn't you say? Don't you remember how it was when your sister went? It's been four hours now!
Don't you care? Don't you care about anyone, Gwyn Griffiths? Y ou're not normd, you aren't! Not a
normd boy at dl!"

Little 1olo began to scream, and Gwyn's fingers ached with the desire to hurt. But he could not use his
power, because he knew this woman wasterribly afraid. How could she know that he was suffering as
much as she? He | eft the kitchen and went up to hisroom.

Thefog was so dense he could see nothing out of hiswindow. He knew he had to protect Alun, but
how? And then he remembered something Nain had said about those long-ago magicians. "They could
turn men into eagles!" Why could he not turn Alun into abird —a small bird—awhite one, so that he
could not be seen against the snow?

He scanned the room for something that had be-longed to Alun. On his bookshelf was an old paperback
book on boats that Alun had lent him. It hardly seemed appropriate, but it would have to do. He took the
book to the window and held it very tight. He closed his eyes and tried to picture Alun, tried to
remember every feature of hisfriend: hisblue eyes, hisfreckles, his short red fingerswith the nails all
bitten. And then he thought of abird, asmall white bird, and he placed the picture of the bird that wasin



hismind over the blue eyes, the freckled nose, and the tufty fair hair of hisfriend, until the bird and the
boy seemed to become one.

Gwyn did not know how long he stood by the win-dow. He was not aware of any sound until the search
party began to arrive. The grapevinein Pendewi worked fast. Sometimes people even sensed the news
before they heard it. Ten men sat off to look for Alun LIoyd, and later Mrs. Griffiths and another mother
followed them.

The search did not last long. Gwyn heard the de-feated stamping of bootsin the snow, the grave, deep
voices, and the kettle whistling on and on and on!

Hunger and curiosity drove him downgtairs. The kitchen was so crowded he could not find a chair, nor
reach the bread bin. He managed to sneak a plate of cookies from the table, and then retreated with it to
the door. He leaned and listened, waiting for someone to mention the mountain and whatever it was that
Arian-wen had built there.

They wered| talking a once, yet avoiding what they wanted to say. They were adults and did not know
how to discuss something that wasimpossible, something they did not understand.

Pooals of water on the kitchen floor mingled with crushed cookies and cigarette ash. 1olo was under the
table, snivelling, but everyone had become accustomed to that sound and ignored him. Gwyn
remembered that other search, four years ago, when he had sat under the table and cried because his
Sder waslost.

And then the words that he wanted to hear began to drift towards him.

"Did youfed it?' "Bloody peculiar!" "Likeaneg!" "A cloud?' "No, not that!" "lcel" "A frozen cloud?"
"Morelikeawal!" "Never heard of anything likeit!" "Cal the police!" "Whét can they do?' "Can't seea
bloody thing out therel" " Searchlights?*

Gwyn sidled out the door and carried his plate of cookies upstairs. He heard the police arrive. Eirlys, the
last person to see Alun, was called down to speak to them.

Everybody stopped talking when she camein. They drew back and gazed at the frail, white-faced child,
so insubgtantia and fairylike in her white nightgown and borrowed gray shawl. She brought to mind that
other time, in the same farmhouse, when they had cometo search for agirl likethisone, so very likethis
one. Only the other girl had been dark and rosy-cheeked, and they had never found her. Now they bent
their heads, straining to hear the words she spoke so softly. And when she had finished, they al began to
sigh and mur-mur about mists and mountains. Officer Perkins had to erase hdf hisnotes. He was new to
the area, just up from the city, and he felt like a stranger among these supergtitious and excitable farmers.
Their melodious voices conveyed nothing but confusion to him.

Heleft with his partner, Officer Price, and they walked up the road for abit, to find out what they could.
They returned before long, and drove away without aword.

It1l bein the papers, thought Gwyn. They'll call it aphenomenon and then they'll forget about it.
The searchers departed in ones and twaos. "WEell be back in the morning!” they cdled. "Well find him!™

The Lloydswerethelast to leave. lolo had fallen adeep in hisfather'sarms, but now Mrs. Lloyd was
aying.



It was such along, long night. Gwyn could not deep. He sat on the edge of hisbed and stared at the
window. Eirlys came up and kept him company. They did not speak, but her presence was comforting.
Just as she was about to go, a sound came from the mountain. A long, wailing sgh!

"Did you hear that?' Gwyn whispered.
"Wasit thewind?' she asked.
"No, not thewind!"

The sound came again, louder thistime. An an-guished, melancholy howl. It crept down Gwyn's spine
and made him shiver.

"It'slikeawild animd," said Eirlys.
"Trapped!" he added.

The howling gradudly died away, and Eirlys re-turned to her bed. But later that night it came again,
louder and more terrible than ever, though it seemed to be only Gwyn who heard it. It got into his head,
and he had to rock back and forth to endure the sound. He knew who it was, of course, and agonized
over what it might do to Alun, if it found him.

And then he became aware that the sound wasin the room. It wasin the silver pipe, lying on the bedside
table.

Gwyn jumped out of bed, seized the pipe, and ran with it across the room. He thrugt it into his drawer
and dammed the drawer tightly shut. But to hishorror, the voice within the drawer merely seemed to
intengfy, until the whole chest vibrated with the sound.

Gwyn put his hands over his ears and stumbled back-wards to the bed. He knows about the pipe, Gwyn
thought. HEsusing it to fight me. But hewon't get out! Hewon't! Hewon't! Arianwen and | aretoo
grong for him!

It ended at last. Gwyn lay back, exhausted, and fell adeep on top of the blankets.

He was awakened by another sound, amuffled, in-termittent tapping on hiswindow. Someone was
throwing snowbdls.

He went to the window, opened it, and looked out. A shadowy figure was beside the apple tree, but he
could not make out any features. "Whao'sthere?' he caled.

"Alun!" camethereply.
Gwyn ran down and opened the front door.

Alun was standing on the porch. He was pale, but certainly not frozen. He was holding something smal
and dark in his hand, and he had an odd, vacant expres-sion in his eyes, as though he was not sure why
or how he had come to be there. He stepped into the house and wordlesdy followed Gwyn into the
kitchen. Helaid the thing that he had been holding on the kitchen table. It was the broken horse!

Gwyn gtared at it. "Whereve you been?' he asked gently.
"Out therel" Alun jerked his head towards the win-dow.

"I know, out there," said Gwyn. "But where?'



Alun wiped his nose on the deeve of his coat. He did not seem inclined to answer any more questions.
"Better take some of that off," said Gwyn, nodding at his friend's soaking clothes.

Alun removed his coat, his boots, and his socks, and then he sank onto a kitchen chair and wiped his
nose, thistime on his shirt cuff.

"Wish you could tell me about it!" Gwyn bit hislip. Heredlized that it was no usetrying to force Alunto
talk. Hewould have to wait until hisfriend was ready.

"Aw heck!" Alun scratched hishead. "I don't know. It'sal so peculiar, like. | don't really understand
what happened. | was following your footstepsin that bliz-zard, and | got lost. So | turned around to
come back—and | couldn't. There was something there, like bars. Ice-cold they were, but hard as
anything. At firgt it wasall cloudy, and | couldn't see, but then it got brighter and brighter and | saw what
| was caught in. It was asort of cage, barsal round in apattern, likea. . . likea. . ."

"Cobweb?' Gwyn suggested.

"Phew!" Alun looked hard a Gwyn. ™Y ou know, don't you? It's funny though. All those thingsyou said.
They weretrue, weren't they?"

"Y es, they weretrue!™
"W, | suppose you know about the man, then?"
"What man?' Gwyn stepped closer. "Wasthere aman in there with you?”'

"A kind of man. He scared me. He had red hair and he was dressed al in kind of bright stuff, jewelry and
that, with acloak and agold belt with abig sword in it. And he was beeting at the bars with hisfists,
tearing at them, banging his head on them, yelling. | was scared, | can tell you. But he didn't see me. It
sounds funny, but | felt very smal and kind of . . . like | had something round me, very warm and soft,
like feathers. Anyway, he kept on and on at those bars for hours and hours. | fell adeep, and when |
woke up hewas Hill at it—moaning and crying. And then something awful happened!”

Gwyn waited. He could hardly bear the suspense, but he dared not ask a question.

"He began to disappear,” Alun continued, "just shrank. Sort of faded away, and so did the bars of ice,
until there was nothing left there, except . . "

"Except what?'
"That!" Alun pointed to the broken horse.

Gwyn looked at it, lying on itsside, black and dis-figured. Poor thing! he thought. Y ou want so imicli to
get out—but | can never, never let you. Hetook tin-horse and dipped it into his pocket. Later he would
find asafe and secret place.

It wasdl over, and suddenly he felt very tired.
There were sounds from above, and Gwyn said, "They've been looking for you, your dad and mine."
"l bet!" said Alun.

"And Mr. Davis came, and Gary Pritchard's dad, and Mr. Ellisand Mr. Jones, Ty Gwyn, and peoplel
can't remember. Even Mrs. Pritchard came, and she and my mam went out to look. And your mam was



herewith lolo. | don't know why she brought him, he was making such aracket.”
"He dwaysdoes." Alun nodded sympatheticaly.

Mrs. Griffiths came into the kitchen and gasped at the sight of Alun sitting there so rosy and cheerful.
Before she could utter aword the doorbell rang. The Lloyds had returned to resume their search.

Mrs. Griffiths ran to open the door. "He's back!" she cried. "He's safe, your Alun. Good as new and
nothing wrong with him, asfar as| can see.”

"Where? Where?' Mrs. Lloyd toreinto the kitchen and flung herself upon her son.
"Comeon, Mam. I'm O.K.," came Alun's muffled V oice from beneeth his mother.
"What happened? Whereve you been? They went to search. We thought you'd freeze! "

"| stayed wherel was," Alun said, wriggling. "I didn't want to get lost. | got behind somerocks... ina
sort of cave. It was quitewarm, redlly.”

Mrs. Lloyd began to wrap up her boy like ababy, though the mist had gone and the sky was brightening.
She bundled him out into the halway, talking nonstop to her husband and Mrs. Griffiths. While she
gpoke, Alun looked back at Gwyn and said, "I found this out there, aswell.” He put something cool into
Gwyn's hand—the snow spider.

Gwyn curled hisfingers round the spider as Alun whispered hoarsely, "Don't tell about . . . about what |
sad, will you?'

"l won't tell!" Gwyn grinned. "Oneloony's enough!™
Alun grinned back and gave the thumbs-up sign. And then his mother whisked him through the door.

Mr. Griffiths had hisway, and Eirlys stayed for Christ-mas. It wasthe sort of Christmas one aways
remem-bers. The treeswere iced with snow and the sun came out to make the mountain sparkle. The
biggest Christ-mastree they had ever seen a Ty Bryn was put up in the front room and decorated with
lightslike candles, slver sars, and homemade sweets wrapped in colored paper.

A log firewaslit, and they all played Monopoly and Scrabble, and even made up games so asto prolong
the fun. Mrs. Griffiths played carols on the out-of-tune piano with damp hammers, and it did not matter
that the soloists were sometimes out of tune, too. The children were alowed to drink punch, which made
them giggle a Nain, who had drunk too much and looked like a Christmas tree hersdlf, all bedecked in
colored beads and bangles.

Just before they went to bed, Eirlyslooked out of the window at the white, moonlit mountain and said, "It
reminds me of home!" Only Gwyn heard her. He knew that she was not talking about Wales, and it
occurred to him for thefirst time that she might not stay with them forever.

On New Year's Day, the children decided to walk in thefidlds. It was acold day, and while the girl
waited in the garden, Gwyn ran up to fetch the gloves hisfather had given him for Christmas. They were
blue and slver, lined with fur, and Gwyn cherished them even more than the black watch his mother had
given himfor hisbirthday.

When he opened his drawer he saw Arianwen and the silver pipe. They looked so innocent, who would



guess what they could do? One that had travelled amillion miles or more, the other from somewherein
the distant past. They would aways be with him now, he knew that. As he turned away, the pipe
whispered something. It sounded like, "Don't go!l" Gwyn smiled and drew on hisgloves. "'I'm not going
anywherel" hesaid.

His parents were outside in the garden with Eirlys. They were stlanding by the gate, talking quietly while
they stared up at the mountain. They did not see Gwyn when he came out, nor hear him close the front
door.

"l haveto go soon," Eirlyswas saying. "I have to go back to where | came from.”

His parents did not speak immediately. They seemed frozen by her remark. Then Mrs. Griffiths put her
hand out and gently tucked the girl's hair into her hood. "Do you have to go, Eirlys? Can't you stay?"

Eirlys shook her head.
"Were you happy there, where you came from?' Mr. Griffiths asked.
"Oh, yesl Very happy!"

They did not ask where she lived. They did not seem to want to know. And then Gwyn broke into their
thoughts. "Come on," hecried, "I'll race you to the trees" He ran past them through the open gate.

Eirlysfollowed, and they ran to the circle of haw-thorn trees where Gwyn had released Arianwen. The
snow had melted and the grass was smooth and green. There was nothing to show that the earth had
shaken or that icicleshad flown fromiit like Sars.

"Why couldn't she escape without my help?' Gwyn thought aloud. " She has her own power."
" She has nothing without you," said Eirlys. "' She needs your thoughtsto help her."

"She'sjust an ordinary spider, then?"

"Oh, no! No creature from my place isacommon garden thing!"

My place! Thereit wasagain. "Areyou leaving here?' He put the question cautioudy.
"Today!" she answered.

"What? So soon? Y ou can't!"

"They are coming for me!" shelooked up at the sky. "Even with your magic | only had until today.”
"Do you want to go?'

"Oooooh, yes" Her reply came like adeep con-tented sigh.

"But Mam and Dad?'

"They understand. | said | had to go back to where| came from."

Gwyn nodded. "They wouldn't want to know thetruth,” he said.

"I think they do know. But they're too old now to be ableto talk about it."

"And they don't mind you going?"



She shook her head and smiled at him. "It be al right now between you and Dad. He knows I'm safe,
Tha'sdl hewanted.”

"And the Herberts?'
"I'm just anumber that got muddled up. They think I've gone dready.”

They had begun to walk up the path without hisreally being aware of it. When they had passed thefirst
bend and the farm had disappeared from sight, Gwyn suddenly stopped to look at akestrel hanging
motion-lessin the air. Cloud shadows raced across the snow-capped mountains beyond the bird, and a
truck piled with golden hay made itsway dowly across the green fields below.

"Won't you missal this?' Gwyn asked.

"No!" shesad. "l likeit wherel'm going.”

He noticed the cold firdt, before he saw anything. "I don't think I'll come any further,” he said.
"Comeon! Just for abit, to kegp me company!" Shetook his hand.

Her fingers seemed colder than ever, but he dlowed himsdf to be led avay from the path and through
thefields of sheep. And then he saw thelight, glinting now and then through the billows of agreet, gray
cloud. HHHefdt anicy breeze on hisface.

"Yougoon,” hesad. "I'm staying herel" Hetried to pull his hand away, but she would not let him. They
were approaching the flat field where Bethan had gone to rescue the black ewe, four years before.

"Let mego!” cried Gwyn.

Her fingerstightened on hiswrist. He twisted and turned, but her grip was like stedl, her strength
irresgtible. He could see the ship now, falling dowly through the clouds, the greet sail sweling, the
dancing creatures sparkling on the hull. 1cy fragments spun earthwards, and terrified sheep swung away
from the field and scattered in agreat wave past the children.

"Let mego!" Gwyn begged.
"Comewith me!" Her soft voice floated above the moan of thewind, "Come!"
"No!" Gwyn screamed. "'l want to stay. No! No! No! Leave me!”

"Come!" She looked back at him and smiled, but her fingers bit deeper into hiswrist. "I'lease" she
sghed. "I need you, Gwyn. We need you- out there!”

"No!" Gwyn began to shake, and through histears he saw the ship asahuge, glittering cloud behind the
girl's pde shape. Then avoiceingde him suddenly burst out, " Gwydion lives herel” and he pulled free
from her grasp and flung himsdif to the ground.

Helay there with hiseyes closed, nursing his aching hand. When the bitter cold and al the threstening
sounds had vanished, he got up and saw something where Eirlys had been—the ydllow scarf, frozen into
the snow, and the seaweed beside it. He picked them up. He put the seaweed into his pocket, but the
scarf was fiff with frogt, like astrange, twisted stick.

He wandered dowly through the fields until he came to the path. There, on the last bend, he found Alun
gtanding by the sonewall.



"What'sthat?" Alun asked.

"Someone's scarf,” said Gwyn. "L ook, it's il fro-zen!™
"Wheresthegirl?'

"She'sgone!”

"Phew!" said Alun.

They walked back to the farm in comfortable silence. Mr. Griffiths was standing on the porch when they
arrived, "She'sgone, then?' he said.

"Yes!" Gwyn replied. And then, before hisfather could turn away, he said, "I'm not going, Dad. I'm not
ever going!"
"I know!" Mr. Griffithssmiled. "And I'm glad of that, Gwyn! Very glad!"

They went into the house. A house that was not empty anymore.
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"7lic Snow Spider cameinto being as aresult of my six-year-old daughter'slove of spidersand my son's
desirefor abook about space,” says Jenny Nimmo. "Welivein an old converted water mill populated by
huge spiders. They are frightening to some visitors, but my children treat them asfriends. My daughter
rescues them from sinks, baths, water troughs and cats, she scrapes them from beneath chairs and doors
where they have cometo grief and puts them in her dollhouse to convaesce.

"Oneday it seemed to me that a particularly fine cobweb was receiving some kind of image, and that
perhaps, out in the unknown place where my son intends to spend his adult years, those cobweb images
could be com-monplace.”

Jenny Nimmo has been an actress and written for children'stelevison. Now she co-directs, with her
husband, a school of art in Waes. They have two daughters, Gwenhwyfar and Myfanwy, and a son,
lanto.
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