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Foreword by Julie Smythe 
This account is different from my other reports to date because it’s ongoing: and there’s no 

sign of it finishing yet. I’m writing this sitting by the fire, darning socks, while my lover and 

his male associates sit around the dining table with glasses of something gently alcoholic, 

discussing the state of the world. I know, this doesn’t sound like me: why am I playing the 

sweet little woman? The answer is that I’m on a mission to stop disaster breaking out. I began 
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by keeping an eye on the man over there with the dark curly hair and the sideways smile, to 

stop him and his big sister blowing up their realm or whatever they call it, and now I’m 

helping him to keep his realm on an even keel. That’s why he’s sweet-talking the local 

potential trouble makers, and I’m sitting here being the sweet innocent wife and feeding him 

energy to keep up the sweet talk. 

How long will this go on? I’ve promised to stay here until he tells me to go, and he says 

he’ll never do that – so although I’m sure he will eventually get bored of having me here, I’m 

here for the long haul. At least it keeps me out of more unpleasant ‘watching’ tasks. We don’t 

get horrible deaths and murders here, just the occasional nasty road traffic accident. 

So what follows is straight out of my diary, setting out how it started and how I came to be 

here. You’ll see that I started out in one frame of mind and ended up in quite another. I get 

home most nights to see my husband and friends, but the rest of the time I’m here. Living a 

double life, in fact. 

* 

Wednesday 
‘He comes to me in my dreams. He has dark curly hair and bright eyes and his smile when he 

looks at me is bent sideways, as if he’s laughing at me.’ 

I flicked quickly to the front of the book to double-check the cover. Large letters in thick 

black marker pen read: ‘Heather Watcher, Diary. Strictly Private.’ 

I flicked back to the page. Strictly private it might be, but I’m a mother as well as a 

Watcher and ‘strictly private’ doesn’t feature in my dictionary. 

‘He looks into my eyes. He’s so handsome!’ 

I frowned. I’d been wondering what had got into my youngest over the last few weeks: off 

her food, off her school work, mooning about like a love-sick maid. She was acting like I had 

been at her age, when I first met her father. But, remembering the experience, I was 

determined to ensure my daughter was spared the agonies of being not-quite-eleven and in 

love with some alien dream-lover. There was plenty of time for that sort of rubbish when she 

was older. 

But who could it be? It obviously wasn’t one of our extended family. No one had been able 

to offer any suggestions when I’d commented the other night on Hethie’s current odd 

behaviour. Her father’s only comment had been that we needed to get into her head, which 

was why I had filched her diary while she was at school and was now reading rapidly through 

it. Fortunately, Hethie is still at the age where her handwriting is legible. 

Ah, here we are. Another mention of the mysterious night-visitor: 

‘He came again tonight. He sat on my bed and talked for ages about life and living things. 

He’s so fascinating and clever and so easy to listen to.’ 

(Obviously a dream-lover. Incubus was the old word for them. Some of them are little 

better than hell-spirits, but the better ones are intelligent creatures and some, I suspect, are 

descended from the Watchers in those early days of their first attempts to civilise humans – 

which ended in such disaster. The Book of Enoch gives a prejudiced summary.) 

‘He says he wants me to help him. He needs my help.’ 

(The Hell he does! Not with my daughter!) 

‘He kissed me.’ 

(Damn!) 
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‘He asked me my name and I told him, “Heather.” He said, “A lovely flower! So 

appropriate.” I said, “Everyone calls me ‘Hethie’,” but he said, “That’s a child’s name, and 

you’re a woman.” Then he kissed me again.’ 

There followed a line of hearts and then in beautiful curly script: ‘O Gwydion, Gwydion, I 

love you.’ 

I uttered another curse, leapt up and ran for the lounge, where I had left my husband and 

Ra’haah discussing a new galaxy. 

Watchers never stop watching this galaxy, but they also plan new ones. Ra’haah, who is the 

original Earth Mother, or Sky Mother if you prefer, now has plans to try a completely new 

sort of gravity. She’s been puzzling over it and doing various experiments to get it to work, 

and she’s dragged most of us into helping her – except the children (who are at school) and 

those of us who are off Watching. She currently had my husband weaving cat’s cradles of 

light while she tried to spin granite balls in the threads – anyway, I burst in and interrupted 

them. 

‘Look at this!’ I thrust the diary under my husband’s nose. ‘That’s what’s got our Hethie. A 

– a – an ancient predatory spirit.’ 

My husband (I’ll call him Wiroan – he has a lot of names, some not very complimentary) – 

looked at the diary, nodded, and passed it over to Ra’haah, who read it and frowned. ‘Oh.’ 

‘Yes, oh,’ I said, sitting down on the floor next to them. 

‘I thought – I mean, I didn’t think – I mean, I thought this one was just a human traditional 

myth. Not an individual with actual influence.’ 

‘He’s around,’ I said firmly. ‘I came across him myself, before I met Wiroan.’ 

‘Minor spirit?’ Ra’haah passed the diary back to my husband. 

‘No, not according to this. But possibly bound or trapped.’ 

‘He reaches out,’ I said, ‘to young women and girls. We all see the same thing – at least, 

Hethie has seen exactly what I saw. But I lost sight of him after I met you.’ 

‘Hmmm. If he’s asking for help – what does he want help for?’ 

‘To give him power,’ I said, ‘to break free, from wherever he is. But wherever he is, I’m 

sure he’s there with good reason, and I think we should leave him there.’ 

My husband passed the diary back to me. ‘You’d better put that back. Why are you so 

certain he’s a bad influence?’ 

‘I – ’ I hesitated. ‘He’s very seductive, but he keeps his distance,’ I said. ‘I don’t think he’s 

really interested in humans except for what he can get out of them. He wants their emotional 

energy.’ 

They both looked thoughtfully at me, and I could see that they didn’t believe me. 

‘It’s Hethie!’ I exclaimed. ‘He’s got Hethie! She’s only ten, and he’s got her already! I 

can’t let some incubus get my little girl – our little girl,’ I reminded my husband. 

‘You were about that age when I first found you,’ he said, with infuriating calmness. ‘It’s a 

good age for spiritual encounters: spiritually awake and not yet tied into social mores.’ 

‘This is your own daughter you’re talking about,’ I reminded him. 

‘But this needn’t turn out badly,’ Ra’haah put in. ‘This could be her eternal partner.’ 

‘You haven’t met him,’ I reminded her. 

‘You’re very bitter about him,’ she countered. ‘Did you fall out?’ 

‘Not exactly. He seemed to lose interest. He wandered away. He said he didn’t think 

commitment was necessary in our relationship.’ 
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‘Perhaps he found you weren’t as pliant as he hoped,’ said Ra’haah thoughtfully. ‘I think 

we must investigate this – person – and find out what it is and what it’s after.’ 

‘With Hethie as bait? No, please,’ I protested. 

‘Not at all with Hethie as bait,’ said Ra’haah. ‘But she has the contact and she can lead us 

there.’ 

I returned Hethie’s diary to her room, taking care to put it back exactly as she had left it, 

and went to the library to refresh my memory of Gwydion. The main source of information is 

the so-called fourth branch of the collection of old Welsh tales known as the Mabinogion. But 

I discovered that Hethie had been busy: all the copies of the Mabinogion were out. Bother 

and bother again, I thought, as I remembered that Hethie had mentioned a school project … 

That must have been why she’d invited her school friends round two weeks ago: they had 

borrowed everything on the subject. 

I cursed again, and looked up the manuscript on the National Library of Wales website. My 

husband has enabled me to understand the language, but it still took me ages to work through 

the story. 

For those fortunates who aren’t familiar with the fourth branch of the Mabinogi and the 

story of Math son of Mathonwy and his family, I’ll summarise. The story focusses on the 

ruling family of the North Welsh kingdom of Gwynedd at some unspecified time in the past. 

Apparently this is long before the Romans or the coming of Christ, as there is no mention of 

either, although the characters do swear by ‘God’– but that could mean anything – and 

children are baptised, but again that could just be a naming ceremony. The leading character 

is the king’s nephew, Gwydion. First he and his brother trick the king into a war with the 

kingdom of Powys, so that while the king is distracted the brother can rape the king’s 

maidservant. Then Gwydion apparently gets his sister Aranrod to produce two sons: one is 

baptised but turns into a sea-going animal, and the other apparently grows from a foetus into 

a small child while encased in a box at the foot of Gwydion’s bed. It grows up amazingly 

quickly, but when Gwydion presents his sister with this wonder-child she rejects it and him. 

Scholars generally assume that Gwydion was the father, although the story doesn’t state this. 

Aranrod is determined that the wonder-child should have no name, will never be made a 

warrior and will never have a wife, but Gwydion tricks her into providing the first two 

(apparently these are things only the mother can provide). To provide a wife for the boy he 

makes a girl out of flowers. But the girl falls in love with someone else. Apparently the boy 

can’t be killed, but the girl finds out how he can be incapacitated and her boyfriend follows 

her instructions. However, the boy (his name is Lleu Llaw Gyffes) doesn’t die; he turns into 

an eagle and flies away. Gwydion tracks him down, turns him back into a human being and 

turns the flower-girl into an owl. Lleu kills the boyfriend and recovers his property. End of 

story. 

And that’s pretty much all the stories tell us about this highly dysfunctional family. There 

are some references in other Welsh literature but until we got the internet you had to be a 

scholar to find them. As a child I fell in love with Gwydion – just as Hethie had apparently 

done. I can’t say exactly why he’s attractive – there’s something of the rebel in him which 

appeals to just-pubescent girls – or is it that, despite all his magical powers, there is 

something vulnerable about him, revealed in his repeated and disastrous attempts to help his 

brother, his sister, and his nephew? Reading the story again as an adult, a few things struck 

me which I’d missed as a pre-teen. 
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First: nowhere does it state that Gwydion is the boy’s father, although most modern readers 

assume that he is. In fact he just adopts the boy Lleu. 

Second: Gwydion does not have a positive lasting relationship with any woman. He helps 

his brother to rape a girl (whom his uncle then marries); his uncle turns him and his brother 

into a succession of mating pairs of animals as a punishment for the rape, but this sexual 

experience has no lasting effect on either of them. He suggests that his sister goes to work for 

their uncle. When the sister turns out to be pregnant, she produces one aquatic creature and 

Gwydion takes charge of the aborted baby, which survives through his care. Aranrod rejects 

the children and him, so there’s no positive relationship there. He can’t find a woman to 

marry the boy Lleu – do no women trust him because he connived at a rape? Or does he not 

trust women after his sister rejected her child? So he makes what’s intended as the perfect 

woman for Lleu, and yet she betrays Lleu – so is the message of the story that women are 

unreliable? Or that Gwydion, having betrayed women, can never have a proper relationship 

with one? 

Third: there are three manufactured humans in the story: the two boys which Aranrod 

aborted (or were they still births?), one of which the king takes charge of and the other 

Gwydion raises; and the girl Gwydion made to be Lleu’s wife. We don’t hear much about the 

first except that he is aquatic, becomes a hero, and is killed by accident by another of his 

uncles. The other two are intended to be ideal: Lleu grows up rapidly and is very quick and 

skilled, and can’t be killed, while the girl is an ideal of loveliness and clever too. But none of 

these manufactured humans work out; their story ends in disaster. It’s a sort of Frankenstein’s 

monster story, told centuries before Mary Shelley composed her horror novel. 

Fourth, Aranrod (her name is spelt in various ways: this is the simplest version) is a very 

modern woman. She isn’t married, and she has her own castle, which is apparently on the 

coast as it can be approached on horseback but also has a harbour, and it has a garrison and is 

big enough to withstand a siege. She clearly lives her own life and is her own woman, as her 

brother Gwydion didn’t know she was pregnant. She is very much the proud lord of her 

castle, refusing to answer her uncle directly when he asks her to confirm she is a virgin, and 

not in fear of him or her brothers. She sees no reason to take responsibility for her children, 

and she has no particular respect for men. I want to know more about her! But there isn’t any 

more. 

When was the story written, I wonder? (I’m in ‘English Lit student mode’ now, 

remembering the things I had to consider when I was a student writing essays at Birmingham 

University.) The manuscripts date from the fourteenth or fifteenth centuries, but it’s 

impossible to tell whether they faithfully reproduce earlier tales or have invented or adjusted 

old stories. Perhaps the clerics who wrote them down rewrote this story to warn people 

against ‘playing God’? – like the modern debates over genetic modification and ‘designer 

babies’. I did an internet search that pulled up various theories on date and reasons for 

composition, but these just left me more puzzled as to what was going on. 

I wondered again: just what is Gwydion up to? Does he still want women for his genetic 

experiments? And where is he now? Clearly he’s a powerful spirit, of some sort. I was not at 

all sure that I wanted to find him, but on the other hand I realised that I needed to track him 

down and face him, if only to protect Hethie. 

A commotion came to my ears: the children were back from school. I turned off my internet 

search and went out to welcome them. 
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Sue and Lynne were sorting out the disposal of hats, coats and bags and ensuring that 

homework was brought into the library to be done. Jamie was organising drinks of fruit juice 

while Hethie poured out news of the day’s events; the other children chattered to Sue and 

Lynne about planned school outings and forthcoming tests and exams. As I came into the 

kitchen, Hethie broke off her monologue to Jamie, said: ‘Mum, there’s a letter from school 

for you,’ and handed a sealed envelope to me. 

‘What’s it about?’ asked Jamie, handing her a glass of orange squash. 

Hethie shrugged. ‘I think it’s about my school project.’ 

‘I noticed you’d borrowed a lot of books from the library,’ I remarked, trying to open the 

sealed envelope tidily. 

Was it my imagination, or did Hethie’s face grow wary? ‘We needed them for our group 

project,’ she said. ‘We’ll bring them back next week.’ 

‘Good.’ I got into the envelope, pulled out the letter and glanced at it. 

Jamie saw my expression change and said: ‘Anything bad?’ 

‘I’ll tell you later.’ I thrust it back into the envelope and headed for the library. 

Here I found a quiet seat in the corner of a window and read the letter through in peace. Mrs 

Armstrong was very worried about Hethie’s progress and asked please could I come in and 

have a talk about her after school tomorrow. 

O dear. What had Hethie been up to now? 

* 

Thursday 
The following afternoon I went along with Jamie when he went to collect the children from 

school, and while he walked back with them I stayed to talk to Hethie’s teacher. 

‘I asked you to come in because I’m really worried about Hethie,’ she said. ‘This term she’s 

gone from being a happy-go-lucky, outward-going little girl to being solemn and withdrawn. 

She hardly talks to me at all, and she insists I call her “Heather”.’ 

‘O dear,’ I said. ‘She has been quiet at home as well.’ 

‘We’re doing a class project this term, and I sent the children away to find a topic. Hethie 

came back with a book which she said she’d found in your library at home – it’s a very 

strange book. I can’t even read it, but Hethie reads it as easily as if it were English.’ 

‘She’s very good at languages,’ I said weakly. ‘She takes after her father.’ 

‘I don’t know exactly what they’re doing. They won’t discuss it with me! They say it will 

be a surprise. I can’t exactly complain – they’re showing initiative and effective team 

working – but I wish I knew what they’re up to. I’m worried it might be – illegal, or 

something.’ 

She hesitated, clearly embarrassed and fearful, but uncertain how to express her fears. I 

tried to sound reassuring. 

‘I don’t think it will be illegal,’ I said with a confidence that I didn’t feel. 

‘One of the children said something about Hethie’s “boyfriend”. Has she been seeing an 

older boy?’ 

‘I’m not sure,’ I said. ‘I suspect she has.’ I know she has. ‘I’ll look into it.’ 

‘Thank you, Mrs Watcher.’ The woman was genuinely grateful, and I felt guilty. After all, I 

knew jolly well who was behind this, but I couldn’t easily do anything about it. 

I walked home, thinking furiously. I would have to find Gwydion and ask him to explain 

himself – and tell him to leave Hethie alone. But I wasn’t sure how to get hold of him. He’d 
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abruptly stopped responding to my calls about the time I first met Wiroan. I needed to go to 

him, which meant going to North Wales. 

When Jamie and Sue came to find me later they discovered me knee-deep in Ordnance 

Survey maps. ‘What on earth are you doing?’ exclaimed Sue. Then, looking at the maps: 

‘Holiday plans? North Wales? Are we going hill walking?’ 

‘Possibly.’ I passed her the letter. ‘We need to go and track down a bad influence.’ 

Sue looked at the letter; Jamie read over her shoulder. 

‘Hethie? Quiet and withdrawn?’ He looked up at me. ‘That doesn’t sound like our Hethie.’ 

‘No,’ I said, through gritted teeth as I wrestled with the ‘Snowdon’ map. 

‘Day-dreaming? Sudden interest in Welsh?’ Sue looked up. ‘Jules, why on earth should 

Hethie be interested in learning Welsh? Wiroan can teach her.’ 

‘I know,’ I said. ‘She’s being got at. But I couldn’t tell her teacher that when I saw her this 

afternoon.’ 

‘What did she say?’ asked Sue. 

I explained, and Sue’s eyes opened wide. ‘She really is being got at, isn’t she?’ 

 That’s why I need to go to North Wales. Fancy a girls’ weekend away?’ 

‘I’m coming,’ said Jamie, then paused and said: ‘but someone needs to stay with Hethie.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘That’s why you’re staying here with her. You can’t be got at.’ 

‘Why not?’ 

‘You’re a boy. He only affects girls.’ 

‘He?’ Jamie looked at the letter again. ‘Some man is getting at Hethie?’ 

‘Some incubus. And it’s based in North Wales.’ 

‘Oh!’ said Sue. ‘Is it Gwydion? He’s so sexy.’ 

‘Not you too?’ We stared at each other for a moment. ‘Yes,’ I said, ‘it’s Gwydion.’ 

‘I’ve a bone to pick with him,’ said Sue cheerfully. ‘I’m coming too. We can take Lynne 

and make it a proper girls’ outing.’ 

‘I’m sure that Lynne doesn’t know Gwydion,’ I said. ‘She was always a fan of ancient 

history, not dark ages.’ 

‘I wouldn’t be so sure,’ said Sue. ‘She had her moments.’ 

* 

Friday 
So we arranged our weekend away, on the excuse that we needed a break from Watching, and 

the children had school work to do so couldn’t spare the time (we said) – promising them a 

proper holiday later in the summer, when term had finished. We drew up a list of places from 

the story in the Fourth Branch of the Mabinogi, with some help from the internet to identify 

where they are. (I won’t list them now; you’ll hear as we go along.) We argued over how to 

get there – Sue said that we should take the train and then the bus, and Lynne said it would be 

easier just to drop in as we do when we’re Watching. But I said that as it was a holiday we 

should act like normal people, so we hired a car. 

It was a red car. Caroline insisted on this, because all her friends’ families have red cars. 

She and Tonja came with us to the hire place to ensure that we hired something ‘cool, and not 

some old-fashioned thing, Mum. I know what you’re like.’ 

It’s always heartening to know how much faith my eldest daughter has in me. 

Anyway, so we hired a red car and took in turns to drive it. Remember that old joke: ‘How 

do you get two whales in a mini car? – straight down the A5 or over the Severn Bridge’? – 
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Yes, well: as our home base in the here-and-now is in Leicester, we drove along the A5 and 

along the north coast of Gwynedd (a.k.a. North Wales), then south from Caernarfon. I will 

not bore you with our comments on the traffic. Anyone who has tried to drive through 

Caernarfon in the summer knows what the traffic is like. 

We managed to take the right turning at the junction so that we were headed south west for 

Pwllheli rather than south east for Porthmadog, then found the wrong turning to the coast, 

and eventually – after driving along some hair-raisingly narrow lanes with very high hedges 

or stone walls down either side and nowhere to reverse to if we did meet a vehicle coming in 

the opposite direction – we saw a large mound ahead and realised that we had reached our 

first destination. 

‘Dinas Dinlle,’ read Sue, as she drove past the sign at the entrance to the village. ‘Success!’ 

‘There’s the fort,’ said Lynne. ‘And the caravan site.’ 

‘Let’s have an ice cream,’ I said, ‘and then we can sort out accommodation.’ 

‘Is there anywhere to stay here?’ asked Sue, as she swung the car into the beach-front car 

park. ‘It’s just a tiny place!’ 

‘Maybe not,’ I said, ‘but let’s have an ice cream anyway.’ 

It was a lovely afternoon, warm and sunny. We left our overnight bags in the car and 

walked over to the ice cream shop, then walked up the grassy mound, past the National Trust 

sign, to admire the ancient coastal fort which features in the story of Math, Gwydion, 

Aranrod and Lleu as the place where Lleu is brought up. 

We paused to read the information board while we finished our ice creams. It informed us 

in Welsh and English that ‘Dinlle’ means ‘Lleu’s fort’ and that tradition states it belonged to 

Lleu Llaw Gyffes. 

‘ “Dinas” means “fort”,’ said Lynne, ‘so it’s called “fort” twice.’ 

‘It happens,’ I said. 

‘So far as I remember,’ said Sue, ‘Gwydion is buried here.’ 

Lynne and I looked accusingly at her, and she blushed. ‘I went off him a long time ago,’ 

she said quickly. 

‘Let’s go and see,’ I said, and Lynne headed for the gate. 

I was the last through, a few paces behind the other two. Two children who had been 

running about on the lower grassy flanks of the fort came towards the gate as I came through 

it, and I held the gate open for them without thinking. They glanced up at me as they came 

past, and I saw dark blue rain-proof jackets and pale skin, triangular faces with dark eyes and 

red lips, and black hair – almost pixie in their appearance. One said: ‘Thank you’, in a 

remarkably deep voice – then they were through and gone, and I was standing still, frozen in 

shock. 

‘Him!’ 

I hurried after the other two. 

‘Jules? What’s up?’ Sue and Lynne paused to let me catch up. 

‘That was him!’ I pointed back down the path. ‘Those two – that was them.’ 

Sue shook her head. ‘They were children, surely?’ 

‘I thought so – and then I looked at them.’ 

‘They’re far too small,’ said Lynne – the pair were now completely out of sight, 

presumably having vanished into the ice cream shop. 

‘They’re shape-changers,’ I said. ‘One spoke – they’re adults.’ 

‘Forget it,’ said Sue. ‘Lleu has golden hair.’ 
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‘But Gwydion is dark,’ I said. ‘It could have been his brother, or his sister. His sister’s 

castle is just down the coast.’ 

We were climbing the path to the top as we argued, and at this point we emerged on to the 

upper rampart, from where we could see right down the coast to the great mountain called in 

Welsh Yr Eifl, ‘the Fork’ (because it has three peaks set alongside each other like a great 

trident) and in English ‘the Rivals’ because (a) it sounds like the Welsh name and (b) the 

three peaks rival each other. The golden sweep of sand and clear blue sea of the bay was as 

beautiful as anything you will see anywhere on Earth; but there was no sign of Aranrod’s 

castle. 

‘I assume that’s Gwydion’s grave,’ said Lynne, pointing at a mound which lay within the 

upper ramparts of the fort. 

‘I assume it’s supposed to be,’ said Sue solemnly, ‘but we know he isn’t actually dead.’ 

We stood for a few minutes, admiring the view. The east side of the ramparts has been 

eroded away by the sea, but the bulk of the fort is in good repair for a fortification that’s at 

least two thousand years old. It was very peaceful on top of the fort, in the sunshine; it’s a 

pleasant, happy place, where a hero could rest in peace. If Lleu had ever lived here, it would 

have been a good home. But: 

‘According to the guidebook, we can see Ireland from here on a clear day,’ said Lynne. 

‘I can’t,’ said Sue. 

‘Supposing the fort is Irish?’ Lynne went on. ‘That would explain why it’s dedicated to an 

Irish god.’ 

‘Lleu’, of course, is a variant on the Irish ‘Lugh’ – who was/is a much more impressive 

character than the Welsh version. Lugh never had any wife-trouble (he never even had a wife 

…) and he was a stand-alone deity, not dependent in any way on an absent mother or caring 

uncle. 

‘Perhaps this Lleu was named after the Irish one,’ I said. ‘Shall we go down to the beach? I 

fancy a paddle.’ 

‘Where is this castle of Aranrod’s?’ asked Sue. ‘It’s on the map but I can’t see it.’ She held 

out the map, which she had folded round to show our current location and the stretch of sea 

with ‘Caer Arianrhod’ in it. ‘It should be visible at low water, and the tide’s well out.’ 

‘Let’s go down and look,’ I said. ‘We can walk down the beach and see if we can see it.’ 

So we ran along the ramparts, down the southern slope of the fort, and scrambled down to 

the beach, where we strolled along the sands, picking up pretty pebbles and discarding them 

again, enjoying the sunshine, the sea breeze (more of a howling gale at times), the sound of 

the waves and the seagulls. 

‘We must have walked far enough by now,’ said Sue at last. ‘And I still can’t see anything.’ 

‘It’s supposed to be a pile of rocks,’ I said. 

‘So it’s not really a castle at all,’ said Lynne. ‘Only in imagination – to account for the pile 

of rocks.’ 

‘I think it’s all part of the “sunken kingdom” legend,’ I said. 

You’ll remember that a few winters ago the storms threw up fossilised trees and tree stumps 

off the south coast of Cornwall and in Cardigan Bay which showed that these areas were 

above sea level in not-so-far off prehistoric times. This gave some credence to the old stories 

of kingdoms sinking beneath the waves as a result of some sin or crime, although in fact they 

probably sank at the end of the last ice age, before there were any kingdoms in Britain. 

Sue stopped in her tracks and pointed down the beach. ‘What’s that?’ 
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‘It looks like a life belt,’ I said. 

We walked across the sands towards the white inflated ring. As we got closer it became 

clear that it was some sort of blow-up toy animal that a child could sit on and float in shallow 

water. Lynne picked it up and turned it over, then laughed aloud. 

‘A rainbow unicorn! We can ride it to the fairy castle!’ 

She held it up so that we could both see the object: it was really a small inflatable dinghy, 

with a unicorn’s head and a rainbow mane and tail. A child could sit in it, but it was a bit 

small for three adult women. 

‘Perhaps your elves came in it,’ said Sue to me, laughing. 

‘Pixies,’ I said, laughing with her. ‘Perhaps Aranrod sent it so that we can sail out to the 

castle!’ 

‘Seriously, girls,’ said Lynne, ‘I assume it blew away and some child is trying to find it.’ 

We looked back up the beach, the way the wind was blowing; but there were no children in 

sight. 

‘We’ll take it back to the car park when we go back,’ said Sue. ‘But one of us should try it!’ 

‘We don’t have a paddle,’ I said. 

‘The water’s quite shallow,’ said Sue. ‘I’ll sit in it, and you two can push!’ 

So we carried the unicorn dinghy down to the sea’s edge and launched it. (Kids: don’t try 

this at home.) Sue scrambled in, and almost upset it; Lynne and I rolled our trousers up above 

the knee, resigned ourselves to wet trainers, and pushed it out into the waves, while Sue made 

a pretence of paddling with her hands. The sea floor was stony and Lynne and I stumbled and 

let go of the dinghy: for a moment I thought it would come back into shore, but then it drifted 

slowly out. 

‘Be careful!’ I called. 

‘Don’t worry,’ Sue called back. ‘I can swim.’ 

‘The current will bring you into shore further down the coast,’ called Lynne. 

‘Aranrod will send me a seal to tow me in!’ retorted Sue. 

She went out a hundred yards or so, and then stuck. There was a short pause while she 

paddled around with her hands, looking down into the water, and then she waved to us and 

called: ‘It’s here!’ 

‘Great,’ said Lynne. ‘We can’t get out there unless we walk on water.’ 

Sue sat up straight in the boat, concentrating hard – she is, after all, a Watcher’s wife, and 

when she tries she can do some exciting things. After a few moments the wind changed 

direction, the sea around her swelled, and the dinghy came floating back towards us. When it 

was about six feet out, Sue clambered out and dragged it in. 

‘Well?’ asked Lynne and I together. 

‘I wouldn’t swear to it not being a castle,’ said Sue. Then, when we looked at her blankly, 

she rephrased herself: ‘it might be an ancient fortress, and not just a pile of rocks. Like Dinas 

Dinlle is a natural mound that’s been built up to be a fort, this might have been too.’ 

‘And like the sea has eroded Dinas Dinlle partly away, it’s eroded Aranrod’s castle 

completely,’ I suggested. 

‘Wishful thinking, girls,’ said Lynne. ‘Are we going to take that unicorn back? I assume it 

came from the ice-cream shop,’ 

We all agreed that the ice-cream shop was probably its home stable, and that we should 

take it back. We managed to get it out of the sea – it was very wet and slippery all over – and 

took it in turns to carry it along the beach. 
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‘Can we have fish and chips for tea?’ asked Sue, as we came in sight of our destination. 

‘And then we need somewhere to stay.’ 

‘There must be a bed and breakfast with vacancies,’ said Lynne. ‘You can have fish and 

chips if they do something other than fish and pies.’ 

Obviously Lynne was in a dieting mood. We deposited the unicorn outside the ice-cream 

shop, weighed it down with a few carefully-chosen rounded stones, and went into the fish and 

chip shop. 

After the meal we took the car back down the lane in search of ‘bed and breakfast’ 

accommodation, and eventually found a place in a village inland. We spread the map out over 

the beds and examined the locations we should visit the next day. 

‘Nantlle,’ I said. ‘It means “Lleu’s brook” and it’s where Gwydion found Lleu after he 

turned into an eagle.’ 

‘There’s Bryn Gwydion,’ said Sue, ‘Gwydion’s hill.’ 

‘It’s on the way to Nantlle,’ said Lynne. ‘Nantlle seems to be full of quarries. I don’t know 

if there’ll be anything there to see.’ 

‘We can go and look,’ I said briskly. 

* 

Saturday 
Bryn Gwydion is a fine, low, grassy hill with good views to the coast; Nantlle is a lovely 

valley (despite the old quarry workings, which are rapidly disappearing under woodland) and 

at the little town at the entrance to the valley there is a primary school named after Lleu and a 

vineyard selling beer named after Lleu, his wife Blodeuwedd the flower-girl, and Gwydion. 

However, we didn’t find any memorial to the place where Gwydion finds the sick Lleu (after 

he’s been turned into an eagle) and takes him home; presumably the traditional site is under 

the quarry. And, unlike the previous day, we didn’t find any particular indication of Gwydion 

or Aranrod; there were no dark-haired ‘children’, and no unicorn boat. 

‘We’ve gone wrong,’ I said. ‘We should go back to the coast.’ 

‘We haven’t done the whole story yet,’ said Lynne. ‘Where else did they go?’ 

We got out the maps and traced the places named in the story, across the marshy plain 

beyond Porthmadog and into the hills north of Trawsfynedd Lake. ‘It’s a day’s drive,’ said 

Lynne. ‘Perhaps there’s something in those hills.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ said Sue doubtfully. ‘Gwydion went there to fight Pryderi, but then he came 

back into Gwynedd. Lleu went to the east, but Gwydion only went there at the end, to punish 

Blodeuwedd for what she did to Lleu.’ 

‘Yes, what happened to him after that?’ asked Lynne. ‘I don’t remember.’ 

Ah, so she had read the story. I thought she probably had. 

‘The story doesn’t say,’ I said. ‘It says that Lleu returned to rule his kingdom, and then he 

succeeded his great-uncle Math as ruler of Gwynedd – of course Math is his mother’s uncle. 

It doesn’t say anything else about Gwydion. There’s another story about Gwydion and a 

battle of the trees – Gwydion calls the trees out to fight the enemies of Britain. And then 

there’s the story that he’s buried at Dinas Dinlle.’ 

‘Perhaps he is buried there,’ said Lynne. 

‘No,’ said Sue. ‘He’s still alive, somewhere.’ 

I was glad she was so emphatic, because it reassured me that I’m not going entirely mad. 
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The fact we had seen them – or two people who looked like them – was encouraging and 

frustrating. It was as if they had been testing us out and discovered that we were unobservant 

but polite (I held the gate open with a smile). As for ‘them’: one of them was Gwydion, but 

who was the other? Initially I’d thought it must be his little brother, but on consideration, and 

remembering that we’d found the unicorn boat, I suspected it was Aranrod. 

They’d seen us, and they’d acknowledged us, but now they were keeping their distance. 

* 

Sunday 
The next day we drove south, over the shoulder of the Rivals to the coast road, along the new 

bypass north of Porthmadog, got stuck in the traffic at Penrhyndeudraeth (everyone does) and 

then drove around the great area of drained salt marsh where Math’s army fought Pryderi’s 

army. We drove alongside the river Dwyryd, with the steam railway on our other side high up 

on the wooded slopes of the hills; then we crossed the river and drove down to Maen Twrog, 

where Pryderi is supposed to be buried (there’s a power station there now). We parked the car 

and walked up the track through the trees, through Coed Felinrhyd where Gwydion and 

Pyderi met in single combat. Gwydion won through strength and skill (as a warrior should), 

and by using magic (which is cheating). 

It was a fine day, but the woods were quiet. We met only one person, a woman jogger with 

her dog, who answered our greeting cheerfully and went on her way. When we reached the 

lake at the top of the wood we sat down on some handy rocks to eat our lunch, admire the 

scenery, and take stock. 

‘I wouldn’t expect to find Gwydion here,’ said Sue. ‘This isn’t his home ground.’ 

‘If he’s being held somewhere, then he isn’t necessarily on his home ground,’ said Lynne. 

‘And if Jules is right, we’ve already seen him.’ 

‘He could be trapped but able to show himself in the here-and-now,’ said Sue. ‘He can’t 

stay anywhere but he can pass through quickly.’ 

‘You’re the expert,’ I said quickly, before they could start to argue the point. The 

possibilities whirled through my imagination, leaving me feeling quite giddy. ‘Let’s go on to 

Lleu’s house on the moors – Mur Castell.’ 

‘Tomen y Mur,’ said Sue, looking at the map. ‘It’s a Roman fort with a Norman motte in 

the middle of it.’ 

‘Sounds romantic,’ said Lynne. 

It wasn’t. As we drove up the moors above Trawsfynydd Lake the clouds blew over the 

sun, and a cold wind howled across the barren landscape. We parked the car and emerged 

cautiously into the chilly outdoors just as a squall of horizontal rain blew viciously into our 

faces. We dived for the boot of the car to pull out our rain-proof jackets, and then looked 

cautiously across the moor towards the mound of the castle. 

‘I suppose we ought to go and look, having come so far,’ said Sue doubtfully. 

Crossing the remains of the Roman fortifications, we waded through marshy reed beds and 

swamp grass thick with moss to reach the mound, which gave us some sort of overview of the 

site. 

‘If Blodeuwedd was living here, I’m not surprised she got fed up,’ said Lynne, holding her 

hood upon her head against the wind. ‘I’d run off with the first good-looking man I saw. 

Which she did.’ 

‘It’s a nice large fort,’ said Sue. ‘Perhaps they adapted it into a king’s palace?’ 
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‘You’re assuming that these events happened after the Romans,’ I said. ‘If the story is pre-

Christian, then the Romans fortified an ancient site.’ 

‘Or the whole thing is a myth,’ said Lynne. ‘Can we go somewhere warmer?’ 

So we left the grey skies and gloom of Tomen y Mur and drove north to the valley of the 

Cynfal, to Bont Newydd, which is in the centre of all the events which came next in the story: 

the attack on Lleu, and Lleu’s return blow on his attacker. Local tradition is that there used to 

be a standing stone here with a hole through it where Lleu’s spear went through and killed 

Goronwy. This is strikingly beautiful countryside, but very remote and lonely. After rescuing 

Lleu, Gwydion pursued Blodeuwedd and her maidens north-east: the maidens drowned in 

Llyn Morwynion (which means ‘maidens’ lake’) before they could reach safety, and 

Gwydion caught the flower-woman Blodeuwedd, his own creation, and turned her into an 

owl. Looking at the map, I wasn’t sure where Blodeuwedd would have been trying to escape 

to, because there are no forts in the mountains beyond the lake. Perhaps they were heading up 

the Sarn Helen to Bryn Castell and took a wrong turning. My companions declined my 

suggestion that we walk up to the lake, as the rain seemed to have pursued us from Tomen y 

Mur. 

‘I can take a hint,’ said Lynne. ‘Let’s go back to where we started. We’ve missed 

something.’ 

‘Shouldn’t we be getting back home?’ wondered Sue. 

‘They can cope without us for another day,’ I assured her. 

So we returned to the car and drove back to the Bed-and-Breakfast for another night. 

We repaired to a local pub for our evening meal, carrying maps, guidebooks and an old 

copy of the Mabinogion that Sue had managed to find misfiled in the library; and plotted our 

next move. Lynne flicked through the story ‘to remind myself of it.’ 

‘Where’s Caer Dathal? It’s the central place in the story, but we haven’t been there.’ 

‘No one knows,’ said Sue. 

‘There’s a ruined town on the Rivals,’ I said. ‘It’s called Tre’r Ceiri – it means ‘Giants’ 

Town.’ 

‘There were giants on the Earth in those days,’ said Sue. We all recognised the quotation 

from the Book of Genesis: it’s the chapter which records the Watchers. The ‘giants’ were the 

children of the Watchers, when they first came to Earth. ‘So Tre’r Ceiri was built by the 

Watchers’ children?’ 

‘Geoffrey of Monmouth wrote that giants inhabited Britain before the British came,’ I said 

(I was back in ‘English Lit’ mode again). ‘But they all died out and the country was empty 

when the British arrived.’ 

‘If the giants were descended from the Watchers,’ said Lynne, ‘then they probably did build 

the giants’ town. When was it built?’ 

‘No one knows,’ I said. 

‘But no one’s suggested that it was Caer Dathal,’ said Sue. ‘That website on the Nantlle 

valley suggests Caer Dathal was on Y Foel.’ 

Lynne looked at the map. ‘There’s certainly space for a fort up there,’ she said. ‘We should 

go and look tomorrow.’ 

‘If the weather holds, we should,’ I said. ‘The views should be marvellous.’ 

* 
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Monday 
The weather did indeed hold, and we climbed Y Foel. The views were marvellous: we could 

see across much of the story, so to speak: up Nantlle, and down to Dinas Dinlle, and Bryn 

Gwydion, and the part of the sea where Caer Arianrhod lies. The black wall of the Rivals 

barred our view further south. Looking north we could see up the coast to Anglesey, where 

Gwydion walked on the beach collecting seaweed, and we could see across country in the 

direction from which Pryderi’s army came, pursuing the stolen pigs, and the way they 

retreated with the men of Gwynedd in pursuit. 

‘It’s a lovely place,’ said Sue. She sat down on the grass and lay back, looking up at the 

sky. ‘I could sleep here!’ 

‘I’d love a sun bathe,’ said Lynne. ‘We’ve got nowhere else we have to go. Let’s have a 

rest before we set out home.’ 

So we lay down on the grass and soaked up the sun, and dozed. 

It’s so peaceful there – I felt I could stay there forever. I thought about all the places we had 

seen over the last few days … the rain-swept, God-forsaken hills above Trawsfynydd, the 

place of Blodeuwedd’s exile, which she had hated, where she had tried to find true love and 

where she had been destroyed. No, not destroyed – but exiled again. Then I thought of the 

sunny, warm west coast where the sun danced on the shining waves and the ancient forts 

stood out of the waves – or under the waves. I thought of the beauty and poverty of Nantlle 

valley, full of the ruins of the lost industrial age … but Gwydion and his story were much 

older than that. 

Then I did something that I should have done at the beginning, but it was so long since I 

last did it that it never occurred to me. I called him. 

Gwydion … where are you? 

The warm breeze blew softly, caressing my cheek. 

Where are you? Where did you go? 

He’s here, he’s here … but he’s not here. He’s distant, but he’s near. Oh, this is so 

frustrating! 

You haven’t looked everywhere: you’ve looked up to the high places, but you haven’t 

looked down. You’ve looked in the sea but not under the earth; you’ve watched the birds but 

you haven’t looked in the trees. 

He is in the deer, the wild boar and the wolves. He’s in the trees and the wind, in the sea 

and the seaweed. But he’s a storyteller, so he tells tales – he deceives, he misrepresents, he is 

not what he seems. He used to go out of Gwynedd, but now he is trapped here in Arfon, 

unable to roam the world. Who trapped him? 

I woke up and looked across the countryside to the west, over the fields to the sea. A tall 

tower rose up from a great church near the sea, and I thought: we need to visit the church 

before we go home. 

Sue and Lynne were a little reluctant to come along, as you never know what you’re going 

to find in a strange church – over the years of Watching we’ve found some very odd things, 

but I’ll save that story for another time. Anyway, eventually I drove and we managed to get 

there in one piece. I parked the car by the gate into the churchyard and we went cautiously in 

– cautiously so as not to disturb anything malicious. 

It was quiet, and had an air of peace and of a certain reserve. This was not a church where 

people would shout and dance in the aisles. We wandered around separately, each exploring 
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alone. Sue sat down in a pew to read the church guidebook; Lynne leafed through the song 

books. I went to look at the chancel windows. 

As I stood staring into the glass I was sure I heard one of the others coming into the chancel 

behind me, but then the door into the church closed. I looked round. Had the others gone out? 

– No, they were still where they had been. 

‘This place gives me the spooks,’ I said. ‘Let’s go and look at the holy well.’ 

‘Where is it?’ asked Sue. 

‘Just down the road. We can walk.’ 

We walked. The sun was still shining – a good sign, said Lynne. As we approached the well 

we could see that someone was already sitting within the structure, bent over the water, 

dressed in plain clothes, a long overshirt and casual trousers. The figure straightened up as we 

approached and welcomed us with that sideways smile that I remembered so well. 

‘Is this a delegation?’ he asked, and we all stiffened for a moment at the sound of that well-

remembered voice. 

‘Yes,’ I said. ‘We’ve been looking for you.’ 

‘You’ve been a long time finding me,’ he said, raising his eyebrows. 

I refused to be distracted. ‘You’ve been bothering Hethie. You must leave her alone. She’s 

too young.’ 

He raised his eyebrows again and looked away, down into the water. There was green scum 

on the surface, and I wondered fleetingly why no one took the trouble to keep it clean. 

Sue found her voice. ‘Why did you disappear?’ she demanded. 

‘Disappear? I didn’t disappear. You disappeared. You all did.’ 

‘You stopped coming – I couldn’t sense you any more.’ Sue was clearly still nursing a very 

deeply-felt injury. 

He looked directly at us and I could see those bright, shining eyes, in his pale face, framed 

with dark curly hair – just the same as ever, as if it were yesterday that I last saw him. 

Of course he’s a Watcher, I thought. At least, he’s related to them – descended from them. 

His mother was Dôn, the earth mother – is he related to Ra’haah, perhaps? 

‘She was my grandmother,’ he said, as if I’d spoken aloud. ‘Why shouldn’t I talk to 

Heather? She’s a very intelligent girl, just the person I need.’ 

‘For what?’ I demanded. ‘Scientific experiments?’ 

He seemed impressed. ‘Yes, well guessed! You have been coming along. Clearly his high-

and-mightiness has done you some good.’ 

I’d forgotten how withering he can be. No wonder he drove Aranrod mad! 

Lynne had remained silent, keeping her distance. Now she said thoughtfully: ‘You left 

because we met the Watchers. They drove you out.’ 

‘Hmm.’ He nodded, and it suddenly occurred to me that he could be hurt too. Of course the 

Watchers had put their marks on us, and after that we were out of bounds for any other 

spiritual liaison. 

‘But we could have still been friends,’ said Sue, her voice still full of hurt. 

‘No,’ he said, ‘we couldn’t. Your friend the high-and-mightiness saw to that!’ 

‘So you’ve been waiting for one of our children,’ I realised. ‘Why do you need help?’ 

He shook his head at me. ‘I’m not saying any more. Go and fetch Heather, and then I’ll 

explain.’ 

‘But – ’ 
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‘Fetch her. I don’t know why you’re so upset about her talking to me. She’s older than you 

were when we first met.’ He smiled suddenly, his brilliant, lovely smile, and I felt my heart 

lurch at all the childhood memories it conjured up. 

‘Where’s Aranrod?’ asked Lynne suddenly. ‘She was with you the other day, wasn’t she?’ 

He looked suddenly tired. ‘We don’t agree on a lot of things. I’ll explain to all of you when 

you bring Heather.’ 

‘We have to bring her,’ said Sue slowly, ‘because you can’t leave Arfon.’ 

‘I told you that. I can only reach you in your dreams, and that’s no good now; we need to 

talk properly. Now go and fetch her.’ He waved us away imperiously, and – as there didn’t 

seem to be anything else to do – we went. 

‘Who won that conversation?’ Sue wondered aloud as we walked back to the car. 

‘He did,’ I said, ‘but you know he always does. He has a way with words.’ 

‘He always spooked me,’ said Lynne. ‘You never quite know what he’s going to do.’ 

Sue and I looked at each other. We knew that Lynne had met Gwydion when she was a girl. 

* 

We drove back across country, which took hours and made us wish we’d gone the long way 

round to pick up the fast road. On reaching home, we were greeted by Jamie – anxious to 

inform us that Hethie was now refusing to talk to him at all – and my husband, who simply 

said: ‘I see you found him.’ 

‘Eventually.’ 

‘What does he say for himself?’ 

‘He blames you for disrupting our relationship, and he won’t explain what he’s doing 

unless we take Hethie along.’ 

‘It’s some sort of scientific experiment,’ added Sue. 

‘He’s descended from Ra’haah,’ said Lynne. ‘Are there records?’ 

Wiroan nodded. ‘Very ancient records, but no doubt Steve and Colin have gathered them 

into the library.’ 

Lynne cheered up at that – she loves ancient records – and she went off to look for Steve. I 

asked Jamie, ‘Where’s Hethie now?’ 

‘She says she’s doing her homework. I really do think she’s possessed. Should I run the 

dousing rod over her?’ 

‘No,’ I said. ‘Gwydion is too powerful for dousing rods. I’ll go and find her.’ 

‘I’ll come along,’ said Sue, and we went off together. 

We eventually found Hethie in her room, bent over her laptop, typing busily. I’d been 

impressed that she’d taught herself to touch-type over the last six months, but now it occurred 

to me to ask why she’d decided to do this – had Gwydion prompted her? 

I knocked on the door, waited for the mutter on the other side of the door which indicated 

that she’d acknowledged our presence, and went in. 

‘We’re back, love,’ I said. 

Hethie looked up briefly. ‘Have a good time?’ she asked. 

‘Yes, lovely.’ 

‘We met a friend of yours,’ said Sue. 

‘I know. He told me you were coming.’ 

Well, at least that’s an admission, I thought. ‘Did he tell you what we said?’ I asked. 

‘Yes. You don’t need to worry about me, Mum. I’m fine.’ 

‘Yes, love, but – ’ 
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‘We’re doing a project together, that’s all.’ 

I’ve heard that before, I thought. ‘A school project?’ I asked cautiously. 

‘It started as a school project, and then he had ideas of how we could improve it.’ 

‘Listen, love,’ Sue interrupted, ‘you should be careful with Gwydion. He’s very – ’ 

‘He was very upset when you went off,’ said Hethie, reproachfully. ‘He says that once you 

met the Watchers you weren’t interested in him anymore.’ (Sue gave a cry of protest, but 

Hethie continued regardless.) ‘And he needs help with this project. His big sister was 

working on it, and then he took over, and then they got stopped by this saint …’ 

‘That would be the one in the church?’ I interrupted. ‘Where we met Gwydion by the well?’ 

‘Yes, that one. And he bound them both up so they can’t leave Arfon, so now they can’t get 

on with their project. But he can hear me because I have a presence in the spiritual realms – ’ 

‘Yes, we all do in this house,’ I said. ‘Go on.’ 

‘And I started doing this school project and he came to see me in my dreams and said 

would I help him, so I said yes.’ 

‘This is why the teachers are so worried about the school project,’ I said. 

Hethie sniffed disdainfully. ‘There’s nothing to worry about.’ 

‘If Gwydion’s behind it, there’s everything to worry about,’ said Sue hotly. ‘It isn’t true that 

I went off him – he went off me.’ 

‘He says you didn’t understand,’ retorted Hethie. 

Sue opened her mouth to protest, but I interrupted. ‘So what is the school project about?’ 

Hethie frowned over her computer. ‘I’m just writing it up now.’ 

‘That doesn’t answer my question,’ I said. 

Hethie pressed ‘save’ and looked up at me. ‘We’re going to do a demonstration.’ 

‘You’re not doing anything if you don’t answer my question.’ 

Hethie frowned at me (she looks very like Jamie’s spouse when she frowns). ‘We’re going 

to do a demonstration tomorrow. You can come along if you like.’ 

The trouble with being mother to a bunch of half demon/angels, or whatever the Watchers 

are, is that I can’t force the children to do anything: they’re all stuffed full of attitude and I-

know-better-than-you-Mum. Generally I resort to persuasion or blackmail, but this time I just 

gave in to the inevitable. 

‘We’d love to come,’ I said. ‘Wouldn’t we, Sue?’ 

‘How many people are involved in this project?’ asked Sue. 

‘All my class,’ said Hethie. ‘Tomorrow is project report day. Now can you go away and let 

me finish this?’ 

So we apologised and slipped out the room, and then wondered whatever happened to 

parental authority. 

* 

Tuesday 
The presentation of the class summer term projects took place in the school hall the following 

afternoon. Apparently all the parents had been invited, but Hethie had suppressed the letter of 

invitation to me and her fathers: ‘In case the project didn’t work. I didn’t want you to feel 

silly coming to see a failed project.’ 

‘Very thoughtful, darling,’ I said. ‘So does the project work?’ 

‘You’ll see,’ said my youngest, firmly but refusing to meet my eye. 
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I suggested that Wiroan, Haacleh or Jamie would like to come to see what Hethie had been 

up to, but my husband and Jamie’s spouse said they would rather not see their suspicions 

confirmed and I could tell them the worst later. Jamie agreed with some trepidation. Sue and 

Lynne (whose children are older than Hethie) agreed to come to support me, just in case. 

There are four classes in the year and Hethie’s class was on last, so we had plenty of time to 

weigh up the quality of the other projects. The children had produced posters and models, and 

they also gave a presentation. We were treated to carefully rehearsed speeches about poverty 

in the developing world and how to resolve it, the evils of the arms race and how this could 

be halted; an exposition on climate change and what humans can do about it (I felt Jamie’s 

thought: Do we want to do anything about it? The world cooler now than it was a thousand 

years ago) and how to enforce democracy in non-democratic countries. It was all very 

idealistic and well-intentioned, completely impractical and rather sweet. 

We all applauded the democracy project. Then Hethie got up and gestured her class mates 

to their feet. One of the boys stepped forward to read from a script. 

‘From the dawn of human society, humans have dreamed of creating the perfect human. 

Mary Shelley wrote her novel Frankenstein or the Modern Prometheus over two centuries 

ago, but the artificial creation of humans remains a dream. Genetic modification offers the 

hope of correcting some of the natural failings of the human body, but objections on moral 

grounds are a stumbling block.’ 

A girl came forward to continue. ‘The solution is to create a new creature without genetic 

manipulation. Frankenstein created his monster using parts of humans, but we wanted to 

create a creature from scratch.’ 

There was absolute silence in the hall as the children explained how each of them had taken 

a piece of living tissue – a scraping from inside their mouth – and put it into a petrie dish with 

a chemical mixture which they had taken from ‘an old book in Heather Watcher’s home 

library.’ They explained that the book described an ancient historical attempt to create life, 

but they didn’t explain which chemicals they had used. They described how the cells had 

grown and multiplied ‘but of course this doesn’t make a human, only a collection of cells. 

The next step was to imprint it with a pattern for it to grow into.’ 

I looked at my friends. ‘I have a bad feeling about this,’ I said, sotto voce. 

‘Surely they can’t have got any results yet,’ whispered Sue. 

The children explained that they had artificially impregnated a female mouse with some of 

the cells they had grown, and the mouse had produced baby mice, ‘but they died soon after 

birth.’ At the end of the presentation, Hethie stepped forward to sum up the project. 

‘We have been very pleased by the success of the project so far, using the ancient formula 

as a catalyst. The next stage is that we need a suitable artificial womb so that we can check up 

on the growth day by day, because obviously we can’t see what’s happening inside a mouse. 

If this process can be perfected then it will eventually be possible to produce babies without 

needing a male and female and without going through all the risks of pregnancy and 

childbirth, which cause so much danger to the mother. Every year over three hundred 

thousand women die in pregnancy or childbirth and thousands more are seriously injured. If 

children could be produced without genetic defects and without the dangers and pain or 

childbirth, just think what a benefit it would be to humanity. Thank you for listening.’ 

There was a long silence when she sat down, and then a short burst of loud, somewhat 

forced applause. Then the head-of-year teacher came forward to congratulate all the children 

on their projects and to ask us to applaud them all again (which we did). We were then 
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invited to walk around the hall to read the posters and look at the models which the children 

had produced. 

The louder and more assertive parents immediately headed for the poster and models 

designed by Hethie’s class, and a babble of troubled and indignant voices arose around it. 

Realising that we had little chance of getting anywhere near the poster, I turned to find Hethie 

and saw that Lynne and Jamie had already detained her. 

‘What in hell have you been up to?’ demanded Jamie. ‘If you want to create life, you 

should talk to your dads.’ 

Hethie’s face set in stubborn denial. ‘We don’t want that sort of creation. We want to do 

human science – the sort of thing humans can do.’ 

‘It’s dangerous,’ exclaimed Lynne. ‘You know how much of a mess of it the Watchers 

made. We spend all our time trying to sort it out.’ 

‘That’s what Gwydion said,’ retorted Hethie. ‘He said we could sort it out. But we’re 

starting with a small thing and building up.’ 

‘Gwydion is just a self-satisfied – ’ 

‘No, he isn’t. He and his sister were trying to improve humans, but it all went wrong.’ 

‘It’s very impressive,’ I said, ‘but isn’t it a bit advanced for your age?’ 

Hethie snorted. ‘What age? Gwydion said I’m the child of the ages.’ 

‘Gwydion is a self-serving, lying – ’ Lynne was getting quite het-up, but Hethie was 

unperturbed. 

Sue came up to join us. ‘Some of the models are very impressive,’ she said. ‘I like the one 

of the artificial womb. I could have done with one of those!’ 

‘Auntie Sue,’ said Hethie firmly. ‘Do you agree that this is a useful project? After all, you 

nearly died when you had Aaron.’ 

Sue nodded. ‘It could be.’ 

‘Good,’ said Hethie, nodding. ‘Then you can come with me and talk to Gwydion and he’ll 

explain.’ 

* 

Friday 
Come with her, indeed! We had to take her – she couldn’t get to Arfon by herself. After some 

discussion we decided to return by car to where we’d met Gwydion before, rather than 

jumping there Watcher-style, or trying to go by train or bus. The reason for this was largely 

that Sue, Lynne and I were not sure we believed that Hethie would be able to find Gwydion, 

and we wanted more freedom of movement than Watcher-jumping would give us. 

Hethie insisted that we hire the red car again. When Sue suggested that green would blend 

into the landscape more effectively, she just snorted in disdain. 

So we drove across country – we three women taking it in turn to drive, while Hethie dozed 

in the back seat. It was a long journey, and the weather began to deteriorate as we reached the 

north coast of Gwynedd. The traffic became so bad that Sue began to plot us an alternative 

route across country, and we took the risk of leaving the main road to strike through the hills. 

It should have been easy enough in good weather, but as it got darker and darker and the rain 

and wind grew more intense, we began to feel anxious. 

‘Are you sure this is the right road?’ asked Lynne, from the back seat. 

‘Yes,’ said Sue, staring at the map. ‘I know where we are.’ 
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‘Just as well,’ I said, peering through the slashing windscreen wipers and the pouring rain, 

‘because I can’t see a thing.’ 

We were proceeding slowly along a lane with ditches on either side, flanked by loose-stone 

walls. The occasional hawthorn bush grew in the shelter of the ditch at the road side. The lane 

was narrow, but at least there seemed to be no other traffic … 

Whomph! From out of nowhere, a vast dark shape appeared, driving much too fast straight 

towards us – I spun the wheel, and the car careered off the road and into a hawthorn bush. 

The huge black vehicle thundered past and vanished into the storm in a shower of spray. 

‘What was that?’ exclaimed Lynne from the back seat. 

‘Lorry travelling without lights,’ said Sue. She folded up the map and looked at me. ‘Are 

you all right, Jules?’ 

I put the car into neutral, put on the handbrake and turned off the ignition. ‘Wait a moment.’ 

I wiped my sweating hands on my lap, pulled a handkerchief out of my coat pocket and blew 

my nose. ‘Let’s look at the damage.’ I undid my seat belt and climbed out of the car. 

Sue and Lynne followed me out into the rain; Hethie, awakened by the commotion, elected 

to stay in the car. We three women examined the front of the vehicle. 

‘It seems all right,’ said Sue doubtfully. ‘Can we get out of the bush and back on the road?’ 

‘I’ll start it,’ said Lynne. ‘You two push.’ 

I handed her the keys and she got into the car. With a little reverse power and a certain 

amount of persuasion from us, the car went back up the slope and on to the tarmac. Then we 

two took refuge in the vehicle – Sue navigating, me in the back – and we proceeded. 

‘You could have helped push,’ I reproached Hethie. 

She yawned. ‘I knew you’d be OK.’ She smiled sleepily. ‘That was just a reminder.’ 

‘Of what?’ I demanded. 

‘Gwydion doesn’t have to let us in if he doesn’t want to.’ 

‘Friendly of him. So now we’ve been allowed in?’ 

‘Yes.’ Hethie snuggled down again and closed her eyes. ‘Wake me up when we get there.’ 

‘There being the well?’ 

‘Well?’ Hethie opened her eyes and looked directly at me in surprise. 

‘It’s where we met him last time.’ 

Hethie looked blank for a moment, then nodded. ‘OK. Possibly the well.’ She closed her 

eyes. ‘See you later.’ 

‘OK,’ I said to Sue and Lynne, ‘it seems that Hethie has arranged to meet him by the well 

where we met him last time.’ 

Before we went there, however, we went in search of a bed-and-breakfast. This could take 

some time, and we wanted to ensure we had a base. Then we set out for the well.  

It was still raining, but the rain was slackening off as we drove into the village, and it was 

possible to walk to the well with the hoods on our rain-proof jackets down. When we reached 

the well, however, we found a family there – and no sign of Gwydion. We exchanged 

greetings and retreated. 

‘So, where is he?’ I demanded. 

Hethie looked blank for a moment, then said: ‘It’s not raining in the church.’ 

We went back to the church, and there – sitting in one of the pews – was Gwydion. He got 

up as we entered, and smiled a welcome. Hethie ran to him and he greeted her with a hug, 

‘My flower-maiden!’, and a kiss on the cheek. 

‘May we sit down?’ I asked. 
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He gestured at the pews. ‘Please do.’ 

‘We’ve seen Hethie’s project,’ said Lynne, as she seated herself in a pew across the aisle 

from him, ‘and you’re trying to create an artificial womb.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Growing babies asexually rather than through sexual reproduction.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘In the story, you had a box at the foot of your bed where you grew the baby who turned 

into Lleu,’ said Sue. ‘Was that an artificial womb?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘But you got the material from your sister.’ 

‘Yes. It was Aranrod’s project.’ 

‘I see! That makes sense.’ Sue became animated, waving her arms about excitedly. ‘She 

was going to produce children asexually – so she was a virgin! When your uncle asked her 

and she said she was a virgin, she wasn’t lying. She was a virgin – but she was carrying 

children.’ 

‘And I didn’t know,’ said Gwydion. ‘She hadn’t told me about her experiment.’ 

‘That’s why she was so angry with you, and blamed you for everything, and wouldn’t 

acknowledge Lleu.’ Sue shook her head ruefully. ‘You would never have suggested that she 

come to your uncle’s court if you’d known.’ 

‘You should have kept your uncle out of it,’ said Lynne. ‘He was nothing but trouble.’ 

Gwydion was regarding us with amusement. ‘You have good memories,’ he said. ‘For 

women who claim not to care – ’ 

‘You broke off communication.’ Lynne brushed his comment aside. ‘So your sister was in 

the middle of a big scientific experiment, to develop babies asexually, and you tried to get her 

a place at court and messed up her experiment. And she was furious.’ 

‘But the first child was successful,’ said Sue. ‘She could have gone on with it.’ 

‘She said the womb wasn’t safe,’ said Gwydion. 

‘So you used an artificial womb for Lleu. And it worked.’ 

‘Yes, we got a fast-developing human boy who grew twice as fast and learned twice as 

quickly as a normal child.’ 

‘But your sister was furious at your interfering and wouldn’t co-operate. She tried to stop 

your experiment.’ 

‘She told me the first child was unstable and the second one was unbalanced. The first one 

had to be terminated early.’ 

‘His uncle killed him,’ I remembered. ‘The story says it was an accident.’ 

Gwydion shook his head. ‘Not entirely an accident.’ 

‘But Lleu was lovely! A perfect child.’ 

Gwydion shook his head again. ‘He couldn’t reproduce.’ 

‘Sterile?’ asked Sue. 

‘He could reproduce asexually, but not sexually. The built-in protections – he was designed 

to be indestructible – meant that he couldn’t produce valid sperm. That was why he couldn’t 

have a wife.’ 

‘So you made him one, from flowers,’ Heather interjected. ‘She was lovely.’ 

‘But you overdid it,’ I said. ‘You made her too human.’ 
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‘I bet it was your uncle’s fault,’ said Sue. ‘He helped you, didn’t he? Did he have lots of 

ideas about how to improve her? And the result was that you got a realistic woman who had 

her own ideas.’ 

Gwydion smiled. ‘I told you – you’ve improved a lot since I last saw you.’ 

‘So she was never meant to be a real wife,’ mused Lynne. ‘She was decoration.’ 

‘A warrior-king has to have a wife,’ I said. ‘So you had to give him one. Then I guess you 

would have designed children for him in due course.’ 

‘Why wouldn’t Aranrod help?’ asked Sue. ‘You’d proved that her idea worked.’ 

‘She said I was pushing ahead too quickly. Lleu was only a prototype – we should have 

terminated him. But I was fond of him.’ 

‘Oh, Gwydion,’ said Hethie, and patted his arm. 

We all looked at him sympathetically. Poor Gwydion. His experiment had been too 

successful: he had thought of Lleu as his own child, although he was really a scientific 

creation. And then everything had got out of hand. 

‘You didn’t even terminate Blodeuwedd,’ said Sue. ‘You just changed her so that she 

couldn’t do any more damage.’ 

‘Why didn’t Aranrod do any more experiments?’ I asked. 

‘She did,’ said her brother. ‘We worked together for a long time.’ 

‘What happened?’ we all asked. 

‘Something went badly wrong.’ 

‘You didn’t manage to blow the place up?’ I ventured. ‘Destroy the hill-top towns and flood 

your sister’s castle?’ 

He was rueful. ‘Something like that. And now we’re trapped here.’ 

‘Who trapped you?’ asked Sue. 

‘In a way – we trapped ourselves.’ 

We three women exchanged glances. Hethie was looking at Gwydion with worship in her 

eyes – clearly she hadn’t questioned this, or what Gwydion was still doing in Arfon 

thousands of years after the events described in the Mabinogion. 

‘You blew yourselves up in the disaster,’ said Lynne tartly. ‘Because you’re descended 

from the Watchers you can’t be annihilated, but you can only have physical form in Arfon. 

Outside Arfon you’re just ghosts.’ 

‘What were you trying to do?’ demanded Sue. 

Gwydion shrugged: ‘It doesn’t matter now.’ 

We eyed him sceptically. If his big sister and he had succeeded in flooding a large section 

of Arfon and wiping out the giants, it was probably better not to think about what they had 

been trying to do. 

‘You two killed everyone, but you survived,’ I said. ‘What have you been doing since 

then?’ 

‘We’ve been watching over the land,’ he said. 

‘The Battle of the Trees?’ 

‘That’s part of it.’ 

‘And you’ve been trying to go on with your experiments by persuading people to help you. 

But you couldn’t persuade people.’ 

‘I know,’ said Sue, brightly. ‘You fell foul of the saints. They bound you up.’ 

‘Not exactly. They restricted what we could do.’ 
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‘So you’ve been waiting for them to lose their power. Which meant waiting for people to 

stop believing in their power. But people still believe in them.’ 

‘Not so much as they did,’ said Gwydion. ‘And they believe in science now. So we can 

press on with our work.’ 

‘Are you trying to recreate the giants?’ asked Lynne suspiciously. 

‘Of course.’ 

‘And the improvements you were trying to make?’ 

‘They’re going to make humans much better,’ said Hethie. ‘Make them taller and stronger 

and make them live longer – and use artificial wombs and breed out all the defects and 

allergies and inherited conditions.’ 

‘I’d have thought you’d learned your lesson last time,’ I said. ‘Are you trying to recreate 

Lleu and Blodeuwedd?’ 

‘They were physically perfect but emotional cripples,’ said Lynne. ‘How are you going to 

get the emotion right?’ 

‘Humans really are better left alone,’ said Sue. ‘Meddling with the design only causes 

trouble.’ 

‘That’s why we need help,’ said Gwydion. ‘That’s why I asked Heather to help us.’ 

We three women exchanged glances, and then looked at Hethie, who was exchanging 

loving glances with Gwydion. I sighed in exasperation. 

‘We need to talk to your big sister,’ I said. 

He shot me a look. ‘Aranrod prefers to let me do the talking.’ 

‘We need to talk to her,’ I said. ‘We’re not taking this on trust. We want to know what 

you’re up to.’ 

‘Where is Aranrod?’ asked Sue. 

Gwydion shrugged. ‘She’ll be down on the beach.’ 

‘You go and look for her,’ said Hethie. ‘I’ll stay here with Gwydion.’ 

‘You’re coming with us,’ I said. 

‘She’ll be safe with me,’ said Gwydion. 

I didn’t trust him, but – to be honest – what could he do? He’s only a semblance, a ghost – 

not a real being. I got to my feet. 

‘OK. You two had better be here when we come back.’ 

‘Or else what?’ demanded Hethie. 

‘Or else I’ll set your fathers on to you.’ 

‘Are you sure this is wise?’ demanded Lynne, as we shut the door of the church behind us. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘but we need to find out what they’re really up to, and I don’t trust Gwydion.’ 

‘I never did,’ said Lynne firmly. 

That probably meant that she’d been badly burned. Sue just said, ‘Well, I’ve always wanted 

to meet his sister. I wonder how we’ll recognise her?’ 

* 

As it turned out, Aranrod was easy enough to find. She was walking on the beach near the 

church, picking up pebbles. She looked like a young woman with long dark red hair with a 

slight curl in it, and a strong-featured face; she was wearing a calf-length green dress, belted 

at the waist, and was barefoot on the sand. She nodded at us as we came up. 

Sue was about to break into a formal greeting, but she held up a hand to cut her short. ‘Did 

you enjoy your voyage to my castle?’ she asked. 

Sue smiled. ‘It was lovely.’ 
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‘I thought you would like the unicorn boat.’ 

‘I’m sorry your castle is a ruin.’ 

She shrugged. ‘It’s still there, out of time. We can go there, if you want to talk.’ 

‘We can talk here,’ I said. ‘The beach is quiet enough.’ 

‘It’s nice to be outdoors in the sunshine,’ added Lynne. 

Aranrod shrugged. ‘As you like. What has my no-good brother been telling you?’ 

‘He wants my daughter to help you with your experiments,’ I said. ‘She’s very keen. I wish 

he’d leave girls alone.’ 

She laughed. ‘He’s still looking for the ideal flower-girl. Your daughter is Heather, right?’ 

I nodded. 

‘So she’s a flower. But she’s also clever and inventive, which is what we need.’ 

‘What are you doing?’ I insisted. ‘I don’t want Hethie tied up in some genetic engineering 

scheme that’s going to result in world-wide disaster.’ 

‘You are imaginative, aren’t you?’ She laughed at me. 

‘No,’ said Sue, coming to my rescue. ‘We’ve read the story. Dylan was genetically 

engineered, wasn’t he? A sea-going human. But he died – or he was terminated.’ 

Aranrod stopped laughing at that, and frowned at us. ‘I stopped that line of research.’ 

‘You had to stop it, because you had no means of obtaining material,’ said Lynne. ‘Once 

you’d destroyed everything, you had no bodies to use.’ 

Aranrod tossed her head. ‘Destroyed? What do you mean?’ 

‘What happened to the giants?’ asked Lynne. ‘The children of the Watchers? Everyone 

died. The cities on the hills – everyone was killed.’ 

Aranrod was silent for a moment, then said: ‘There was a natural disaster.’ 

‘Was it a disease? A tsunami? A nuclear bomb?’ 

‘Was everyone poisoned with arsenic from the tin mines?’ asked Sue. 

‘There was a disease,’ said Aranrod. ‘A poison. It came with the traders from overseas.’ 

She turned away from us. ‘I tried to find a treatment – an inoculation against it.’ 

‘And it killed everyone,’ said Lynne. 

‘Everyone,’ she said softly. ‘And then the storms came, and washed everything away.’ 

‘But you survived,’ said Sue. 

‘We – survived in a sense,’ said Aranrod. 

‘You can’t die,’ I said. ‘You’re the children of the sky-mother.’ 

‘We had to decontaminate everything,’ said Aranrod, as if she hadn’t heard me. ‘There 

were just a few of us survivors – we had to clean up everything, so that there was not a trace 

left. And then the others died – they had no hope to live for. There was just me and my little 

brother.’ 

‘And you want to grow them again,’ I said, ‘but you don’t have any material, because you 

lost your physical bodies. So you need Watcher’s children to provide the material, which 

means you want Hethie and her brothers and sisters. But what are your experiments going to 

do to them?’ 

Aranrod looked me in the eye. ‘Nothing,’ she said. ‘We just want a few cells, a scraping 

from the inside of their mouth, or a little hair, or a broken fingernail.’ 

Where had I read that you should never trust a woman who looks you in the eye? ‘And then 

what happens?’ I asked. 

‘We will grow the cells in the incubators that we’ve been working on all these centuries: 

artificial wombs that will form them into children.’ 
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‘Like Dylan and Lleu,’ said Sue. 

Aranrod sniffed in disdain. ‘Much better than that.’ 

‘There’s a catch,’ said Lynne. ‘There’s always a catch.’ 

Aranrod laughed – madly, merrily. ‘There’s no catch! Why are you so suspicious?’ 

I thought: because we all know your brother too well, that’s why. I said: ‘Because we’re 

naturally untrusting. Thanks for the information. We’ll go back and find my daughter now – 

we need to be getting on.’ 

I forced myself not to run back to the church, but I needn’t have worried: Hethie and 

Gwydion were still sitting in the church, talking. It struck me that one of Gwydion’s 

attractions for my daughter was that he was an adult who treated her with respect – unlike her 

parents, or her siblings. Clearly I needed to make her get out more. 

‘Hi, Mum,’ said Hethie, pre-empting anything I might have been about to say. ‘We’re just 

discussing incubators.’ 

‘We’re not housing anything,’ I said quickly. ‘There are enough experiments going on at 

home without yours too.’ 

‘We’ll house it,’ said Gwydion. ‘I just need some cellular material.’ 

Hethie put her hands to her hair and broke off few strands. ‘Like this,’ she said, handing 

them to him. Gwydion nodded, and put them away in a pocket. 

‘Your hair is dead,’ said Sue. ‘You need living cells, don’t you?’ 

Gwydion gave her one of his smiles. ‘So, will you contribute?’ 

‘Surely if you wanted our help you would have asked,’ I said quickly. ‘Come on, Hethie – 

we need to be getting back.’ 

‘Back where? I thought we were staying the night?’ 

This was true, so I amended: ‘We need to go and find something to eat, and talk about this.’ 

‘You just want to talk me out of it,’ said Hethie. 

At this point we were interrupted; the church door opened, and a man entered: wearing a 

dark suit, with a white dog-collar – clearly the minister. 

‘Good afternoon,’ said Lynne, going over greet him, ‘This is a beautiful church.’ 

‘Good day to you,’ he replied. ‘Have you been looking round?’ Then he saw Gwydion and 

nodded at him. ‘Did you find the keys?’ he asked. 

Gwydion smiled: that charming, seductive smile. ‘Yes – they were in the well, of all places. 

I left them in the bowl in the vestry.’ He gestured towards that room. 

‘This young man,’ said the minister to us, ‘Is our security officer. He keeps an eye on the 

church and finds things that go missing – and when we had some trouble with thefts, he 

found the perpetrators.’ 

Gwydion smiled, the sort of smile that boded no good for the thieves. I wondered what had 

happened to them. 

Then the minister noticed Hethie standing beside Gwydion, with her hand on his shoulder. 

‘Ah: should I know these visitors? Friends of yours?’ 

Gwydion shook his head briefly. ‘They’re my cousins.’ (I suppose this is true – Ra’haah is 

his grandmother and sister to two of Hethie’s fathers.) ‘This is Heather – her mother Julie – 

Sue – Lynne.’ I half expected him to say ‘Old flames of mine,’ but he didn’t; sparing our 

blushes – and his own. 

The minister smiled warmly and stepped forward to shake our hands, one after the other. 

‘So you’re Gwydion’s cousins! I’m glad to meet you at last. Are you visiting the area?’ 

‘We came to see Gwydion and his sister,’ I said. ‘We have some catching up to do.’ 
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‘Where are you staying?’ 

‘In a guest house just down the road,’ said Lynne. 

‘The Willow Tree?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Mrs Williams will certainly look after you well. Is she giving you tea?’ 

He meant the evening meal. ‘No,’ I said, ‘we were just going to go and look for it.’ 

‘Perhaps you’d like to bring your cousins to tea?’ said the minister to Gwydion. ‘We need 

to discuss that new security system, and your sister promised to bring Beth some of her 

flower syrup.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Gwydion, serious now, ‘I’ll remind her about it.’ 

‘We can’t just drop in at a moment’s notice,’ said Sue quickly. 

‘Of course you must come,’ said the minister. ‘Gwydion has told us so much about you! 

We can’t expect our friends to go wandering around looking for hospitality.’ 

‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘we’d love to come.’ So now, I realised, we knew how Aranrod and 

Gwydion had survived all these centuries without their own people; they had made 

themselves indispensable to the society in which they now lived. And of course Gwydion, as 

we know from the Mabinogion, is the best guest in the world: full of amusing anecdotes and 

entertaining conversation. 

Tea was somewhat surreal. We sat in a stone-built rectory around a solid wooden dining 

table with a white lace tablecloth, eating bread-and-butter with ham and cheese, and flat fruit 

griddle cakes (‘Welsh cakes’) followed by cake and fruit tea cake (the Welsh version is called 

Bara Brith) smothered in real, unsalted butter. We drank tea – even Lynne drank it, although 

normally she won’t touch the stuff – and Hethie had a glass of milk, which again she 

normally won’t touch. The conversation was genteel and proper: Aranrod talked to Beth (the 

rector’s wife) about gardening and the best way to make her flower syrup, which was good 

against colds and ‘flu; and Gwydion told light-hearted and amusing anecdotes to entertain 

Hethie and we three ‘ladies’, as the minister called us. As we sat there, smiling at Gwydion’s 

anecdotes and listening with half an ear to Beth and Aranrod discussing bees, I thought to 

myself that we were a long way from Frankenstein’s monster, genetic manipulation or even 

Aranrod as warrior woman (lady of the castle) and Gwydion as warrior magician (winning 

single combats by using magic). It was hardly the atmosphere of the heroic age. 

The minister – the Reverend, but he told us to call him Mr Roberts – asked Hethie about her 

school, and Gwydion turned to me, caught my eye and raised his eyebrows. I felt his thought: 

‘You’re looking harassed.’ 

Harassed? Me? Now, what have I got to be harassed about? 

‘You always did over-react,’ he said – in my thoughts, not out loud. ‘You’ve never learnt to 

take things as they come.’ 

‘Like blowing up a kingdom?’ 

‘We didn’t blow it up.’ He was smiling, casual. 

‘So, you just poisoned everyone.’ 

‘No! Jules – you take yourself far too seriously. I would have thought his high-and-

mightiness would have cured you of that.’ A pause. ‘On second thoughts – maybe not.’ 

‘I’m wondering what you are getting Hethie into.’ 

His smile broadened: his thought said: ‘Nothing,’ – and then we weren’t in the dining room 

anymore, but on an open hill top, in the wind and the rain. 

‘Ouch,’ I said. ‘Couldn’t we go back to the nice warm house?’ 
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He shrugged. ‘We are there. But this is more private for talking. Come down here.’ He took 

my arm and steered me into a hollow in the rocks, out of the wind, and pulled me down to sit 

next to him on the stones. He put an arm around me; my head rested on his shoulder. 

‘That’s better,’ he said, and I felt him relax. 

‘You hypocrite,’ I said, but now I was smiling despite myself. ‘You could have done that 

ages ago.’ 

‘I can’t compete with his high and mightiness, can I?’ he said, and hugged me a bit closer. 

‘If you’d been there when I wanted you, you wouldn’t have had to,’ I said. 

‘It was no good,’ he said. ‘He’d already marked you out.’ 

‘Liar,’ I wanted to say, ‘you’re just making excuses. You never commit to any one person – 

you can’t bear to be tied down.’ But I couldn’t say it; he always did have that effect on me. I 

think he has the same effect on all the girls. I closed my eyes and fell asleep, my head on his 

shoulder and a peaceful smile on my lips. 

Of course Hethie would be all right – of course Gwydion wouldn’t harm her – of course he 

meant no harm – of course nothing could possibly go wrong … 

I opened my eyes. ‘I don’t know why I ever trust you,’ I said sleepily. 

‘You don’t,’ he said, cheerfully. ‘But Hethie will be perfectly safe. She’ll make sure of 

that.’ 

‘What are you doing with her?’ I asked. 

‘She’s providing some genetic material – her hair – and her intellect. She’s full of ideas.’ 

‘How far has this thing gone?’ I wondered. 

He pulled me to my feet. ‘Come and see.’ 

He led me through a narrow crack in the rocks – through a door – and we emerged into a 

large room, dimly lit, apparently by concealed lighting. There were rows of laboratory 

benches down the room and on them glass boxes – and in the boxes were small shapes, 

floating in liquid. 

‘An improvement on the box at the end of my bed,’ said Gwydion, smiling at my 

amazement. ‘And much more efficient than Aranrod trying to grow them inside herself.’ 

‘Artificial wombs?’ 

‘Yes! I can see you’re impressed.’ He was obviously very pleased with my reaction. 

‘How far gone are they – I mean, when do they hatch? Or whatever they do?’ 

‘A few months yet.’ He laughed: ‘I haven’t been talking to Hethie for very long, you 

know.’ 

‘No – so this is all from her hair?’ 

‘Physical cellular material from the children of Dana.’ 

He meant the Watchers’ children. ‘Are you growing an army, or something?’ 

His tone was mocking. ‘Armies are for losers. If you have to fight, you’ve already lost the 

argument.’ 

‘So how would you win?’ I asked, but I already knew the answer to that one: ‘By 

negotiation, deal-making, trickery and magic.’ 

‘Less of the magic,’ he said. ‘It’s a lot of effort.’ 

And that would never do, I thought. 

He caught the thought: ‘Unnecessary effort,’ he corrected himself. ‘And we aren’t fighting 

a war. We’re only creating improved people.’ 

‘Giants,’ I said. 

‘Not particularly in size – in intellect, yes.’ 
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I walked down the rows looking into the glass tanks, at each little embryo, floating in 

nutritious fluid. They slept encased in the liquid, smiling a little in their sleep, moving their 

little limbs. He stood watching me, waiting for me to walk back to him. 

‘They’re very sweet,’ I said, as I rejoined him at the head of the room. 

‘So may I borrow Heather, to help with the project?’ His tone was teasing. 

‘I’d still rather you didn’t.’ 

‘No?’ Why not?’ His eyes were bright; his expression hurt and yet curious. 

‘Stop it,’ I said, ‘you know why.’ 

‘You can’t be jealous,’ he said, putting his arms about me and drawing me into his 

embrace, ‘because Aranrod and I need our own people’s cellular material for this project, and 

you’re human – not related to us.’ 

‘I know. You know why.’ 

‘Silly thing,’ he said, holding me close, ‘you never did trust me.’ 

‘You didn’t deserve to be trusted. You disappeared – and now I find you were after Lynne 

and Sue as well …’ 

‘But of course. The three of you were very attractive on the spiritual plane. Your spiritual 

voices were calling – and I answered – but Lynne retreated very quickly. She’s far too afraid 

of making a fool of herself. And then her god-demon got hold of her – whatever he calls 

himself…’ 

‘You upset Sue.’ 

‘Whatever she says and whatever she believes, she was always more interested in that dog-

headed god-demon of hers.’ 

‘And I … you disappeared.’ 

‘I did not disappear. You were snatched from me by – well, obviously I couldn’t compete.’ 

‘No, obviously not.’ I had to grant him that. Wiroan is obviously a lot more powerful than 

Gwydion. But still: ‘You disappeared,’ I persisted. 

‘I’m not disappearing now,’ he said, and kissed me. 

I really shouldn’t be such a sucker for plausible, sweet-talking spirits. But there it is: that’s 

how I got sucked in by Wiroan, and why I and my friends are now Watchers-by-marriage and 

helping them to watch over Creation forever, rather than living out our lives as respectable 

humans on Earth. 

* 

(Sue) 
I noticed that Jules and Gwydion had gone, but before I could say anything Beth spoke to 

Lynne about something – something Church-related, which immediately distracted her 

attention – Mr Roberts spoke to Hethie about her school, and Aranrod turned to me and said, 

‘I need to fetch something – do come with me.’ Before I could object, she had taken my left 

hand and pulled me up: and we were in another room, a vaulted room, very light and airy, all 

painted white with just a few flowers decorating the walls and ceiling, and large arched 

windows overlooking the sea. The sun was shining outside, and I could hear the waves 

washing and gulls crying. We were in Aranrod’s castle. 

I must have been looking around me with my mouth open, because she said, ‘You could 

have come here before if you’d stepped out of the boat.’ 

‘I’d left Jules and Lynne on the shore,’ I said. ‘I wanted to get back to them.’ 

‘They should have come with you, then! I wanted you to come in. I wanted a word with you 

before you met my brother.’ 
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I wasn’t sure whether I should trust her, so I just said, ‘Well, now I’m here – what was it 

you wanted to say?’ 

‘Your friend Jules needn’t worry about her daughter. We just need some of her hair, 

because it contains the cellular code for our people.’ 

‘I think Gwydion is doing more than taking hair,’ I said cautiously. 

‘Oh, he’s only amusing her,’ said Aranrod, shrugging. ‘He likes children. I know you’ve 

read all about how he brought up Lleu.’ 

‘You didn’t like it,’ I ventured. 

‘No, of course not. He’d wrecked my experiment and I was done with the whole thing. And 

now he was trying to take it over. It was a complete non-starter and I just wanted to wipe it 

all out and start again.’ 

‘But Lleu was a great success, in the end,’ I ventured again. 

‘He was sterile,’ said Aranrod. ‘He was a dead end.’ 

‘I thought–’ 

‘He was named after the Irish god, you know,’ said Aranrod carelessly. 

‘I’d guessed that,’ I said. 

‘I remember you were rather keen on Lugh?’ 

‘Did Gwydion tell you that?’ I asked indignantly. 

‘Oh, yes! He was rather keen on you. On all three of you, at one time. Of course it didn’t 

last. You three were snapped up by the great ones – I suppose it was inevitable. But the 

advantage is that now your children have the physical characteristics of their fathers. We 

don’t need much of that to reproduce it.’ 

‘And rebuild the giants.’ 

‘Exactly! You were always the clever one.’ 

She was flattering me, and this made me anxious. What was she after? I thought of my 

husband – Teloan had taught me how to channel spiritual and physical forces. Could I read 

what Aranrod was trying to do?’ 

Immediately I realised that we were not in the here-and-now. Aranrod had slipped us into a 

place and time where her castle has not been washed away under the sea. I could get back to 

my own here-and-now, but while I was here the normal physical laws were restricted. I 

couldn’t read her clearly. 

I thought of my husband. What would he tell me to do? 

Aranrod was watching me, her eyes alert, but she didn’t say anything. I wondered what she 

was calculating. 

‘Where’s Jules?’ I asked. ‘She went off with Gwydion.’ 

‘He took her to see the laboratory,’ said Aranrod. ‘She can see what we’re doing with the 

cells Heather gave us.’ 

‘We can’t help you,’ I said quickly. ‘You know we can’t take part in your experiments, 

because we’re just normal humans.’ 

‘Jules is particularly fertile,’ said Aranrod, thoughtfully. 

‘Not at the moment,’ I said. ‘Wiroan locked up her eggs. She said enough children is 

enough.’ 

‘Did she? How many children do they have?’ 

‘They’re not all just Wiroan’s,’ I said. ‘They have more than one father.’ 
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‘Yes, that’s what I thought,’ said Aranrod. ‘I tested the first hair sample that Heather gave 

us. There are at least two different sets of cellular patterning from the great ones in there. 

That’s why Julie’s children are particularly valuable to us.’ 

‘She isn’t going to have any more children. Not for a long time. No matter what Gwydion 

tries to talk her into. She can’t.’ 

‘I wouldn’t be so sure,’ said Aranrod thoughtfully. 

‘I’m going back to the tea table,’ I said, and went. The room was still just as we’d left it – 

Mr Roberts was talking to Hethie and his wife was talking to Lynne. Aranrod reappeared a 

moment after I did, and got up to refill the teapot. But Gwydion and Jules were nowhere to be 

seen. 

Where were they? I was getting worried. Had Gwydion managed to talk Jules into 

something? She seems so hard-headed, but she’s a terrible romantic really. That’s how she’s 

got three men running round after her. 

* 

(Hethie) 
I was cross with Mum. She’d been reading my diary (Gwydion told me), and she’d come 

barging in on my romance, my own little romance, the first one I’d ever had. Gwydion is so 

lovely, but of course he was still mad on my mum, and the moment he saw she’s still 

interested in him he wanted her back. I could see he still likes me, but he was looking all 

greedy-eyes at Mum. 

Then he said in my mind, ‘I’ll show your mum the experiment,’ and the next moment they 

were both gone and I had to stay behind and entertain Mr Roberts. 

Now, Mr Roberts is very nice and asked lots of intelligent questions, but I wanted to know 

where Gwydion had gone and what he was doing with Mum. I had an idea it was something 

they shouldn’t. But I couldn’t get away. Mr Roberts kept talking and I wished I could twist 

time like my dads can so I could be in two places at once, but I haven’t learnt how to do it 

yet. 

So instead I listened out for Mum. I can usually hear what she’s doing if I listen for her 

(although normally I don’t bother because it isn’t very interesting). But I couldn’t hear her. 

Auntie Lynne was talking to Mrs Roberts about Church stuff – she can talk for hours about 

things to do with the Church – and Auntie Sue disappeared for a moment with Aranrod, and 

then they both came back. Auntie Sue was looking worried and Aranrod was looking 

annoyed. 

Then I knew things weren’t going quite as planned, so I nudged Mr Roberts to talk to 

Auntie Sue instead of me, and I tried to hear what Aranrod was thinking. She was wondering 

where Gwydion had got to and why he hadn’t brought Mum back yet. I thought, ‘Oh, no – 

Mum’s up to her old tricks again,’ like when my dads were fighting over her, and I thought a 

strong thought at Aranrod that someone needed to go and rescue Gwydion. 

I could feel her thinking how silly I was being and that of course her brother wouldn’t need 

rescuing, and I thought back, ‘How little you know!’ 

I could see she didn’t want to believe me, but she was getting more and more restless, so I 

suggested to her that she should just go and look for him and come back quickly. I could see 

she wasn’t very happy with the suggestion, but eventually she nodded and vanished. No one 

except me noticed because they were all talking and drinking tea. 

I already knew that she was going to be very cross indeed when she came back. Mum can 

be very annoying sometimes. 
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* 

(Jules) 
Gwydion kissed me, and the next thing I knew we were horizontal. He’d moved us again, to a 

bed in a room which I assume is in the fort of Dinas Dinlle in another dimension and time 

when it is still inhabitable and hasn’t been half washed away into the sea. 

I thought about struggling, and decided not to bother. I’d been in love with Gwydion once, 

and although I wasn’t in love with him anymore (I told myself), we could make up a bit of 

lost time. It wasn’t as if there was anything serious between us now. So I returned his kiss, 

perhaps a bit more enthusiastically than he’d expected. He responded, and the temperature 

went up very quickly. Neither of us said anything, as if we both thought that if we spoke we’d 

have to make excuses for our behaviour or say something meaningful. We just went with 

each other’s flow. 

It was quite a flow. 

We stopped. We looked at each other. 

‘No excuses,’ he said quickly. ‘You didn’t stop me.’ 

I thought for a moment. I decided to be honest. ‘No,’ I said. 

He started to move away, but I grabbed him and pulled him back, so he didn’t get far. 

Some time later he drew away and said, ‘My big sister is calling out for me.’ 

‘She can call,’ I said. ‘Do you have to answer?’ 

‘I usually do,’ he said. 

‘You’re not usually with me,’ I said. ‘After that performance, don’t try telling me that 

you’re indifferent.’ 

He shook his head. I pulled him back again. He’d avoided me for so long, so now I was 

going to have my money’s worth, so to speak. 

I realised after a while that Hethie was trying to find me, so I sent her a ‘Don’t bother me 

now, love,’ thought and went on with what I was doing. 

‘That’s enough,’ he said at last, and rolled off me. ‘That’s enough. No more.’ He lay back 

on the pillows and closed his eyes. 

I propped myself on my elbow and looked down at him. He looked asleep. Possibly he 

wasn’t, but I wasn’t going to let him run off immediately. 

I pulled the covers up over us, draped myself over him and fell asleep on his shoulder. 

I thought: at least he doesn’t want to move. He seems peaceful enough here. Perhaps I can 

keep him away from Hethie. 

I slept like a log, but I had my legs around his, to make sure he couldn’t run away. 

I woke up when I heard him say, ‘We’d better get back. Aranrod is fretting,’ and I opened 

my eyes and saw him stretching his arms and propping himself up on his elbows. I managed a 

sleepy smile, and he returned it and then said, ‘We’ll have to go before she gets mad.’ He sat 

up. I followed suit and put my arms around him, but after the first kiss he said, ‘There’s water 

in the room that way’ – pointing behind us, ‘and we’d better both wash.’ 

So I did as he asked, and found my way into what was some sort of bathroom, with water 

running into a stone bowl, and I washed and dried myself on a large linen sheet that was 

acting as a towel, and generally made myself comfortable and tidied myself up, and then I 

went back and put my clothes back on, while he washed. Then he took my hand and we 

stepped back into the dining room that we had left and sat down in our places, and no one 

looked up from their conversations – everything went on as if we hadn’t left. 
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After the meal Gwydion and Aranrod left to do some work, they said. Mr Roberts told his 

wife that he would wash up and asked me to ‘come and dry’, so I helped him carry the plates 

and cups and so on into the kitchen. His wife, Beth, put away cakes, jam and other things that 

were left over, while Mr Roberts started the washing up. Beth gave me a thick cotton tea 

towel, showed me which drawer the fresh tea towels were in, and left us to get on with the 

job. 

I asked Mr Roberts about the parish and the church, and kept him talking about his work. 

He was happy to talk about the joys and problems of providing pastoral care to a large rural 

parish, and the challenge of keeping an ancient church building going. ‘Gwydion and 

Aranrod are such a help,’ he said. ‘They do so much of the routine work for us.’ 

‘You said earlier that Gwydion helps with security in the church,’ I said. 

‘Yes, he’s invaluable.’ He handed me a freshly-washed teacup. ‘He’s very fond of you; did 

you know that?’ 

‘Is he? I thought it was all words,’ I said, caught unawares. 

‘He’s a good young man,’ said Mr Roberts carefully. ‘I know he can appear flippant and 

uncaring, but underneath he has a deeply loving heart. I thought there was something there – 

some old hurt – then when I saw him looking at you I realised what it must be. You’re 

cousins, he said?’ 

‘Distantly related through in-laws,’ I said quickly. 

‘He’s talked about his cousins. Do you care for him?’ 

The directness of the question took my breath away. Could I mention at this point that I am 

already married? I looked into his concerned face and realised that I couldn’t. 

‘Yes,’ I said. 

‘I think you’ve known each other a long time?’ 

‘We were – friends – a long time ago. But we haven’t seen each other for years, until this 

week.’ 

He nodded. ‘I do think – if you could find it in your heart to say “yes” – he would be an 

excellent husband to you.’ 

I managed to bite my tongue. ‘Thank you,’ I said. 

‘I mean it. He’s deeply in love with you – I know it doesn’t look like it. And I would like to 

see him happy – to see them both happy.’ 

‘Do you think that Aranrod would approve?’ I asked. 

‘Big sisters are always happy to see their little brothers settled.’ 

I hope so, I thought. 

‘Promise me you’ll give it serious consideration.’ 

‘Yes, of course.’ 

‘Thank you,’ he said, and went back to the washing up. 

I dried a plate with deep concentration. I could hardly agree to marry Gwydion – whatever 

would Wiroan say? But surely Gwydion wasn’t interested in marriage! 

I thought: we need to get back home. But Hethie was still fretting after Gwydion, and I still 

had no idea what to do about her. She would be mad at me for seducing Gwydion, and still 

just as mad over him as ever. So we’d better stay at the bed-and-breakfast tonight, and 

continue negotiations in the morning. 

Something at the back of my mind wanted to spend the night with Gwydion. I told it to shut 

up. 

After we had thanked the Robertses and set off in the car to the bed and breakfast: 
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‘We could drive up to Dinas Dinlle to watch the sunset,’ said Sue. 

‘That would stop Jules moping over Gwydion,’ said Lynne, giving me a knowing smile. 

I wanted to deny it, but knew I couldn’t. Hethie scowled at me. 

‘You’d forgotten all about him until he came to talk to me,’ she said. 

‘I thought he’d forgotten all about me,’ I said. 

Hethie said, ‘Huh!’ and was silent. When we got to Dinas Dinlle she jumped out of the car 

and ran up the slopes of the fort ahead of the rest of us, then stood on the highest point 

looking out to sea. Sue and Lynne hurried after her, but I found my legs sagging – for some 

reason I was feeling very tired. It must have been all the emotional trauma of the day. And 

possibly I was still feeling shaken after the almost car-crash in the hills. 

When I got to the top, Hethie was pointing out things on the beach to Sue and Lynne. 

Suddenly I couldn’t be bothered to join them, and I sat down on the bank and looked down 

the coast, across the green fields towards the black wall of the Rivals. Hethie was saying 

something about ‘Gwydion’s land’, and I thought how ridiculous it was to be my daughter’s 

rival in love. Obviously, I should just have kept out of it and let Hethie fall into Gwydion’s 

arms. 

I felt an arm go round me. ‘Perhaps I’d rather have you,’ said his voice in my ear. His 

breath was very warm. 

I thought about replying, and then just lay back into his embrace. He tightened the arm 

around me. 

There was a short pause while we watched the other three admiring the view and then 

running across the fort and down the path that led to the beach. I wondered what they’d seen, 

but couldn’t be bothered to run after them. 

We sat for a while longer in silence. I realised that my heart was beating rapidly. I realised 

that so was his. 

‘Mr Roberts said I should marry you,’ I said, trying to say it lightly. 

‘Sounds like a good idea.’ 

 ‘I didn’t dare break it to him that I’m married already.’ 

‘Polyandry.’ His lips were very close to my ear. 

‘You don’t get married, do you?’ I paused. ‘Welsh marriage laws? – not sure what they 

are.’ 

‘They allow for a looser arrangement.’ A pause. ‘But sometimes something closer is what’s 

needed.’ 

I nodded. ‘I see.’ I waited to see if he had anything more to say, but he didn’t, so I said: 

‘What are you going to do with your army of babies? You don’t have any means of looking 

after them all.’ 

I felt his shrug. ‘We’ll cope.’ 

‘Like you did before? You and Aranrod will go mad! You’ll end up with psychological 

wrecks – like Lleu and his flower-maiden.’ 

‘Blodeuwedd.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘You could help us.’ He was nuzzling my ear. 

‘No, I couldn’t.’ 

‘Your dear husband and his siblings. My grandparents’ family. They could take some 

responsibility for us, for once. For a change.’ 

I found myself smiling bitterly. ‘They’re not good at that.’ 
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‘They could have come and helped us. When disaster came, they did nothing for us.’ 

‘They’ve never understood what they created or how to look after it,’ I said. 

He hugged me a bit closer. I moved closer into his embrace. He pulled me gently down 

beside him on the grass – but now we were not in the grass, we were in his room in his fort, 

in the fort that existed once-upon-a-time and still exists in his imagination, or outside-time-

and-space. I turned to look into his face, and he met my gaze and smiled, a smile of 

affectionate amusement. 

‘Polyandry,’ he said again, and kissed me. 

I went with the flow. It was what I wanted to do. Let’s admit it to myself: I used to be wild 

about Gwydion, and when he broke off contact I was heartbroken. But he has that effect on 

girls, as I’ve already said. 

And he always seems to be utterly genuine. Perhaps he is utterly genuine, but in a way 

that’s utterly different from what modern society expects. He doesn’t expect to do one-on-one 

love forever. He expects a girl to move around the men, and a man to move around the girls. 

He doesn’t expect to keep a girl forever or for her to expect to keep him. It’s a different way 

of doing relationships. Personally I find it just too free and easy, too uncertain – I don’t do 

open relationships (says she, with a husband and two other close male friends already). I 

prefer the certainty of marriage. But that’s not what he expects and I guess, although I 

wouldn’t know, that Aranrod has the same view. 

But he also expects the girl to want the high-status male. So, clearly, once Wiroan turned up 

and had his mind on me, Gwydion had to move out of the way. I would have appreciated it if 

he’d let me know. I know Sue and Lynne feel the same. 

But when he realised that I’m still interested – we’re all still interested – then everything 

changes again. Ho, hum! 

* 

So I did spend the night with Gwydion. It was very pleasant. He’s an excellent host and good 

company. He made me very welcome; and that’s all I’m going to say about it. 

* 

Sunday 
‘Your husband should be grateful we’re trying to improve human stock for him,’ said 

Gwydion. 

We were having breakfast, sitting on the grass outside his fort. The outer ramparts rose up 

behind us: stone-built, with crenellations along the top and a walkway behind. There should 

have been a garrison of armed men to defend it, but we were still outside-time-and-space and 

had the place to ourselves. I don’t know where the food came from; it was just bread and 

cheese, and for all I know Gwydion bought it locally. 

‘I wish you’d stop going on about my husband,’ I said testily. ‘He and Ra’haah – your 

grandmother – did the best they could. Humans are tricky.’ 

‘You should know,’ he said, shrugging, and then giving me his sideways grin. 

‘What exactly are you and Aranrod planning?’ I asked. ‘What improvements are you going 

to make?’ I was being as sarcastic as I could. ‘Your previous efforts weren’t exactly 

successful.’ 

He looked at me with big, wounded eyes. ‘Aranrod made a sea-going human. It was just 

our bad luck that Uncle Math interfered.’ 

‘And the child died.’ 
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‘He was terminated before he reached adulthood. If Uncle hadn’t interfered – but he didn’t 

understand what Aranrod was trying to do.’ 

‘And there was Lleu – ’ 

‘Yes,’ he said firmly, ‘there was Lleu. He was a success – except that Aranrod was so angry 

– but we’ve been through that before.’ 

‘He was invulnerable,’ I said musingly, ‘and he grew up very quickly – and he was very 

quick and skilful, and a fast learner – a real wonder-child. But he didn’t understand 

Blodeuwedd.’ I paused, and sighed. ‘How long did he live after you rescued him?’ 

‘A century. But he died childless – I told you.’ 

‘Why didn’t you try again?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Aranrod was still too angry with me. She was working by herself – and I was 

angry with her – by the time we started working together, it was almost too late.’ 

‘Disaster came. So now at last you’re going to try again. What are these new humans going 

to be like?’ 

‘I’ve tried to keep Lleu’s speed and intelligence,’ he said. ‘Do you want anything else to 

eat?’ – holding out the bread dish to me. 

I took another slice and bit into it. ‘What about the girls? I assume you’re growing some 

girls as well as boys – rather than relying on flowers?’ 

‘Yes. The only flower is Heather.’ 

It took me a moment to realise that he meant the hair my daughter Heather had given him; 

then I caught the glint in his eye. 

‘If these humans live as long as Lleu, they’ll overpopulate the planet.’ I paused. ‘Unless 

they can’t breed.’ 

‘They should breed, but more slowly than humans now do.’ 

I ate in silence for a moment, while he watched me intently. 

‘So you want Wiroan and Ra’haah to take over care of these new humans when they’re 

born,’ I said. ‘Is that it?’ 

He only smiled that sideways smile. 

‘And if they don’t?’ 

‘Surely they will – you’ll persuade them.’ 

‘Will I?’ 

‘Yes, because you’re so responsible – unlike them. And I’m asking you so nicely. And 

you’re mad about me, and I – ’ 

I held up a hand to stop him. ‘Don’t lie on my behalf,’ I said quickly. 

‘I won’t,’ he said. ‘I find you irresistible, that’s all.’ 

I swallowed the final mouthful of bread and made some play of licking my fingers, to avoid 

looking him in the eye. 

‘Anyway,’ he said, grabbing my fingers and holding my hands in his, ‘they’ll have at least 

one of them to look after.’ 

I looked him in the eye. My face froze into a frown. 

‘Wiroan locked up my eggs,’ I said. ‘I’m not pregnant.’ 

‘No? We’ll have to see what we can do about that,’ he said, and pulled me into his embrace 

again. 

I should have fought my way out, but I didn’t. 

Some time later: ‘You realise it’s Sunday,’ he said. 

‘Is it?’ 
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‘The Reverend Roberts expects us in church.’ His tone was mocking, but I detected some 

genuine respect and affection in his words. 

‘What’s the time?’ 

‘Here or there?’ 

I sat up. ‘I suppose there,’ I said, looking around. We were still on the grass outside his fort, 

in the sunshine – I’d forgotten that we were Somewhere Else and not in the here-and-now. 

‘Do we have time to get there?’ 

‘Jules Smythe,’ he said in tones of one addressing an idiot, ‘I’m the son of the goddess Dôn 

and you’re married to one of the creators of the universe. Of course we have time. But we’d 

better get moving.’ 

So saying, he jumped to his feet, pulled me up by one arm, kissed me very warmly while 

brushing the grass off my hair, hugged me very close and said, ‘We’ll run,’ and led me at a 

fast trot in the direction of a path down the cliffs. 

Or, at least, where the cliffs would be in the here-and-now: but there were no cliffs. Where 

the cliffs and the beach are now there were green fields running out towards the sea. The sea 

was much further away – the fields ran gently down to a wide beach – and in the distance I 

could see Aranrod’s fortress rising up on the edge of the sea. Beyond that lay the great 

backdrop of the Rivals, barring the way to the south. 

We ran across the grass, heading towards the high tower of the church, and as we ran I saw 

Aranrod walking across the grass to intercept us, her long hair tied up on her head like a 

respectable woman. 

Now, I’m not a great runner. I can’t run long distances. At school the one hundred metres 

was more enough for me. I can just about run for a bus. But with Gwydion I could run – I 

suppose it was that supernatural power he was referring to. So we ran and ran, until we came 

up to Aranrod, who greeted us with a smile and a: ‘So there you are at last. I thought you’d 

forgotten,’ and then we walked up to the church. As we approached it, the world slipped and 

slid around us until we were in there here-and-now. 

And there were Sue and Lynne and Hethie standing outside the church. Sue and Lynne had 

obviously been giggling over something – probably me; but Hethie’s face looked like 

thunder. Before she could say anything, however, I said, ‘Hi – sorry I lost sight of you 

yesterday.’ 

‘Yes, where did you go?’ asked Sue, with that expression on her face which means she has 

serious doubts about my sanity. 

‘I sat down on the grass and I think I went to sleep.’ 

‘When we got back to the fort you’d vanished,’ said Hethie accusingly. ‘You ran away.’ 

‘She didn’t run anywhere. You ran away and left her,’ said Aranrod firmly. ‘Let’s go in.’ 

She pushed the church door open, and we all went inside. 

The church was far from full, but there were a few dozen people there. We slipped into a 

pew backing on to the entrance aisle. I was next to Gwydion, down by a pillar; Aranrod was 

on my other side, and then Lynne and Sue with Hethie at the aisle end. 

I haven’t been to church for ages, ever since we three went off with Wiroan and the other 

Watchers, and I fully expected to be bored; but in fact I found I was feeling very rested and 

content and didn’t mind just sitting quietly, and singing, and praying, and sitting again. I 

thought vaguely: ‘This weekend away is doing you good.’ But I caught my mind thinking 

that it was because I was with Gwydion again and everything was all right. Simply not 
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Watching for a few days was relaxing enough; and I realised how much the Watching has 

been getting to me. A few days away floozing with Gwydion would be good for me … 

Lynne still goes to church sometimes – she’s full of ideas of how to improve established 

religion – and I could see that she was taking a serious interest in the service. She would 

probably give Beth Roberts a detailed critical analysis afterwards. Sue, on the other hand, 

looked as if she had gone to sleep. 

We’ve all been working too hard, I thought. 

Hethie was obviously in a furious mood. I wondered how I could make it up to her, and 

then decided that she’d just have to put up with it. 

We got to the final blessing and everyone said: ‘Amen’ and stood as the minister and the 

choir processed out. I sat down to pick up my kneeler and put it back on the seat. As I 

straightened up Gwydion blew into my ear. I looked round at him, and our lips met. 

Everyone else was getting up, picking up coats and bags and pausing to speak to friends 

before leaving the church. I heard Beth Roberts speak to Hethie and Sue, then Lynne; she 

exchanged a few words with Aranrod, and I heard Aranrod laugh.  

Then she passed behind us, and I felt her put a hand on my shoulder and say, ‘Well done,’ 

and then, ‘Do come to lunch, won’t you?’ – and then she passed on to speak to someone else. 

I managed to disentangle myself from Gwydion. ‘Lunch?’ 

‘Yes, we’re invited,’ said Aranrod’s voice behind me; ‘don’t be too long, you two, will 

you?’ 

I didn’t particularly feel that I wanted to go out to lunch, but Sue and Lynne were making 

‘We’d better get moving,’ noises. Gwydion held on firmly to my right hand as we followed 

them out of the church and headed for the minister’s house. 

There were several other guests; apparently it was normal for the minister and his wife to 

invite members of the congregation to lunch. Gwydion led me out into the garden and we 

found a quiet corner to kiss in, until the gong summoned us inside. 

I was glad to see that Beth Roberts had put us next to each other. Hethie was further down 

the table, next to a young male member of the congregation. Sue and Lynne were next to 

other members of the congregation. Aranrod was next to a middle-aged man who had a good 

deal to say, and took care to interrupt him whenever he threatened to be boring. Gwydion and 

I were able to hold hands under the table and I said very little to anyone during the meal – 

even Gwydion was less sparkling than usual, although he did produce some amusing 

anecdotes to entertain everyone and lighten the mood when the middle-aged gentleman 

(Aranrod called him ‘Alan’) was trying to be too serious. 

When the meal was finished, Mrs Roberts asked Hethie, Lynne and Aranrod to help her 

wash up, Hethie’s new friend went along to help, and Mr Roberts took ‘Alan’ into his study 

to look up some Bible passages. The other guests went to look around the garden. Gwydion 

led me by the hand into the sitting room at the front of the house, closed the door firmly, 

gathered me into his arms and kissed me hungrily. 

It was almost half an hour since we’d last kissed, and as I was as hungry as he was I 

returned his kisses with interest. 

We were eventually interrupted by a knock on the door. Gwydion detached himself 

sufficiently to open the door, while still holding on to my hands. 

It was Aranrod. ‘Your friends are leaving,’ she said to me, ‘but I’ve told them you’re 

staying behind. Mr Roberts wants to talk to you both in his study.’ 
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Who? What? I thought, and then remembered that I’d come to Arfon with my friends and 

youngest daughter. I knew I wasn’t thinking straight: Gwydion has that effect on me. ‘I can’t 

just let them go,’ I said. 

‘I’ve told them you’ve got business to finish here. They’re just going.’ 

I pulled Gwydion out after me into the hall, where Sue, Lynne and Hethie were putting on 

their coats. ‘Oh, there you are,’ said Sue. ‘Aranrod says you’re following on later.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Don’t eat him, will you?’ Lynne nodded at Gwydion. 

I managed a smile. ‘I’ll try not to.’ 

I tried to catch Hethie’s eye, but she studiously ignored me. Sue and Lynne waved cheerful 

farewells and Hethie preceded them out. I was wondering whether I should run after them 

and go home before it was too late, but Mr Roberts put his head out of a door further down 

the hall and said, ‘Gwydion – Julie – do come in,’ and Gwydion put his arm about me and 

pulled me down the hall and into his study. 

‘Do sit down.’ The minister gestured at a faded sofa flanked by piles of books. Gwydion 

drew me after him and we sat side by side, Gwydion’s right arm round me and his left hand 

holding mine. 

Mr Roberts sat behind his desk and smiled kindly at us. ‘I’m so glad,’ he said. ‘This has 

made Beth and me so happy. You know I’ve long wished to see you settled’ (clearly he 

meant Gwydion) ‘and this is such happy news.’ He turned his attention to me. ‘Gwydion has 

told me so much about you. He’s always spoken of you with such affection and praise; I’m 

sure you’ll be very happy.’ He looked back at Gwydion. ‘I’ve called you in now so we can 

fix the happy day before it gets lost. Were you thinking of an autumn wedding?’ 

I wasn’t thinking of a wedding at all, and I opened my mouth to say so, but Gwydion raised 

a warning finger. ‘Something quiet,’ he said. ‘It won’t be a white wedding. Something low-

key. Don’t you have some time next week?’ 

‘There’s next Saturday morning at 9am – there’s been a postponement.’ Mr Roberts looked 

up from his diary at us. ‘The mother of the bride is ill. A very sad case.’ 

‘She’ll recover,’ said Gwydion. ‘8 o’clock?’ 

‘That’s very early. The congregation will want to come – you know you have so many 

well-wishers in the parish.’ 

‘They can get up early. The summer mornings are beautiful.’ 

‘But isn’t it very short notice?’ 

‘Hardly that.’ Gwydion held my hands tightly and held me more closely to him, as if afraid 

I’d wriggle out and run away. 

‘Surely you have family and friends to invite from further away.’ 

This isn’t happening, I thought. In no way is this going to happen. 

‘No,’ said Gwydion. ‘Jules has friends to invite, but they can get here quickly enough.’ 

And a husband. 

‘Well, if you’re both sure – next Saturday, 8pm.’ He smiled at us. ‘How happy everyone 

will be when they hear the news.’ 

Gwydion thanked him, lifted me to my feet, gave our farewells and led me out. I wanted to 

protest – why couldn’t I protest? – and say that the wedding was impossible, but words 

wouldn’t come out of my mouth. In the hall Aranrod was waiting for us with Mrs Roberts, 

who wanted to shake my hand and kiss me on the cheek and tell me how pleased she was for 
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us. Somehow Gwydion extricated me and we got out of the house and down the path to the 

road, out on to the road, away down the road … 

I found my voice at last: it burst out of me like a stream in flood. ‘You know I can’t marry 

you! I’m married already!’ 

‘Polyandry,’ he said. ‘Is it a problem?’ 

‘I have to speak to Wiroan! This isn’t going to happen!’ 

‘Do you have to bring your husband into this?’ 

‘Of course I do!’ 

He stopped in mid stride and looked me in the eye. ‘It hasn’t bothered you so far,’ he said. 

I felt my face grow warm under his gaze. ‘You know – you said – I’m mad about you and 

you find me irresistible. But that doesn’t mean we get married, especially as I’m already 

married.’ 

‘It means a lot to the minister,’ he said soberly. ‘He and his wife have been very kind to 

Aranrod and me. Most of the religious ministers haven’t been nearly as welcoming. They’ve 

given us a place in the community. They’ve allowed us to play a role in human society.’ 

I took a deep breath. ‘Do they know who you are?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So who do they think you are?’ 

‘An orphaned brother and sister who live in the parish and do good works. But I did tell 

them about you.’ 

‘Me?’ 

‘Beth wanted to know if there had ever been anyone. Of course there has, but no one 

serious, not for centuries, until you and your friends. I knew that Sue and Lynne wouldn’t 

come back, but I always hoped about you. So I told them about you.’ 

‘Oh.’ I felt humbled, touched to the heart. ‘What did you say?’ 

‘I told them you married someone else.’ 

‘So – do they think I’m a widow? Or divorced?’ 

‘I assume they think you’re a widow. Hethie never talks about her father, only her mother.’ 

‘Oh. What do they think about Hethie?’ 

‘I assume Beth thinks she’s the typical unhappy orphan child who’s resentful of her 

mother’s boyfriend.’ 

‘Little does she know,’ I said. ‘But I can’t marry you. What would Wiroan say?’ 

‘Why don’t you ask him?’ 

‘Then I will – when we get back–’ 

Get back where? Where were we going? 

‘Here,’ he said, and kissed me where we stood, there on the pavement by one of the busiest 

roads in North Wales; and the drivers tooted at us as they drove past, and cheered at us out of 

their car windows. 

At last he let me go and we stood staring into each other eyes. 

Do you really want me to call Wiroan here? Won’t it be too much for you? 

‘Let’s go back to my fort,’ he said, and led me on down the road, and then over a stile and 

across the fields. As we walked, the world slipped and slid around us, until we were back in 

the ‘way-back-when’ or wherever Gwydion usually lives, outside the view of mortals. 

We walked through the gateway of his fort and I sat down on a stone bench just inside. ‘I’ll 

call Wiroan,’ I said. ‘Would you like to move away? This might be alarming.’ 

‘No,’ he said, and he sat down on the bench next to me and held my hands. 
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I called … 

… the call echoed through eternity, across the crystal spheres of the heavens and beyond 

time and space. The world seemed to shudder … and slip sideways … 

‘Are you really my grandchild?’ asked Ra’haah. ‘There is a family resemblance.’ 

‘He has your hair and eyes,’ said Wiroan. ‘You can let go of Julie,’ he added. ‘I won’t 

snatch her away.’ 

Gwydion’s eyes smouldered, and he loosened his grip, but he didn’t let go. 

We two sat on the bench and over us stood my husband and his sister Ra’haah. They were 

human-sized but glowed with power. Gwydion’s own divine power was nothing next to it, 

and of course I’m just a simple human woman. On the other hand, I’m used to it, but 

Gwydion was clearly not happy about having his patch invaded, particularly as he’d just re-

asserted his power over me. On the other hand again, he had told me to call my husband. 

Then Gwydion seemed to recollect himself, and he scrambled to his feet and pulled me up, 

and faced his relatives. 

‘Welcome to my humble abode,’ he said, in ironic tones. ‘How gracious of you to visit me 

at last.’ 

Ra’haah laughed. ‘Now, grandson, I’m sure your divine mother wouldn’t like to hear you 

speak to me like that. We’ve come to see this project of yours. Hethie is most eloquent about 

it. Apparently it’s going to correct all the problems we had creating humans.’ 

‘By integrating our physical forms into the human pattern, Hethie says,’ added Wiroan. 

‘But have you solved the problem of sterility?’ 

‘Not yet,’ said Gwydion, and shot a glance at me. 

‘He and Aranrod are planning to keep producing new ones in the lab,’ I said. 

‘Or use you as an incubator,’ said my husband, giving me a sympathetic smile. ‘Darling, is 

he really worth encouraging? I know you’re fond of him, but he and his sister have a poor 

success record in developing humans.’ 

‘I don’t know,’ I said desperately. 

‘You realise that while you have Jules with you I can keep an eye on you and stop some of 

your wilder schemes,’ said Wiroan. ‘Such as preventing a repetition of your blowing up 

Arfon.’ 

‘No more flower-girls without a proper emotion circuit,’ said Ra’haah. ‘That was so 

irresponsible. Whatever were you thinking of?’ 

‘Without your divine presence,’ said Gwydion sarcastically, ‘how could we have true 

wisdom? We had to invent our own, as best as we could.’ 

‘Let’s see these incubators of yours,’ said Wiroan drily. 

Gwydion did something – raised a finger, or twitched a hand – and we were back in the 

laboratory where the incubators stood, each with its little form growing within it. Wiroan and 

Ra’haah walked along the rows, looking each little creature over carefully. Sometimes they 

stopped to converse over one of the little tanks, and then moved on. 

Gwydion turned to me and kissed my lips, but I pushed him gently back before he could get 

too hungry. ‘Watch what they’re doing.’ 

‘I know what they’re doing,’ he said bitterly, and at that moment Ra’haah looked up at us 

and said, ‘You’ve used a lot of dead material.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Gwydion. ‘It was all we had, initially.’ 

‘How long has this one been here?’ 

‘They’ve been growing at different speeds,’ said Gwydion, warily. 
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‘You’ve combined different animals – not all of this is human.’ 

‘Aranrod – ’ 

‘Yes, I remember she experimented with making an aquatic human. She put in some seal, 

so far as I remember.’ 

‘Yes. Many humans in this country have a large seal content,’ said Gwydion. 

‘You’ve done this before?’ I asked, startled. 

He shrugged. ‘Initially humans found these islands uninhabitable. They had to be adjusted 

to cope with the climate. You know the old stories of seal women and seal men.’ 

I nodded, dumbstruck. 

‘Aranrod was only continuing those old breeding programmes. She thought if we increased 

the seal content even more, humans would be able to survive even if a greater inundation 

came. But you know the story: Dylan’s growth was interrupted, and he was killed.’ 

‘So what other animals have you used?’ 

‘Obviously: wolf, boar and deer. You’ve read the story. My brother and I produced them.’ 

I nodded again. 

‘And this time we put in some hawk – there are no eagles here now, so we couldn’t use 

them. We also found some goat. They have to be wild animals,’ he added. 

‘You’ll certainly get some interesting results,’ said Ra’haah, looking intently into one tank. 

‘What difference will it make?’ I asked. 

‘It speeds up growth and speed; they learn more quickly and mature younger; and it makes 

them resistant to most disease and very hard to kill. But it affects their fertility.’ 

‘Not surprisingly, if they’re cross-breeds,’ I said. 

‘Some of these are not going to work,’ said Ra’haah. ‘You know that, don’t you?’ 

Gwydion didn’t reply, but his eyes spoke volumes. 

‘I assume Aranrod wants to terminate them,’ Ra’haah added. 

‘But you don’t,’ I said. 

Gwydion shook his head, but didn’t speak. 

‘We can take them back to the house with us,’ said Wiroan, who was bending over another 

tank, ‘and adjust them to make them feasible.’ He looked up at Gwydion. ‘That’s what you 

wanted us to do, isn’t it? You can’t save them yourself.’ He paused, waiting for Gwydion’s 

response, then continued when Gwydion didn’t answer. ‘I know you hate killing things.’ 

I squeezed his right hand in mine, and he nodded. 

‘This one and this one’ – Wiroan gestured to two tanks near where he stood – ‘are growing 

correctly. They have Hethie’s hair in them, don’t they? The rest will need some work.’ He 

walked back towards us. ‘Don’t scowl at me, grand-nephew! I know that’s why you wanted 

us here.’ 

‘So why wait until Jules came?’ asked Gwydion. ‘You could have come at any time.’ 

‘We only get involved now if someone calls us,’ said Ra’haah. ‘We’ve learned the hard 

way that our creation doesn’t appreciate our interference.’ 

‘So you didn’t know that you were needed here?’ 

‘We knew we were needed, but not wanted.’ 

‘So now you can take over our attempt to improve humanity, and complete the work you 

failed to complete before.’ 

‘I hope so, if that’s possible.’ Ra’haah looked at me. ‘Jules, are you happy to keep an eye 

on him? I think it would be wise.’ 
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‘You can come back whenever you need to,’ added my husband. ‘But it would be useful to 

have you here until the remaining foetuses are ready.’ 

‘What do you think I’m going to do?’ asked Gwydion sneeringly. 

‘I’m more worried about your sister killing them before they’re ready. But I also need to 

know if they start to deform, like these others here. You should have called us in a long time 

ago,’ said my husband severely. 

‘I would hardly do that, when you had already cornered Jules; and I knew you’d take 

anything of any value.’ 

‘I’ll stay,’ I said hastily. ‘I’ll Watch over everything.’ 

Gwydion pulled me closer to him. ‘Take what you want, but leave me Jules.’ 

‘Don’t take it like that,’ said Ra’haah, in gentle exasperation. ‘We want to save your 

project, not destroy it.’ 

Then the world seemed to shrug and turn in on itself; and when everything settled down 

around us they had gone, and most of the laboratory tanks had gone too. There were just half 

a dozen left in the middle of the room, where the tiny babies slept peacefully in the artificial 

amniotic fluid. 

Gwydion hurried over to look at them, then turned to me with a smile on his face. ‘They’ve 

taken those that were ailing, and left those I made with Heather’s hair,’ he said. ‘So we have 

the best, and they have the faulty ones; and they will repair them, and make them well.’ 

So now the moody face had gone and he was all smiles! It was all an act, I thought, this 

angry face of his, to provoke my husband and Ra’haah into doing what he wanted. And was 

all this talk of marriage just an act to get me to call them, and to get me to stay with him? 

‘No,’ he said, and was at my side in an instant, ‘it’s not an act.’ Then he kissed me quickly, 

before I could argue any more. 

God, he’s so infuriating! Why do I find him so fascinating? 

I felt suddenly and horribly homesick. I wanted to step away and leave him, to go back 

home to my husband and family, to make it up with Hethie and be with my friends. I wanted 

to curl up with a book in my favourite chair in the library, to walk round the garden and see 

how the fruit bushes were coming along, and to walk down to the lake with Jamie to feed the 

swans. Instead, here I was Watching over this – this divine or semi-divine disruptive person 

who dabbled Frankenstein-like with making human life, and whose past behaviour towards 

myself and my friends – and present behaviour towards Hethie – made him appear scheming, 

manipulative and heartless. 

I wanted him to apologise to Wiroan and Ra’haah. I wanted him to apologise to Hethie, and 

my friends, and to me. Why was I letting him kiss me? Why was I kissing him back? 

He drew away and looked into my eyes. He didn’t say anything – he could see my 

smouldering anger and resentment. We stared at each other for several minutes, without 

saying a word. I thought: ‘I should tell him what I want him to do,’ but something held me 

back, so I said nothing. 

At last I said, ‘What will you do with the children when you have them?’ 

He said, ‘We can repopulate the high towns and recover the land from the sea.’ 

‘But how can they live alongside the people who live here now?’ 

‘Why not? Aranrod and I live here with them.’ 

‘I don’t think you can recover the land. The sea level is rising, not falling.’ 

‘We’ll make the land rise,’ he said, and he really seemed to believe it. 
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‘Gwydion, you can’t. It was all so long ago – those days are all gone. There are so many 

humans in the world now – you can’t change them all. And you can’t go back to change the 

past – I’ve tried it, and you can’t.’ 

In answer, he reached out a hand and touched my cheek tenderly. ‘But you changed the 

past, because you came back.’ 

‘That doesn’t mean that we can change anything else.’ 

‘The marriage of heaven and earth – the bride of the light-bearer comes to me. The lady of 

the sky-blue dragon stepped down from the heavens and came into my arms.’ 

‘Is that supposed to be poetry?’ 

‘Not really. I could make it into poetry.’ 

‘Romance is all very well,’ I said carefully, ‘but just now I’m just hungry. Any chance of 

some food?’ 

‘Food, then. And then romance. And I will make a verse about you, but you needn’t listen 

when I sing it.’ 

* 

The evening meal was bread and cheese, with fruit to follow: wild strawberries, which 

someone must have picked – but I didn’t know who, or when. Then we sat in Gwydion’s bed 

chamber, on his bed – as if it were a settee – and Gwydion pulled a harp out from the chest at 

the foot of his bed and tuned it, and sat playing it quietly and singing snatches of old songs. 

Then he started singing ex tempore, songs about the countryside and the trees, the hills and 

the animals that live there, the sea and the creatures that swim in it, and the ships that sail 

over the waves. It was pleasant to listen to – as I’ve observed, he’s an excellent host when he 

wants to be. 

I relaxed again, lying back on the pillow and dozing while he sang. After a while the words 

changed again to be about things I don’t know, strange names and patterns of words. I could 

understand him before because Wiroan gave me the ability – as he’s the inventor of language 

– but now Gwydion’s words changed so quickly that I couldn’t follow what he was singing. 

Gradually I realised that it was probably about me, and that made me anxious. 

‘Don’t sing about that,’ I said sleepily. ‘Sing about something else – sing about Aranrod.’ 

‘My sister? Why would I do that?’ His mouth twisted in ironic humour. ‘She can sing for 

herself.’ 

‘What are you singing, then? It’s difficult to follow.’ 

He smiled, and continued singing. He’s not going to tell me, I realised, because I indicated 

that I’m not interested in his singing about me. So I concentrated hard and tried to decipher 

the imagery – Celtic poetry is stuffed rigid with imagery, which makes it the very devil to 

translate into any other language. 

It went something like this: the oak bowed its head and shed its flowers into Gwydion’s lap, 

and the heather sweetened his lips (I frowned, wondering if this was about my daughter), and 

the May blossom scattered a snow shower across his heart, but the June sun melted it to joy 

and fulfilment (I decided that this probably wasn’t about my daughter). Then there was some 

discussion of the trees which lined his path and beckoned him onwards, each bowing and 

offering its particular power, and he walked up the stairway created by the shadows of their 

branches, into the glorious sun. The next part was about the bright sunshine of dark eyes, the 

warmth of red lips and the coolness of the clear waters in the cavern of his desire, and how he 

slaked his thirst there and found refreshment. Then there was something about bathing in the 

waters of life in the fountain of the fulfilment of desire, and the desert of longing growing 
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fertile with fresh growth through the spring rain and the warmth of the sun. The last part was 

about the spring rain watering the hard heart of the sun, which had drawn him in and burned 

him with its heat, but now he longed for the relief of its soft caresses and healing of his 

wounds. 

It sounded wonderful, and I guessed I knew what it all meant, but I thought I should keep 

quiet and pretend to be asleep. 

‘I know you’re listening,’ he said, and set the harp down gently on the chest at the foot of 

his bed. 

‘You sing very beautifully,’ I said drowsily. 

‘Singing makes me thirsty,’ he said, lying down beside me. ‘Now I need to drink at that 

fountain,’ – and he kissed me. 

I thought about fighting him off, but I didn’t. 

* 

Monday 
I woke up in the middle of the night, aching and thirsty, and paradoxically also needing the 

bathroom. For a moment I wondered where I was, and then realised with a jolt of relief that I 

was at home in my own bed, just where I had longed to be, and next to my dear darling 

husband. 

I rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom, then tottered back to find Wiroan sitting 

up, awake, and waiting for me with a hug and a warm kiss. 

‘Thank you for getting me back,’ I said, when we drew apart for breath. 

‘I could hear you being very stressed,’ he said. ‘How is the boy?’ 

I realised he meant Gwydion. ‘He’s now acting as if he’s personally defeated you and 

captured me,’ I said. ‘He says he’s tricked you into taking away the faulty foetuses and he’s 

singing erotic love poetry over me. He’s just too pleased with himself.’ 

‘Some of those foetuses are in a very poor state,’ said Wiroan. ‘He should have discarded 

them and started again.’ 

‘He’s like you – he hates destroying things.’ 

‘A family trait. So what are his plans for the others?’ 

‘I’m not entirely sure. I’m not sure he knows himself. He’s talking about re-populating the 

mountain cities, but I don’t think anyone can live up there now: it’s too exposed and 

inhospitable. He seems to think that he can make the land rise or the sea fall and recover the 

land that was flooded five thousand years ago. He was talking about replacing humans with 

his re-engineered humans, but now he seems to intend his new humans to live alongside the 

original ones. I can’t tell when he’s being serious and when he’s just talking big, trying to 

impress me.’ 

‘Sue and Lynne reported that he and his sister killed everyone by mistake trying to protect 

them against an epidemic, and then there was a natural disaster which flooded the land.’ 

‘Yes, that’s what Aranrod told us.’ 

‘But when Frideh looked at the seismic records of the planet, she found that they 

themselves set off the earthquake that triggered the flood, in their attempts to purify the land.’ 

‘Really?’ For a moment I was amazed, and then I realised that those two are quite capable 

of wrecking whatever they try to help: after all, just look at their record in child-rearing. ‘It 

must have been like the Battle of the Trees,’ I said slowly. ‘Gwydion called up the trees to 

protect Gwynedd from invaders, but it’s not clear from the poem what the result was. He and 
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Aranrod must have called up the land and sea to destroy the invading disease, and then they 

couldn’t control it.’ I thought for another moment. ‘So that’s what happened to the giants,’ I 

said, ‘and all the people who lived in the hill towns – they died when the land went crazy.’ 

‘Do you mind horribly Watching them?’ asked my husband. ‘I think they need to be 

Watched. If it’s too much, I’ll send someone else.’ 

I sighed deeply. ‘No, I’ll go back,’ I said. ‘Gwydion sort of respects me. He does pay me 

some sort of attention, if only because I’m his trophy-woman, at least for the moment. He 

thinks he won me off you.’ I paused. ‘Can you bring me back each night? Otherwise I think 

I’ll go mad. He and his sister are enough to drive anyone crazy: they’re so patronising and 

completely convinced of their own self-righteousness.’ 

‘Caroline is dying to go and help you,’ said my husband. ‘She wants to avenge you and 

Hethie.’ 

‘I think she’d better not,’ I said. ‘This needs tact.’ 

* 

But tact is not so easy when you really don’t want to be in a place. I agreed to going back, but 

I wasn’t at all happy about it. Having started off this adventure still half in love with 

Gwydion, a hang-over from my pre-teenage years, now I’d seen him as a sulky and boastful 

young adult I was realising that the moody, exciting young man I’d admired as a pre-teen was 

actually rather a pain now that I’m a responsible grown-up. 

I guess I should be flattered that he’s still interested in me. After all, he doesn’t apparently 

get any older and appears to be stuck in his late twenties or early thirties; Aranrod appears 

slightly younger, even though she’s actually his older sister. In fact they must have been 

much older than that when they managed to blow themselves and everyone else in Arfon up; 

but they’re children of the goddess Dôn, so appearance is not a good guide to age. 

I, on the other hand, am around fifty in actual human years now, although I still look the 

age I was when Wiroan and his brothers and sisters came back for myself and my friends: 

around thirty-five. As my eldest daughter, Caroline, is now sixteen, you can work out how 

old I must be. 

So I should be flattered that the youthful and very handsome Gwydion is still attracted. But 

I suspect he’s more interested in the fact I’m Wiroan’s wife. After all, I’ve never had a pretty 

face. Wiroan wants my eternal spirit, not my face. 

Gwydion woke me with kisses that morning, and made it very clear that he wanted to make 

love, so I went along with it – he’s very satisfactory in that department, and I wanted to keep 

him happy. Eventually we ‘got up’, washed ourselves and dressed, and sat outside in the 

sunshine on the grass to eat some breakfast. I didn’t try to make conversation. Gwydion 

wanted to kiss and fondle, and he was making up erotic poetic couplets and triads to amuse 

himself and impress me, but he wasn’t interested in talking. 

He put his hand on my stomach, under my top, caressing my skin, and smiled in amusement 

when my skin shuddered at his touch. He leaned very close to me and his lips brushed mine, 

his tongue gently entering my mouth and then withdrawing. ‘How many children have you 

borne?’ he asked softly, turning towards me so that his leg moved between my thighs. 

‘Four,’ I said. ‘I thought you knew?’ 

‘Yes, I’ve been following you. I wanted to know what he was doing with you.’ His lips ran 

across my face and then back to my mouth. ‘You make me so hungry,’ and he fastened his 

lips on to mine, plunged his tongue into my mouth and pushed me on to my back. 
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‘Four for him, but none for me – but you loved me first.’ His body was very hot and his 

face was fixed and intent – suddenly I felt alarmed. ‘None for me – but there must be a way.’ 

So he’d realised that I wasn’t joking when I told him that Wiroan had locked up my eggs? He 

was holding me down more vigorously than he’d done so far, and I thought: what is he going 

to do? ‘This is going to work,’ he said, and suddenly he spat into my mouth, so strongly that 

he made me cough. ‘Swallow it,’ – but I’d swallowed it involuntarily even before he said it. 

‘This is going to work,’ he said again, and pushed himself into me. 

What are you doing? – I wanted to say, but I couldn’t talk when his tongue was half way 

down my throat. You can’t get a woman pregnant like that – at least, not outside an Irish epic. 

But perhaps it works in Welsh epics too. 

We were both hot and panting, and soaking wet with sweat and his seed. He lay across me, 

in my arms, kissing me as if he was dying for the taste of my mouth. 

At last he drew away, drew in a deep breath like a man about to dive deep into water, and 

then kissed my stomach and groin, licking around my vagina and thighs, and then kissing my 

stomach again. I didn’t know what to do to respond, so I caressed his curly black hair, my 

fingers wound into his silky locks. 

He surfaced. He kissed my mouth again, and licked my forehead. He rolled off me and sat 

up, running a hand over my stomach. 

‘You can’t make me pregnant just by wanting to,’ I said. 

‘I made an egg because yours are out of reach.’ 

‘It doesn’t work like that.’ 

He laughed at me. ‘Aranrod made her own sperm for her children. She provided both sperm 

and egg.’ 

So that was how she had children but was still a virgin. 

‘But you already have all the children growing in your workshop,’ I said, ‘and the ones you 

sent away with my husband and your grandmother.’ 

‘I want yours too,’ he said, and bent and kissed me hungrily. 

Greedy, greedy. 

‘You said you would raise up the land out of the sea,’ I said, as lightly as I could, as if it 

didn’t matter. ‘How will you do that?’ 

‘We’ll move the land. We’ve done it before.’ 

‘But won’t it damage the land, and kill the animals and plants?’ 

‘No, not at all. Why should it?’ 

Because it did before. ‘It sounds very risky. You might reactivate the volcanoes.’ 

He gave me a puzzled look. ‘Why should that happen? They’ve been dead for a long time.’ 

‘If there is a child in here,’ I said, tapping my stomach, ‘I don’t want to bring it out into a 

world which you might carelessly blow up at any moment. I want to know it’s going to be 

safe.’ 

He looked at me, his expression grave. ‘But we’ll recover the land. There will be more land 

for everyone – and this was land that belonged to Aranrod and me. It was our good arable 

land, land for my child, land he should have.’ He caressed my stomach again with tender 

fingers, then bent and kissed me. 

‘But you might not,’ I said. ‘It might all go wrong again.’ 

‘We know what we did wrong before,’ he said. ‘It won’t happen again.’ 

He always appears to be so sure of himself, and he’s so convincing that if I didn’t know his 

record and hadn’t had experience of being brushed aside and forgotten by him, I’d have 
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believed him without question. As it was, I just tried to smile and returned his kisses, making 

out I believed him, that I trusted him, that I was happy to rest in his embraces. 

It’s not easy living with a person whom you know is capable of wiping out the local 

population with a blink of his eyelids or a flick of his hands. I knew I had to keep him happy 

and not arouse his suspicion: I mustn’t let him know that I was Watching him. But I needn’t 

have worried: he was too cock-a-hoop to have ‘won’ me (as he thought) from Wiroan that he 

didn’t question the depth of my affection. I accepted and returned his hungry kisses; I 

welcomed his caresses and his play; and I listened to his poetry, which grew more obscure 

and more erotic at each new attempt. He is a very fine harp-player, however, and pleasant to 

listen to, even when he’s fantasising aloud about what he’s going to do to me in bed. 

We didn’t spend all our time in bed. Over the next few days he led me round Arfon, 

showing off his domain and introducing me to the land as its lady. I wondered how Aranrod 

felt about this, and then realised that she’s lady of the sea rather than the land. In the story she 

stays at her castle on the coast: apart from her journey to Caer Dathal when Uncle Math 

called her to his court, she doesn’t go further afield. And all the time that I and my friends 

had been in Arfon I’d never seen her go further from the sea than the church. She belongs on 

the coast. Gwydion, on the other hand, has his fort on the coast and in the story he walks 

along the beach, but he also wanders inland, into Nantlle, and travels as far as Dyfed. 

Neither of them ever went into what is now England. When I went home that night I looked 

up the ancient history of the area in the library and found some books that said that the 

lowlands were unimportant in those ancient days, because they didn’t have any valuable 

minerals: no copper, tin, iron or gold. So the powerful kingdoms were in the western 

highlands where these natural resources were easily accessible: in Cornwall and Wales. As 

these resources were worked out, and transport links and trading patterns changed, the power 

centres shifted eastwards and Arfon went from being a wealthy region to peripheral. But then 

other books pointed out that there are the valuable prehistoric hoards that the metal-detectors 

find in East Anglia, which make it clear that in fact the Midlands and the East were very 

wealthy too, much more wealthy than Wales. So I think that the reason Gwydion and 

Aranrod don’t go East is that they don’t have any power there. 

Anyway, Gwydion introduced me to the land of Arfon. Of course I know that the land 

reacts to those who live in it – I learned that very quickly from Wiroan and Ra’haah. It has its 

own energies, produced and channelled by the rock formations and the water content of the 

ground, and the living organisms that live in and on it either thrive in those energies or are 

damaged by them. Some plants won’t grow in certain areas, even though the soil and climate 

might appear to be right; but there’s a low level of radiation in the rock (for example) which 

stunts their growth, but which might encourage other types of plant. Humans who move 

around find that they feel well in some parts of the country and out of place in others. I’ve 

always lived in the Midlands of England, and for most of my life I’ve lived on the heavy 

clays of Leicestershire, so Arfon was a shock to my body, because its soils are thin and the 

underlying granite and metamorphic rock is close to the surface. The sea is close by and the 

tides move in and out twice a day, moving the water table with them. The rhythms of the 

ground are quite different from Leicestershire: I felt more light-headed and reckless, which 

might explain my behaviour with Gwydion. 

Gwydion walked with me around Arfon. As we crossed the fields, climbed the hills and 

paused to admire the view, he would pull me down to sit or kneel next to him on the ground. 

He would run his hands over the grass or the rock around us and tell me to do the same, and 
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and let its energies flow through us. Then he told me to close my eyes and imagine that I was 

sinking down into the earth, travelling down the roots of the plants, the flowers and trees, 

deep into the rock, and embracing it and letting it hold me: ‘You are the rock, and the rock 

holds you.’ I should breathe deeply and let the rock absorb me, and then gradually flow back 

to the surface, ‘like a flower returning to the sun in spring.’ When my imagination returned 

me to the surface and I opened my eyes, his hot lips greeted mine, his tongue plunged into my 

mouth, and he wrapped his body around mine in passionate embrace … then gently released 

me and pulled me to my feet, saying: ‘The land salutes its queen,’ and then he would laugh 

and lead me onwards around his domain. 

When we walked through the woods, he would stop and place a hand against a tree trunk, 

and then tell me to place mine next to his and listen to the tree, and then greet it formally. 

‘The trees must know their queen, as the land does.’ When we came to a stream he would 

bend and scoop up water in his hands and pour it over mine, saying, ‘This is yours, and you 

serve it.’ His lordship of the land, I realised, was the old-fashioned lordship which serves the 

land and the people, protecting and guiding, rather than dominating and exploiting. It is a sort 

of Watching, but getting actively involved in a way Watchers aren’t able to. 

‘So when you called up the trees to protect the land,’ I said, ‘did they all hear you? Did they 

pull up their roots and walk?’ 

He laughed and didn’t reply. But when we came to the top of a hill, he pointed out across 

the landscape towards the sea and said: ‘See the road? The trees shelter it.’ 

‘Yes. The trees run along both sides of the road.’ 

‘If it was necessary to block the road, the trees need only drop a few branches. Some might 

sacrifice themselves, falling over the road. Some might move a little. It doesn’t take much to 

block the road completely, and then no one can travel anywhere.’ 

‘I see. But how would they know to do that?’ 

‘The wind, the water and the rock would carry the message.’ His eyes were bright with – 

amusement? Excitement? Affection? It occurred to me that by simply asking the question I 

was identifying myself with his concerns. 

‘And you’d send the message if the land was in mortal danger?’ 

‘Yes. I did. Just the once. After that either it wasn’t necessary or it was a different kind of 

enemy, the sort you can’t repel with force.’ 

‘Disease?’ 

‘Yes; and people who came in peace, but brought change with them: such as traders, and 

missionaries, and settlers, and tourists.’ 

‘They’re not enemies,’ I objected. 

‘They change society. It’s a slower change than an invasion and no one dies, but they 

change it nevertheless.’ 

As the week wore on, he became more assertive and – I thought – more edgy, as if 

something was worrying him. I caught him looking at me oddly, with a considering look on 

his face, as if he was trying to weigh me up. His kisses were as hungry as ever and his grip on 

me even more forceful – he held on to my hand almost everywhere we went, as if afraid that 

I’d run away. Of course if I’d wanted to run I could have ‘jumped out’ at any moment I liked, 

but I’d told Wiroan that I’d stay put and so I did. 

I went home at nights to see my husband and get fresh clothes. I was living in jeans and tee 

shirts – simple and hardwearing clothing that can cope with getting covered in mud or soaked 
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in sea water. Wiroan was keeping an eye on me during the day, and at nights I’d give him an 

update on what Gwydion was doing, but there was nothing significant to report all week. 

* 

Friday 
On Friday we walked south down the coast and met Aranrod, who was collecting pebbles on 

the beach. She greeted us both cheerfully and invited us into her castle for a meal. 

Gwydion accepted for us both and we walked alongside her across the causeway to her 

fortress and up through the gate. ‘So, are you ready for tomorrow?’ she asked as we entered 

the courtyard. 

‘What is there to prepare?’ I asked. 

She looked me up and down. ‘Surely you’re not getting married in those clothes.’ 

I laughed: ‘I don’t have any others here.’ 

‘I can lend you a dress.’ 

Gwydion interrupted: ‘I’ll make one for you this afternoon.’ 

‘Out of flowers?’ I couldn’t resist the ironic dig at him, but he shook his head. 

‘Leaves.’ 

‘I’ll provide the flowers,’ said Aranrod, leading us into her hall. 

Like Gwydion’s fort, she has her castle to herself. All the servants are gone – she arranges 

everything herself now. There is food and drink, and everything appears clean and tidy, but 

there is no one else there. Everyone died; all the ghosts have gone, and all that is left is the 

lady of the castle who lingers on, guarding her ancient domain. 

Why did they stay? Why didn’t they fade away like the others? What are they waiting for? I 

didn’t know, and I didn’t want to ask in case I didn’t like the reply – or in case they refused to 

give me a straight answer. 

I had the distinct impression during the meal that Aranrod wanted to say something to me, 

but was holding back because her brother was there. Twice she tried to get him to leave the 

hall on some pretext or other, but he refused to leave me alone with her. Only as we were 

leaving did she manage to slide close to me and whisper in my ear, ‘Are you really going 

ahead with this?’ 

I nodded. 

‘Thank you.’ She squeezed my right hand, and then let go before her brother noticed. 

I was silent as Gwydion and I walked back north up the coast after the meal. He gripped my 

hand as tightly as ever as we walked, but didn’t ask me what was bothering me. Instead, he 

led me into the woodland and stood me under a tree. 

‘I’ll dress you,’ he said, kissing my mouth and then stepping back away from me. ‘Take off 

those clothes so that the trees can see you.’ 

I laughed at him, because trees have no eyes. I know that the trees can sense our presence 

through our footsteps on the ground, the water vapour and carbon dioxide that we exhale, and 

insofar as we interrupt the flow of sunlight to their leaves. I suspect that they can also sense 

our electro-magnetic fields: the energy field that every living thing produces. But they can’t 

see in the same way that we can. 

‘You know what I mean,’ he said, waving a dismissive hand at me. ‘Get undressed.’ 

‘What, in public?’ 

‘No humans will come this way while we’re here, and the trees don’t care. Do what I tell 

you.’ 
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I shrugged and pulled off my clothes.  

‘Trainers and socks too.’ 

I complied, adding: ‘Don’t be too long about this: I know it’s June but it’s not that warm.’ 

‘Stand up straight,’ was his only response, and then he clicked his fingers and dead leaves 

swirled towards me – a few from the ground, but most spiralling down from above, as if 

every tree around us was donating a few used leaves. They billowed around in a great cloud, 

and then settled all over me with surprising softness, forming a calf-length dress of 

overlapping leaves adhered loosely together. Gwydion looked at me with his head first on 

one side and then on the other, moved a hand – the leaves swirled up and then resettled – 

nodded and clicked his fingers once more. The leaves flickered and fused into a sort of cloth, 

as light as thistledown, but as warm as a thin cotton jersey. Leaves covered my feet to form 

lightweight shoes, in a material that was something between cloth, leather and bark. 

‘Perfect,’ he said, smiling at me. 

I looked down at it. ‘Lovely,’ I said, thinking anxiously that I’d never get through the day 

without tearing it. But – fearing he would be hurt if I didn’t appear sufficiently grateful – I 

stepped forward and kissed him tenderly on the mouth. ‘It’s beautiful,’ I said. 

His bright eyes looked into mine – for a moment I thought he was going to speak, but then 

he embraced me instead, holding my head close to his and caressing my hair as his tongue 

plunged deep into my mouth. 

‘Don’t,’ I said, pulling away from him at last, ‘we’ll tear it. The dress, I mean. I’ll take it 

off until tomorrow.’ 

‘It won’t tear easily,’ he said, but I was already easing myself out of it and putting my old 

clothes back on. He carried the cloth over his arm and we walked hand in hand back to his 

fort. 

He was especially passionate that evening – as if he feared I was about to run off and leave 

him. He fell asleep lying over me so that I couldn’t easily escape; but Wiroan can make him 

sleep and pull me out easily enough. In any case, I didn’t run away and leave him. 

* 

Saturday 
Early next morning we were up, washed and dressed – I in the dress and shoes of leaves, he 

in over-shirt belted on hips, trousers and sturdy shoes. We walked across the fields to the 

church, travelling much more quickly than normal walking would allow. 

I expected the church to be empty, but as we approached I became aware of many voices 

outside, and then the door opened and Aranrod came out, followed by a group of smartly-

dressed children. She smiled in greeting, and placed a circlet of flowers on my head. 

‘Perfect,’ she said, kissing my cheek sister-fashion. 

‘Who are the children?’ I asked. 

‘They’re your guard of honour. They volunteered.’ Then, at my bewildered expression: 

‘They want to help you, because you’re marrying Gwydion; and they all love him and are 

very happy you’re marrying him.’ 

The children smiled up at me; there were two boys and two girls. ‘Do tell me your names,’ I 

said, and they all spoke at once, holding out little bunches of flowers in their hands, flowers 

they’d brought for me to carry. 
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It was all so emotional that I could hardly bear it. I gathered the flowers into a bunch with 

thanks and smiles, trying not to weep from the simple sentiment of it. Gwydion held my right 

hand; the children and Aranrod walked behind us into the church. 

The church was full. All these people, none of whom I’d ever met before, had come to see 

me marry a demi-god who should have been dead and buried six thousand years ago. Except 

that they saw him as a young man who helped around the church and around the area 

generally and generally helped people. A sort of curate-person, I supposed. Did they think I 

was going to be some sort of curate-wife? Please, no! 

Courage, girl! I told myself. My marriage to Wiroan had been a quiet affair – no ceremony, 

no honeymoon – so I supposed this supplementary service sort of made up for it. I squared 

my shoulders, fixed my smile on my face and walked up the aisle. 

The service was the standard church marriage service – I’ve been to a few weddings and 

there was nothing notable this time. Gwydion produced a ring from somewhere. Hymns were 

sung, which I learned later the congregation had chosen for us. We walked out of the church 

into a billow of rice and flower-petals. Lots of people wanted to shake Gwydion’s hand and 

kiss me, but Gwydion made sure that no one gave me any more than a quick kiss on the 

cheek. He was being very protective: having won his prize, his trophy wife, he wasn’t going 

to let anyone else get too close to me. I was glad of that. 

There was a genuine wedding breakfast at the minister’s house. A huge crowd of people 

were there – it seemed to me that everyone from the parish must have come. Aranrod steered 

us through the crowd into the conservatory at the back of the house and made sure that we 

were sat down at a table with food in front of us. The children who had been our guard of 

honour sat with us and supervised our meal while eating their own: ‘My ma made that bread 

for you. It’s my ma’s special bread.’ ‘My pa makes marmalade. Do you like it?’ ‘My ma says 

too much butter spoils the bread. Don’t put on too much.’ ‘You can’t have any cake until 

you’ve eaten up your bread.’ 

Gwydion laughed affectionately at them; I tried not to cry. It was all so touching, so 

emotional. They all loved him, and wanted the best for him, and I knew that he was 

dangerous and could wipe them all out with one slip of his fingers. 

‘Smile,’ he said in my ear, ‘a queen must smile before her people, even though she’s 

weeping for them.’ 

‘They all trust you and love you so much,’ I whispered back, wiping away a tear. 

‘I’m their good lord, and they know it. Now, smile.’ He touched my lips, moving them into 

a smile, and when I managed to respond he kissed me, then returned to the meal. 

The Reverend Roberts and his wife also ate breakfast but at a different table, and there were 

other members of the congregation seated at other tables in the conservatory – it was all a bit 

cramped – while others hurried around serving people, and taking food on trays outside to 

people in the garden. Aranrod served us and then sat at the table and ate breakfast herself. 

There was no alcohol or cake, because it was still early morning, but there were some 

speeches: Mr Roberts got to his feet and said a few words, praising Gwydion and wishing us 

both well, and then Aranrod got up and said a few words in praise of me, which was kind of 

her, as she hardly knows me. We drank coffee and tea rather than champagne, and mercifully 

quickly we had to break it all up because Mr Roberts had to go off to preside over the next 

wedding. We helped to clear away, and then Aranrod shoo’ed us out of the door and told us 

to go and visit our friends while she and Beth made sure that the washing up was done. 
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I was still wearing the circlet of flowers she’d given me, but when I went to take it off she 

stayed my hand. ‘Wear it today! Today everyone needs to remember you’re their queen.’ She 

grinned at me, but there was iron in her smile, and I nodded and left the flowers on my head. 

Gwydion led me by the hand down the lane, heading back towards Dinas Dinlle. As we 

walked through the village, an old woman came out of her cottage and called to Gwydion: 

‘You haven’t been to see me this week. My garden needs you. It’s in such a mess.’ Gwydion 

answered, ‘I’ve been getting married, Mrs Evans: have you met Jules?’ – gesturing to me; but 

the old woman ignored me and fastened on him, as old women sometimes fasten on young 

men and exclude young women. 

‘It’s very thoughtless of you. You haven’t been to see my garden all week. You know I rely 

on you.’ 

As she held him in conversation at the gate, I slipped my hand out of Gwydion’s and 

walked into the garden in question. The flowers appeared remarkably limp and unhappy for 

the time of year, and the grass was ragged. I crouched down and laid my hand on the ground. 

What’s wrong here? 

The sycamore tree in the corner of the garden swayed in the breeze. 

She needs to sweep up the leaves, and the tree needs pruning so that it doesn’t overshadow 

the garden so badly. But surely Gwydion would have done that? 

He fixed everything, but she unfixed it again so that he would have to come back. 

So, we need to put it back. What would he have done? 

I concentrated on the tree, and told it to move its branches out of the way. I called for a 

breeze to sweep the leaves away into the hedge. I told the water to drain away down the roots 

of the plants and down into the subsoil, leaving the soil only damp rather than waterlogged. 

When it was done, I opened my eyes. The sun was still shining and the garden felt warm, 

but I felt exhausted. I rose unsteadily to my feet and walked back to the garden gate. 

Mrs Evans ignored me; she was talking hard at Gwydion, who put out an arm to hold me 

around my waist as I reappeared. 

‘The garden’s fine now,’ I said to him. ‘I need to sit down.’ 

Gwydion raised a hand to stop Mrs Evans in full flow. 

‘Your garden is repaired,’ he said. ‘Don’t let it fall into disrepair again, will you?’ 

She stopped in mid-sentence and stared at him, then turned to look at the garden – and we 

made our escape. 

‘The garden told me that she had deliberately counter-acted all you’ve done, to make you 

come back,’ I said. 

‘I won’t,’ he said. ‘You shouldn’t have poured yourself out like that. You need to draw 

power in as you send it out.’ 

‘I know, but I don’t know how.’ 

‘I’ll show you’ – and then he was distracted by the sight of another woman, standing 

outside her house holding a baby in her arms. ‘This is Mrs Goodwin. Her husband is in 

London most of the time.’ 

The woman gave us a weak smile as we approached. ‘I’m sorry I couldn’t come to your 

wedding. Tom isn’t due back until Wednesday now, and Baby is teething – ’ 

‘Can we come in?’ Gwydion held out his arms and took the baby from her. ‘Jules will make 

you a cup of tea and you can sit down.’ 

This was clearly a ploy to get us both to sit down. Mrs Goodwin fluttered and then 

acquiesced, leading us into her back room, a kitchen-dining room. She was about to make the 
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tea herself, but Gwydion called her to sit down at the table and show him something, so I put 

the kettle on. 

‘Is there any cake in that tin?’ He gestured at a cake tin on the dresser. 

‘Oh, I made a cake for Tom, for when he gets back – ’ 

‘But you said he won’t be back until Wednesday. It’ll be stale by then.’ 

‘He said he’d be back today, but then he called this morning and said he had to stay on.’ 

‘Bring out the cake, Jules.’ I started looking for plates and a knife. 

‘Oh, I don’t think so – ’ Mrs Goodwin began to flutter again. 

‘I do,’ I said, putting a plate full of cake in front of her, followed by a cup of tea. ‘It will do 

you good.’ 

‘Baby will want some.’ 

‘No, he doesn’t,’ said Gwydion. ‘Baby wants a song,’ and he began to sing one. 

* 

‘Are all the women in this village such leeches?’ I asked him later, as we walked back across 

the fields. 

‘Mrs Goodwin was a strong woman once – it’s being alone with the child that’s worn her 

down. Mrs Evans needs a boyfriend.’ 

‘Are you going to make her one?’ 

‘I considered it, but it’s easier to tempt someone down from the north coast. I’m sure we 

can find her a man to keep her occupied.’ 

‘And look after her garden.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘You don’t have time to be married,’ I said. ‘You’re constantly busy looking after them. 

And Aranrod is busy too.’ 

‘They’re my people.’ 

‘But you’re not their slave. You have your own wants and needs, and your own interests to 

pursue. When you go off on your own business they fall apart.’ 

‘I need more like you, to help me.’ He kissed my ear, and hugged me close as we walked. 

But I didn’t reply. 

At least, I thought, if he’s running round after the people of the area he isn’t progressing 

with his plans to drive back the sea and restore the hill towns. But that’s not enough to ensure 

that he’s under control. 

Gwydion led me by the hand, as usual – but rather than walking along the coast he led me 

inland and up Bryn Gwydion, from where we could see up and down the countryside for 

many miles. 

I looked at him to ask why we had come this way. ‘We can see most of Arfon from here,’ 

he said. ‘You can see your land and it can see you.’ 

‘Yes,’ I said thoughtfully. See and be seen, of course. That’s very important for rulers. 

Gwydion makes sure that not only the people but also the countryside see that he’s won me 

as his trophy-bride. Perhaps he’s hoping that some of my husband’s glory will rub off on him. 

But I didn’t want to say it, so I said nothing more. 

We got back to Dinas Dinlle eventually and ate a simple meal of bread and cheese with 

milk to drink. But we didn’t kiss or talk. Now that the thing was done, now that we had gone 

through the marriage service, we didn’t know what more to say to each other. I realised that 

neither of us had thought far beyond the marriage; neither of us had really believed that the 

other one would go through with it. What were we going to do now? 
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In Gwydion’s bedchamber – which was our shared bedchamber now – I lay back on the 

pillows while he sat on the end of the bed and sang to his harp. He sang songs about his 

ravenous hunger for my kisses and the white-skinned dragon that drew him into her dark 

caves of desire and swallowed him up in passionate outpouring. He sang of rivers and 

fountains, of hunger and thirst, death and desire. He sang, but he hardly looked at me – it was 

as if he was afraid to look. Wrapped up in his songs of destruction, he seemed to have built a 

wall about himself. Meanwhile I curled up into myself, too scared to look at him from fear of 

what the passion he described might do to me. Altogether we were a sorry pair. I told myself 

that no newly-wed innocents ever regarded each other with such fear as we were doing that 

evening, and that we should know better. But then I looked at my dark-haired, tempestuous 

lover as he bent over his harp and I wished I was safely at home in my own bed. 

* 

(Hethie) 
I was really cross with Mum. She’d been away all week and Dad said that she wasn’t coming 

back quickly because she had to Watch Gwydion. I didn’t see why. He’d been fine with me, 

and everything had been fine until Mum came along and interfered. I missed Gwydion a lot – 

he was my special friend until Mum interfered. 

So when it got to the weekend and she still didn’t come back, I lost my temper with her. I 

went down to the library and looked at the table where Auntie Sue lays out the Watching 

stuff and looked for the information about where Mum was. Then I put it in the middle of the 

table and said aloud, ‘Wherever Mum is, I will be too,’ and I Jumped. 

And there I was in Gwydion’s home. I’ve been there before, so I know what it’s like. Mum 

was sitting at one end of his bed, and he was at the other. Mum was looking really worried – 

she’s a dreadful worrier – and Gwydion was playing his harp and frowning with 

concentration. But neither of them was looking at the other. It was as if either they’d had a 

row, or they were about to have a row. 

I walked up to them and sat down on the bed. I said, ‘Mum, when are you coming home?’ 

Mum jumped as if she hadn’t seen me until I spoke. But before she could say anything, 

Gwydion said, ‘Your Mum is staying with me a while, Heather.’ 

‘Why?’ I said. ‘I want her to come home. And I want you to come and see me.’ 

‘I’ll come, but first we have some things to do here.’ 

‘Can’t you come now?’ 

‘No, not just now.’ 

‘You used to come all the time, but you don’t come now that you have Mum.’ 

‘Well’ – he looked up at my mum, and then looked away quickly, ‘we have some things to 

sort out.’ 

‘Have you had a quarrel?’ I asked. ‘You both look really fed up.’ 

‘No,’ said Gwydion and Mum together. 

‘I think you’re really silly, sitting here looking cross when you could be doing something 

nice.’ 

Mum opened her mouth to speak, but Gwydion got in first and said: ‘It’s late and you need 

to get some sleep. I’ll take you back,’ and before I could object, he’d put down his harp in its 

box and picked me up. And the next thing I knew I was at home, and he was putting me down 

on my bed and saying, ‘Now you get some sleep and stop bothering your mum.’ 

‘Kiss me first,’ I said. 
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He gave me a kiss on the forehead and then he disappeared. I was really cross again, but 

somehow I was so tired suddenly that I just got ready for bed and went to sleep really 

quickly. 

* 

(Jules) 
Gwydion disappeared with Hethie, and I cursed myself. Why was I just sitting here, saying 

nothing? I should be trying to talk to him – trying to find out what he was planning to do now 

he had me with him. 

But a moment later he was back. He bent to pick up the harp again, but I sat up, put out my 

hand and touched his arm. He looked at me. 

‘Don’t sing any more,’ I said quickly. ‘Your singing is beautiful but there are other things 

to do.’ 

He looked at me for longer, then kissed me. 

We should have talked. I should have made him talk! Instead I lay back and opened my 

legs, and he fell into my embrace. 

* 

Sunday 
It was a lot later; it was early in the morning when he pulled his body away from mine and sat 

up with a sigh – I wasn’t sure whether it was a sigh of satisfaction, exhaustion or regret. 

I looked up at him as he sat astride me and I tried to smile, but it must have been more of a 

grimace. I thought: what a sight I must look. A middle-aged woman, covered in sweat and 

my hair everywhere. Whereas he looks young (it comes from being a child of Dôn) and 

handsome, cool and collected. He gave me a sideways smile, but didn’t speak. 

I thought: this is ridiculous. We must have something meaningful to say to each other! I 

thought of saying ‘We must talk,’ but it was so obviously true that it seemed pointless. So I 

said, ‘When you sing you describe me as a monster which devours you, but it feels more as if 

you’re devouring me.’ 

He bent and kissed my lips – his mouth is so tender! His tongue tantalised mine. 

I put my hands to his hair – his dark, curling hair. His body squirmed against mine again – I 

braced myself to start lovemaking again – and then all at once he sat up and shook himself. 

‘Such a game,’ he said. ‘Tell me, then. How long have you been told to stay with me?’ 

When I stared back at him, shocked at the suddenness of his change of tone, he said: ‘I know 

you’re only still here because he told you to keep an eye on me.’ 

‘I – not exactly.’ 

‘I don’t ask for exactly. But it would be good to know.’ 

‘I don’t know. I – I mean, what are you planning to do to the world? I’m afraid of what 

you’re planning.’ 

‘You’re here to keep me quiet? To charm me with your powers?’ 

‘I don’t have any powers. You know that.’ 

‘So why are you here? Why haven’t you run away yet? I was sure he wouldn’t let me keep 

you, but he went away and left you here. So it must be because he’s told you to keep an eye 

on me.’ 

I sighed so deeply that it hurt. ‘Would you like me to go away?’ 

‘Do you want to go?’ – a quick counter-thrust, exactly where it hurts. 
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‘I just promised to stay with you,’ I said, knowing how weak it sounded. 

‘Yes, I heard you. I was surprised. Aranrod thought perhaps you meant it, but I don’t 

believe in dreams come true; so tell me what you’re really doing.’ 

‘I’m amusing you,’ I said. ‘Tell me if I’m not.’ 

That sideways smile again. ‘You are. You most certainly are.’ 

‘And I – if you’re happy, perhaps you won’t try to destroy anything, or anyone. Perhaps I 

can persuade you not to try to drive the sea back, for example.’ 

‘Moral blackmail?’ 

‘No – distraction.’ 

He put his head on one side. ‘Just distraction? You’re an addiction, a monomania, an 

infection of the heart – you’re the dragon who’s devouring my soul. Come here.’ He pulled 

me up and kissed my mouth, nose, forehead … ‘but if I let myself be devoured by you, and 

you fly away and abandon me, dragon woman, what will be left of my heart to rule my 

people? That’s why I ask you how long you’re planning to stay.’ 

‘I don’t know. As long as you want to have me here. Until you get bored.’ 

‘Until I get bored? What about you?’ 

‘I’m expecting you to get bored before I do.’ 

He gave a brief laugh. ‘What do you take me for? I sing to you of eternal yearning and you 

expect me to be bored within a week?’ 

‘I don’t know. You got tired of me before.’ 

‘I didn’t. Your husband pushed me off.’ He kissed my nose. ‘So you’re planning to stay?’ 

‘Until you throw me out.’ I thought of something: an ancient legend. ‘Like the seal-woman 

who stayed until her husband struck her three times, and then left him and went back to the 

sea.’ 

‘Then you’ll be here forever’ (in triumph), ‘because I’ll never tell you to leave.’ His smile 

was wider, more relaxed; he seemed suddenly happy. ‘I’ll keep you until you tell me you 

want to leave me, and then I’ll let you go.’ 

‘Agreed.’ 

‘But you must learn to sing. I’m getting tired of singing to myself. I want you to sing with 

me.’ 

I laughed. ‘I can’t sing!’ 

‘You’ll learn.’ He kissed my nose again. ‘I’ll teach you what singing can do.’ 

He got off me, pulled me up and led me into the next room to wash. We threw water over 

each other and cooled down. We dried ourselves and dressed. We sat outside on the grass and 

ate bread and cheese. Then he said, ‘Let’s go for a walk,’ and we carried the remains of the 

meal inside and tidied up, and then put on shoes for walking and set out across the fields. 

Gwydion led the way, as usual, inland and up towards Bryn Gwydion. We halted at the top 

of the rise and looked across Arfon: to the north to Anglesey, to the south to the Rivals, then 

inland to the great mountains and towards the coast, to the blue sparkling sea. 

‘Now, watch,’ he said, and he sang one of the songs he’d been singing to me in the 

evenings. As he sang I felt the air about me shimmer, and first the wind died down and then 

blew more strongly. I thought we must have slipped back out of the here-and-now to 

Gwydion’s way-back-when time, because the sea slipped away from us and the green fields 

stretched away into the west; and up on the hills to the north and south, where in the here-

and-now there are only ruined hill forts, I could see the glitter of house tops and flag poles, 

and the figures of people moving about. On the lowland there were more houses than usual, 
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and more animals in the fields. When I looked way down south to the Rivals I realised with a 

jolt of shock that the broken slopes of the western-most Rival, where the great quarries had 

eaten away the mountain, were smooth and healed, covered in trees and green meadow, and 

sheep were grazing on them. I could see people moving on the road which climbs the 

mountain and goes over the col between the western and the middle Rival – in the here-and-

now it is no more than a rough track, but now I saw a well-made road. 

Gwydion’s song ended, and he stood in silence, surveying the land. Then he grasped my 

hand in his, pulled me closer to him and put an arm about me, holding me close to his side. 

‘Let the queen survey her domain,’ he said. ‘You asked what I plan to do; now you can see 

it.’ 

‘The sea has retreated and the hill towns are towns again,’ I said. ‘And the mountain is 

healed.’ 

‘Is this so harmful? Does it frighten you? No one’s died.’ 

I knew he was mocking me, but I refused to be mocked. ‘You’re very good at creating 

illusions. Won’t it vanish the moment you want it to?’ 

‘Of course. But the point is – you can see what I want to do, and no one dies. I will rebuild 

– not destroy.’ 

‘Are you planning to do this overnight?’ I asked cautiously. ‘Or are you going to do it 

slowly so that people think it’s natural?’ 

‘I’d like to do it overnight.’ His grave eyes looked into mine and he added, ‘I realise that 

your husband won’t allow it.’ 

‘I think it would cause alarm and confusion. If you change it slowly, people will think it’s 

natural.’ 

‘They’ll blame it on global warming caused by human action, but I agree they’ll be more 

likely to accept it.’ 

‘Yes. I agree.’ 

‘So will you let me do this, O my dragon-queen? Will your all-powerful husband let me 

continue with my plans?’ 

‘How can I stop you? But, yes, I’ll let you continue. Wiroan won’t interfere.’ 

‘And I’ll never send you away, so you will never leave me.’ 

I laughed at him. ‘I don’t believe you.’ 

‘Let me prove it to you,’ – and he kissed me. 

* 

Monday 
It was dull and cloudy the following morning. Gwydion was uncharacteristically restless: he 

hurried me through breakfast, produced a coat for each of us and robust, waterproof footwear, 

and led me out into the drizzle and a cold wind. 

‘Typical Welsh June weather,’ I said ruefully as the rain blew into my face. He shot me a 

glance and said, ‘It’s the first rain you’ve seen since you’ve been here.’ 

‘It rained when we went to Tomen-y-Mur.’ 

‘That was your own fault for going out of section.’ 

I knew that, so I made no further comment, but only gritted my teeth and strode alongside 

him, hand-in-hand. 

Was there any point in asking about our intended destination? I decided I would like to be 

informed. 
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‘So where are we going?’ 

He hardly glanced at me. ‘Caer-n-arfon.’ 

‘Ah.’ I paused. We hadn’t been there before – it’s a town, and therefore outside his usual 

realm of authority. Gwydion is a nature god, as you can tell from his connection with wolves, 

boar, deer, trees and flowers, and he is out of place in towns. ‘So, what will we do there?’ 

‘There are some people who want to see me. And I told you we need to find a man for Mrs 

Evans.’ 

‘Of course.’ I’d forgotten. I wondered what ‘finding’ would involve, and whether I was 

needed for anything other than display as his trophy wife. 

As I’ve mentioned before in this chronicle, we travelled more quickly together than would 

be normal for two people walking, and we reached Caernarfon by lunch time. Gwydion led 

me through the narrow streets, crowded with locals and tourists, into a public house. 

The ceiling was quite low and the bar area was only dimly lit. As we walked in, I became 

aware that I was the only woman in the place: this was one of those traditional men’s haunts 

where women may not enter. A dozen men were sitting at four tables and at the bar, intent on 

drinking and talking in low voices. As we entered, one looked up and greeted Gwydion by 

name; and I realised that it was a Welsh bar, so that I was doubly out of place. 

I can understand Gwydion when he speaks his own language because he and Wiroan have 

enabled me, but I had some trouble following the other men in the room. They made 

Gwydion welcome and gestured him to a seat by the bar; the barman pulled him a drink and 

passed it to him. Then they all became aware that I was there too, and that I’m a woman. 

Puzzled looks were cast at me. 

‘This is my woman,’ said Gwydion calmly. ‘She fights dragons and overcomes them.’ 

I managed a nervous smile. 

The men nodded and relaxed. Clearly I was not a danger to them: one of their number 

vouched for me, and I wasn’t barging in: a good woman knows when to be quiet. Gwydion 

gestured to me to sit down next to him, but no-one pulled me a drink – presumably they don’t 

know what women drink, or think that we don’t need sustenance. I decided to make myself a 

small lemonade just to spite them. I’ve lived with Wiroan long enough to learn how to pull 

energy out of space and create small things, so I did so and sat sipping it while Gwydion 

talked to the men around me. 

After a few minutes one of them pulled something out of a backpack lying at his feet: a 

small harp, like Gwydion’s but battered and smaller. He passed it to Gwydion, saying 

something on the lines of: ‘You promised us a song.’ 

Gwydion nodded, put down his drink and took the harp in his hands. He spent a few 

moments adjusting the tuning, and then held it on his knees and sounded a few notes. 

Everyone relaxed; a few sighed deeply; most of them smiled. Gwydion gave them one of his 

sideways smiles and began to play. 

I thought of the Irish story in the Second Battle of Moytura when Lugh arrives and plays the 

harp to the children of Dana: he makes them laugh, he makes them cry, he sends them to 

sleep and wakes them up again. Gwydion was doing the same now: everyone sat enchanted 

while he sang. He was singing about the old days of Wales, when the country was peaceful 

and the kings were wealthy and successful and the people were happy. I suspect that they are 

actually much better fed and healthy now than then, but people love a myth. 
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We sat there for ages while he sang; everyone forgot to drink or move, even the bartender. 

No one else came into the bar; it was as if we were cut off from the rest of the world. Only I 

sipped my lemonade. It was a good lemonade, though I say it myself. 

At long last, the songs came to an end. Gwydion played a final chord which woke everyone 

up and broke the enchantment. He handed the harp back to its owner and thanked him for the 

loan. Everyone began to talk again, but quietly and, I thought, sadly, as if they regretted what 

they had lost. But whereas when we came in there had been an edge of suspicion and anger in 

the air, now there was only peace and gentle regret. 

Gwydion had brushed away their anger and left them peaceful and calm. 

I was just thinking that this must be why we’d come – to calm the revolutionaries – when 

one of the older men in the room came over and said something to Gwydion on the lines of: 

‘Won’t you introduce me to your wife?’ 

‘This is Jules,’ said Gwydion. ‘Jules, this is Dai Williams.’ 

‘Pleased to meet you,’ I said, holding out a hand. 

I said it in English, but he heard it in Welsh (thanks to Gwydion), and shook my hand 

warmly. 

‘You should come down and visit us,’ said Gwydion. ‘You know where my home is. I’ve 

invited you often enough, but you never come.’ 

‘Now I can expect decent hospitality I may come and pay you a visit,’ came the reply. 

Aha, I thought, so is this the man for Mrs Evans? He might well suit her. 

It was late afternoon before we set off back to Gwydion’s fort. I was feeling very much in 

need of food, and dragged him into a sandwich shop to buy something to eat. We set off 

down the street eating egg-and-cress sandwiches. 

‘Is Mr Williams really going to come to your fort?’ I asked. 

Gwydion shook his head between mouthfuls. ‘No. He thinks my house is on the main road 

to Pwllheli.’ 

‘So how is he going to find it?’ 

‘You know it’s got more than one entrance. There’s an entrance on the main road.’ 

‘You mean – it’s in more than one location at once?’ 

‘Of course.’ 

Of course. That was how we could get there from the minister’s house, and how it linked to 

the laboratory, which is underground somewhere up in the mountains. 

‘Will he see a house, or your fort?’ 

‘He’ll see what he expects: a house.’ 

Gwydion is an expert at supplying what people expect to see. His semblances don’t 

necessarily last very long, but a few hours would be enough to entertain a visitor. 

‘So what does it look like?’ 

‘All the other houses!’ 

… And all the houses are similar. Mr Williams would see another white-washed stone 

house with a slate roof and dormer windows, and a stone chimney stack. 

‘Are there hollyhocks in the garden?’ 

‘If you want them.’ He shrugged. ‘I let visitors imagine their own garden.’ 

… because it isn’t really there. 

We got back to Gwydion’s home – whether it be house or fort – and sat outside on the grass 

to eat some supper. The sun hung over the clear blue sea, sparkling on the waves; to the south 

the Rivals rose up like a green wall in the evening light; to the north the fair island of 
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Anglesey lay across the horizon. I watched the gulls wheeling over the water and listened to 

their cries. 

‘Are there seals and porpoises?’ I asked, only half-seriously. 

‘They can be arranged,’ he said. 

We were sitting next to each other; he put an arm about my waist, and I leaned my head on 

his shoulder. 

‘You didn’t really need me there today,’ I said. 

‘I did.’ 

‘It was a men’s thing. Women shouldn’t go into men’s pubs.’ 

His lips touched my hair. ‘I needed you there.’ 

I turned to meet his kiss. There was obviously no point in arguing. 

* 

Tuesday 
‘Are you enjoying floozing with your new boyfriend?’ asked Frideh. 

I can never tell whether she’s being sarcastic or not. ‘He’s a difficult character,’ I said. 

‘Over-sensitive and moody.’ 

‘Like Haacleh?’ 

Like all of you, really. ‘He’s a grandson of Ra’haah’s. His mother was Dôn.’ 

‘Dana, I think,’ said Frideh in that superior way of hers. I suppressed the urge to kick her. 

‘She’s called Dôn in Wales,’ I said carefully. 

‘So many languages! I wonder how that happened. We left them with just the one.’ 

I decided not to get into a linguist discussion. Of all of us humans who joined the Watchers, 

only Steve is able to ‘get on’ with Frideh. 

‘So what are you doing with that boy?’ continued Frideh. 

‘Keeping him quiet and keeping an eye on him.’ 

‘And he’s happy with that?’ 

I hesitated. ‘He doesn’t like being spied on. But he reckons that Wiroan stole me and my 

friends from him, so he’s glad to have me back. He says he’ll keep me forever.’ 

Frideh laughed merrily. ‘Of course not.’ 

‘No,’ I agreed. 

‘I suppose we should gather the old children in,’ Frideh went on, as Wiroan came up to 

interrupt our conversation and rescue me from her. ‘Don’t you think so, brother? The children 

from the beginnings of humanity – demi-gods, I think they call them. As if we were the 

gods.’ 

‘What should I think?’ asked Wiroan, putting an arm about me. 

‘We should gather the old children in, rather than leaving them in the world. It must have 

been very difficult for them, for all these thousands of years. I’m surprised that any have 

survived.’ 

‘Just a few,’ said my husband offhandedly. ‘They’re well entrenched in their localities. It 

could be difficult to pull them out.’ 

‘But it would be kind.’ 

‘Would it? I don’t think we can pull this one in – he and his sister are the bedrock of the 

region. The problem is that they have disruptive plans.’ Wiroan started to edge me out of 

Frideh’s immediate zone. He obviously didn’t want me to have to deal with her bright ideas. 

‘Then we could absorb them, couldn’t we? Surely their power can just be drawn back in.’ 
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‘Not really. It could cause more harm than good.’ 

‘What good are they doing?’ 

‘Helping people to keep going,’ I said quickly. ‘In fact I’ll need to get back soon.’ I gave 

Wiroan a longing glance that said, ‘I was hoping for a cuddle before I have to go back.’ 

He led me away rapidly. ‘We’ve a few things to do before you go,’ he said – and we left 

Frideh behind us. She was looking thoughtful, but I hoped she wouldn’t try to interfere. 

* 

Gwydion still appeared to be asleep when I slipped back into bed, but as my head hit the 

pillow he rolled over and took me in his arms. For a moment I thought he was going to 

reproach me for disappearing, but his lips found first my ear and then my mouth, so I relaxed 

into his embrace. 

We were still canoodling some while later when a knock came at the outer door. Gwydion 

pulled himself off me, pulled an overshirt on over his head and a pair of trousers over his 

legs, and went to find out who was there. 

He came back a few minutes later. ‘Dai’s here,’ he said. ‘Get up when you’re ready.’ 

He combed his hair – he never shaved, but I expect he didn’t need to. The semi-divine 

Watchers and their relations only have body hair on the top of their heads. Their human 

appearance is only ever an appearance, not their only or even their primary form. As we all 

know, Gwydion can be a wolf, a deer or a wild boar; and when Lleu died as a human he 

became an eagle, as if that were his basic form. 

I crawled out of bed, sore and tired, and went to relieve myself and wash. It was at least half 

an hour later when, clean and tidy, I emerged into what was usually a dining hall and had 

now changed into a tidy sitting room with a dining table at one end. Gwydion and Dai 

Williams were seated at it, discussing something vehemently, with a pot of tea and a plate of 

buttered toast between them. Gwydion looked up as I came in and gestured me to join them. 

Dai Williams rose and I greeted him politely with an outstretched hand and an apology for 

not being up when he arrived. 

‘The fault’s all mine, ma’am,’ he said. ‘I shouldn’t call so early in the morning.’ 

I wondered what the time was – I’d left my watch at home – but since yesterday evening a 

clock had mysteriously appeared on the wall, which told me that it was 10am. It was certainly 

a little early for unannounced social calls. 

Gwydion gestured to me to sit down at the table and passed me the teapot and the toast. 

While the two men continued arguing I sat and ate breakfast, admiring the embroidered white 

linen tablecloth and cork tablemats that were laid out on the table. I wondered where 

Gwydion had got the image for this room – perhaps from one of the many dining rooms he 

had been in over the last century. Yesterday this had been an old Welsh hall with just a plain 

wooden table, benches and a central hearth. It had been empty and austere, whereas this 

imagined room was crowded with old furniture, obviously intended to mimic the old village 

cottage that this was intended to be. Dai Williams had walked in with his mind already set on 

what he expected to see, and so that was what he saw. I assumed it would all vanish again 

when he had gone. 

Now, however, they were discussing gardening. Gwydion was telling Dai about Mrs 

Evans’s garden, which reverted to wilderness when he didn’t visit her for a few days, ‘as if 

she destroys it to ensure I come back again.’ Dai was incredulous, saying that Gwydion 

obviously didn’t know how to fix a garden and get it into order. Gwydion challenged him to 
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come and look, and they both got up from the table and made ready to go out. Gwydion threw 

a glance at me, and I took the hint and went to fetch a coat and shoes. 

Outside it was a pleasant day, but a cool breeze cut through the sunshine. Gwydion’s home 

had mysteriously moved to the main road, a quarter of a mile or so north of the village and so 

within walking distance of Mrs Evans’s house. I trotted along behind the men, who were still 

discussing gardening. At present I had no apparent function apart from acting as observer, but 

I assumed that Gwydion needed me there to observe. 

We came within sight of Mrs Evans’s house. She was in the front garden, apparently 

cutting back roses, but not to any great effect. When she saw Gwydion she brightened up and 

hurried to her front gate to greet him – and, I assume, to summon him into her garden. But 

Dai got there first. 

‘Good morning, Mrs Evans! I’ve been hearing about your garden.’ He held out his right 

hand. ‘Dai Williams.’ 

She eyed him suspiciously. ‘Good morning.’ 

‘This could be a nice garden, but you’ve let it go to pieces.’ He pushed the gate open and 

strode into the garden. ‘Just let me have those a moment,’ and he swept the secateurs out of 

her hand and began to attack the roses. 

Mrs Evans uttered a cry and tried to get the cutters back, but he fended her off with an 

elbow. ‘You’ve been doing this the wrong way,’ he told her. ‘This is how you have to deal 

with roses …’ and while she harangued him and scolded, he set about correcting all the 

disruption she had introduced since I had tried to sort out the garden on Saturday. 

Gwydion moved to stand alongside me, a safe distance from the gate. He put an arm around 

my waist and kissed my lips tenderly. 

I raised my eyebrows at him. ‘Will he – ’ 

‘Let’s walk up to the church,’ he said, and led me in that direction, arm still about my waist. 

As we got out of hearing range of the garden: ‘Yes, he’ll keep her in order, and the garden. 

He’ll scold her and she’ll nag him and they will keep each other amused.’ 

More of a mother-and-son relationship than a friendship, I thought, but perhaps that was 

what they both needed? 

I realised that Mrs Goodwin was walking towards us, carrying her baby on her hip. She 

must have been out to see the minister and was now walking home. She looked utterly 

drained, wretched and hopeless, but she brightened when she saw us and her lips opened in a 

welcome. 

I smiled in return and was about to speak in greeting when I became aware of a noise – a 

rumbling, as if far away or far underground – as if a volcano were about to erupt. The air 

around me quivered, my sight blurred, and for a moment I thought that the air was filled with 

buzzing insects. Something was coming up the road behind us, something huge, horrible and 

deadly … I heard Mrs Goodwin cry out in alarm, and Gwydion let go of me, pushing me in 

her direction with a sharp: ‘Get back!’ 

I leapt towards Mrs Goodwin, turned to see what was coming; and saw – nothing. But the 

air was quivering like water, a horrible high-pitched squeal filled my ears and my head, and 

my heart was racing in terror. The baby was wailing in distress and Mrs Goodwin was crying 

out: ‘What is it? What’s happening?’ 

Gwydion stood still, between us and whatever was coming, his back straight and his arms at 

his sides, but his attitude tense as a warrior about to leap into action. For of course he is a 

warrior as well as a poet and a scientist. 
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Then a black dot appeared in the air, opened like a mouth opening, very fast, and a figure 

leapt through: a silver dragon with black edges to its wings and a black tip on its tail. It 

twisted in the air, spun and knotted itself together and – became a lovely woman with the 

palest skin and long black hair. Frideh. 

She was dressed in a long, white, pleated robe, and carried a golden rod in one hand – she 

had come as her divine self. I heard Mrs Goodwin whisper: ‘Isis.’ 

I moved closer to her. ‘Not really,’ I said quietly. 

‘Oh, but–’ 

‘Shhh.’ 

Frideh faced Gwydion and held out her right hand with a sweet smile. ‘Dear great-nephew,’ 

she said, ‘how glad I am to see you again! It is many eons of eons since we last met.’ 

‘Indeed, great aunt, I don’t recall ever having set eyes on you before,’ Gwydion replied. 

‘You were only a little child. Let me see you.’ She leaned closer to him. ‘You have your 

mother’s eyes. What a lovely child she was.’ 

‘How kind of you to say so.’ 

‘How long you and your sister have been here all alone! But now I have come to invite you 

to come home. You need no longer dwell here on the outskirts of eternity – you can live in 

comfort in our house, with your relatives, in peace.’ 

‘You are very kind,’ replied Gwydion, ‘and on behalf of my elder sister and myself I thank 

you. But we were given responsibility for caring for this land and its people, and we still 

carry that responsibility, and we must continue to discharge it. So we must decline your kind 

invitation and remain here among our people.’ 

‘Let me put it differently, then,’ said Frideh, her gentle smile still as sweet as ever. ‘You 

and your sister will return with me. I have spoken with my sisters and brothers and it is not 

our will that you remain here any longer.’ 

‘I have not spoken with my elder sister, but I know it is our will to remain here.’ 

‘I’m not giving you the choice.’ 

‘I’m not asking you to give it; it is not yours to give.’ 

‘I will put it yet another way,’ said Frideh, still smiling sweetly. ‘Your sister and yourself 

have become too troublesome, dear great-nephew. You have interfered with creation before 

now and we have let it go. But you continue to interfere and you have expressed the intention 

of doing more, and acting more dangerously. You are going too far. We will terminate you,’ 

and she raised her hands, holding the rod up as if she would lay its tip on Gwydion’s arm. 

I wanted to cry out, to protest, or to jump forward to stop her – but I found that I couldn’t 

move or speak. Mrs Goodwin was obviously dying to intervene but couldn’t. Even the baby 

couldn’t scream. We could only stand and watch in horror. 

For a terrible moment I thought that Frideh was going to disintegrate my lover. And then he 

stepped easily backwards and raised his own hands. In that moment I remembered that he had 

defeated the great king Pryderi, through arms and through magic: and then Frideh’s rod split 

in two and fell to the ground, and she herself leapt back as if she’d been burned. She shouted 

in anger and threw up her hands as if to strike Gwydion, but he spoke – no, he sang, words of 

poetry which said something about ‘the land will not hold you or the sea receive you, the 

trees and the grass reject you, the winds repel you, the birds of the air drive you away’ – and I 

saw Frideh trying to push back against him as if she was pushing on an invisible wall, but 

Gwydion was standing on his own land and drawing his strength from it, and he could not be 

repelled. Instead, a great wind leapt up around us and whistled about our heads, and the 
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ground itself appeared to leap under our feet; Frideh shouted again, and then twisted around, 

leapt into the air – and we saw the silver-and-black dragon appear, twirl around itself and 

vanish back into a black hole in the air, which dwindled to a dot and vanished. She was gone. 

Everything was quiet. The air was still. Even the birds were silent. Then, very cautiously, a 

blackbird began to sing. Gwydion lowered his arms and turned to face us. I ran to him and 

threw my arms round his neck. 

‘Are you all right?’ 

He nodded, and kissed my mouth rather more hungrily than he usually does in public. Then 

he drew away, took a few deep breaths and said, ‘That’s better.’ 

‘What was that – woman?’ asked Mrs Goodwin, approaching cautiously, jiggling her baby 

on her hip to calm it. 

‘Something malevolent.’ 

‘I should have warned you,’ I said. ‘Last night she said–’ 

He brushed that aside. ‘She’d forgotten Aranrod and me until I spoke to Heather. Now 

she’s remembered that we exist she wants to gather all the power back into her hands. But we 

will not be gathered. We belong here.’ 

‘There are local spiritual powers everywhere on Earth,’ I said. 

‘Yes, and none of us are willing to be gathered in.’ 

‘You’d better come and have a cup of tea,’ said Mrs Goodwin. ‘You look as if you need it.’ 

‘Thank you.’ Gwydion took my hand and we followed her back to her house. 

* 

In a power-position, as the nurturing hostess, Mrs Goodwin became a stronger, more 

commanding person. She made Gwydion sit down in her sitting room and told me to sit by 

him and hold his hand. She put the baby in his own bouncy chair to amuse himself, and then 

fetched a wooden box from the sideboard, saying, ‘I wanted to show you this and ask you 

how to mend it – as you’re here, you can look at it while I make the tea.’ She handed the box 

to Gwydion, and then went into the kitchen to put the kettle on. 

The box was wide and shallow, fastened with a brass clasp. Gwydion opened it with care 

and drew out the contents: a small harp, somewhat like his own in that it was designed to be 

held on the knee, but smaller, not so beautifully made or cared for, and with a broken string. 

He ran a finger gently over the strings, shook his head and began to carefully tune it. 

‘Will it play?’ I asked softly. 

He shook his head. ‘Not well, with a string broken.’ 

‘Can it be mended?’ 

‘Yes.’ He ran his fingers across it again, nodded and began to play a simple melody. After a 

few chords he began to sing softly, in very old Welsh which I could understand only because 

my husband has enabled me. Something like this: 

‘The pale white dragon threatens me, but I repel her through the power of the land, through 

the love of my own shining white dragon who gives me her life’s blood. 

‘I plunge my spear into her, I pour my power into her, she swallows me up and sustains me, 

she offers me death in her embraces and her life-giving waters invigorate me. 

‘She devours my body and I devour her soul; she offers up her body for me to consume, 

and my life is sustained through her flesh. 

‘Her blood strengthens the land and with her power I will drive back the enemy who 

threatens my people.’ 
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‘That’s beautiful,’ said Mrs Goodwin, setting the tea tray down on the coffee table before 

us. ‘Is it a love song?’ 

‘Yes.’ Gwydion kissed my nose, set the harp back into its box and closed the lid. I 

wondered whether Mrs Goodwin would notice that the broken string was no longer broken. 

I’d watched the two ends curl back together while Gwydion played. 

‘Whose harp is it?’ Gwydion asked. 

Mrs Goodwin looked up from pouring the tea. ‘It was my father’s. No one’s played it for 

years.’ She passed him a full cup. ‘I never learned how to play.’ 

‘That’s a man’s harp,’ said Gwydion. ‘Your son should learn.’ 

‘Is there a difference?’ 

He nodded. ‘That one needs a strong hand. Keep it for your son.’ 

‘Will you teach him?’ 

A short laugh. ‘When he’s old enough!’ 

Mrs Goodwin passed me a cup of tea and sat down herself, facing us. ‘He was enjoying 

your playing.’ She nodded towards the Baby, who was sitting still in his chair, watching us 

intently. Realising that all eyes were on him, he banged his hands on the bar of his chair and 

crowed, then made a singing noise and crowed again. 

‘He wants you to sing again,’ I said quietly to Gwydion. 

He raised his eyebrows at me. ‘Shall I?’ 

I managed a smile. ‘Something less blood thirsty, please!’ 

He nodded, put down his tea cup and reached again for the box with the harp. 

This time the song was sweeter: a happy song about the birds singing in the woodland, 

while a brook burbled along its rocky bed. Somewhere in the background sheep were 

bleating. Mrs Goodwin sat back on her chair with her eyes half shut, smiling happily: perhaps 

she was dreaming of her courting days. Baby sat alert and listening, banging the bar of his 

chair at intervals and crowing. I leaned back and watched Gwydion’s hands. My husband 

plays the lute when he can be coaxed into it, and I was interested in watching how the 

technique differed. Needless to say, I can’t play a musical instrument. I don’t have the fine 

motor co-ordination. Lynne can play the piano and Sue can play the recorder, but the main 

musician among us human spouses is Tim on his guitar. 

Creator-spirits play music. Some humans even believe that the universe was created 

through music, although my husband says it wasn’t. 

Gwydion stopped singing, and Baby at once began to sing himself, waving his arms and 

banging the bar of his chair. I thought I should do something, so I began to sing: ‘Baa baa 

black sheep,’ which I used to sing to my own children when they were children, and Baby 

sang ‘Baa, baa.’ 

Mrs Goodwin smiled and fell asleep. 

Gwydion and I exchanged glances, and I went on singing: ‘Rock a bye Baby, on the tree 

top.’ Gwydion then sang something which must have been an old Welsh lullaby, and then I 

sang ‘The wheels on the bus.’ 

We must have sung for an hour, until at last Mrs Goodwin opened her eyes and said, ‘That 

was lovely.’ 

‘Would you like us to take Baby out for a walk?’ I asked. ‘He’s full of energy, and I’m sure 

you could use the rest.’ 

She smiled sleepily. ‘Thank you. That would be lovely.’ 
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Her baby buggy was broken – that’s why she carries Baby everywhere – but even I could 

fix it. It only needed a screw putting back in. Baby was happy for Gwydion to put him into it 

and directed us as Gwydion pushed him down the garden path, waving his arms and shouting. 

‘We’re going to the children’s playground,’ said Gwydion, and turned the buggy that way. 

Of course Baby was too young to play on the play equipment, but he could sit in his buggy 

and watch the other children play. I tried lifting him out of the buggy and sitting him into one 

of the baby swings, and for a few moments he was happy, but then he began to panic, waving 

his arms about and shouting, so I lifted him out and put him back in the buggy. Gwydion and 

I sat on a bench, holding hands and watching the children, while Gwydion moved the buggy 

back and forth, and Baby fell asleep. Eventually we walked him back to Mrs Goodwin’s 

house, where Gwydion let us in – he persuaded the door lock to open – and we found Mrs 

Goodwin sleeping peacefully on the sofa. Gwydion sent me off to make us all something to 

eat, while he laid Baby down in his cot to sleep and finished fixing the buggy to ensure it 

would stay fixed. 

At some point, I thought, Baby is going to need his nappy changed – and I’m not 

volunteering for that job. When at last Hethie had been potty-trained I’d promised myself that 

I’d never change another nappy. But I suspected that Gwydion had done something to stop 

that emergency occurring until after we’d gone. 

And in fact Baby slept right through lunch and (we heard later) most of the afternoon. And 

he went on to sleep all through the following night. Mrs Goodwin said that it must have been 

all the music and singing, and she went on to buy some recordings of Welsh harp music to 

soothe Baby and encourage him to sleep, which apparently worked wonderfully. But I run 

ahead. 

After helping to wash up lunch, Gwydion and I said our goodbyes and walked on up the 

road, hand in hand. I found I was humming one of Gwydion’s tunes. 

‘You can sing when you try,’ he said. 

‘I used to sing hymns and I sing lullabies,’ I said. ‘That’s hardly singing.’ 

‘I’ll teach you some real songs.’ 

‘Will they call the land up out of the sea?’ 

He shot me a sideways smile. ‘Perhaps.’ 

‘And the people back to the hill towns? Can we go and look at the hill towns? We haven’t 

been up there yet.’ 

‘The larger hill towns aren’t in Arfon,’ he said. ‘They’re in Lleyn.’ 

‘Is that a problem?’ 

‘When Beuno bound Aranrod and me to remain in Arfon, he told us we could leave the area 

only to fetch aid in time of mortal peril. I can travel into spiritual realms–’ 

‘–So you could visit Hethie in my home.’ 

‘Yes. But I can’t go into Lleyn.’ 

‘So no more raiding pigs!’ 

A rueful grin. ‘No.’ 

‘But isn’t Beuno’s power weakening now? Who believes in him now?’ 

‘The parishioners. And the other side of the binding was that if we did stay here and help 

the people, then he would help to sustain us, so we would not fade away and die as the rest of 

our people had done. We couldn’t have survived so long without that power to draw on.’ He 

pulled me closer to him and put his arm about my waist. ‘Even with your power to help us, I 

still need his.’ 
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I assume ‘my power’ is really Wiroan’s power. Anyway: 

‘I thought the Rivals are in Arfon. Don’t they have a hill town?’ 

‘Yr Eifl, woman! Enough of your Saesneg vulgarities.’ He kissed my hair. 

‘I think “the Rivals” is far more appropriate name than “the Fork”.’ 

We both looked up at the huge mountain before us. It towers over the south part of Arfon, 

barring the way to Lleyn like a dark wall, its three mighty peaks like a hand of doom. From 

the north side it looks far more ominous than from the south, because the north flank (of 

course) is never fully lit by the sun. 

‘Isn’t Giant’s Town on the frontier of Arfon? Can’t we walk up there from this side?’ 

‘Tre’r Ceiri is on the frontier, and there is a path up there. Whether you can walk up there 

remains to be seen, arrogant Saesneg.’ He laughed as he said it, amused by my confidence in 

my ability to scale the slopes of the great mountain. 

He wasn’t joking, either. I can climb mountains; Sue, Lynne and I used to go hill walking 

together and I’ve climbed mountains on holidays with them and the children. We’ve been up 

Snowdon and Cadair Idris. But I’d not climbed a mountain with a man who’s determined to 

prove that he’s fitter and more able than I am. Gwydion, as I’ve mentioned before, can be a 

most infuriating male of the showing-off type. 

However, he did pause from time to time to allow me to catch up, and he did agree to allow 

me to stop to look at the view occasionally, and he did help me up the final path to the main 

gate of the ancient hill-town, where the stones that have fallen from the walls and the 

collapsed gate towers lie strewn down the slope as a slithering, treacherous trap for unwary 

feet. He even picked me up in his arms, struggling, giggling and protesting, and bore me over 

the threshold into the town’s interior, then put me down on the heather and kissed me hotly, 

while I was still struggling for breath from the climb. 

At last he let me go and gestured around us. ‘So, now we are here. Come and look around 

the town.’ 

It is the most amazing place. The foundations of stone buildings lie scattered across the hill 

top, with paths and streets between them, with heather and bilberry bushes growing around. 

There are, Gwydion told me, a hundred buildings up here: some were dwellings, some were 

workshops and places for selling and trade, some were built for storage. Then there was one 

building where people met to discuss business and government and to debate and settle legal 

arguments, and where religious rites took place. He didn’t explain what the religious rites 

were and I didn’t ask: I’m well aware that, before Christ, religious rites frequently involved 

killing people. 

As my husband frequently laments, humans are incomprehensible. Why did they think that 

the gods, who had given them life, would be pleased by them taking life away from some 

human? Surely they should have realised that it was a form of blasphemy? But – I won’t get 

into that now. 

‘Did you ever live up here?’ I asked Gwydion. 

‘No. Aranrod and I lived on the coast, as we do now. Her fortress was a port and mine was 

inland.’ 

‘Who did live up here?’ 

‘People, and their animals.’ 

We walked up to the highest point of the site. Like most hills in that part of the world, it has 

an ancient burial cairn on it. 

Mosquitoes, flies and bees buzzed around my head as we walked – I brushed them away. 
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‘It’s very insecty up here,’ I said. ‘Not very pleasant.’ 

‘When the climate was warmer and trees grew on the hill slopes, it was much more pleasant 

here. The lowlands were humid and marshy – only the coast was attractive, with cooling 

breezes from the sea.’ 

We reached the top and looked out across the countryside into Snowdonia: the great 

mountains to the east. The air was clear and, unusually in summer, the summit of Snowdon 

was clear of cloud. To the south (into Lleyn) and the north (Arfon) we looked across rolling 

green countryside to the sea. 

‘It’s beautiful,’ I said. How come we’d never been up here before? Despite the insects, 

there was a tranquillity here, a feeling of having come home. 

Gwydion put his arm around my waist, kissed my hair, but did not comment. I reciprocated 

the arm, thinking to myself that he was acting as if he owned me. But as my instructions were 

to keep an eye on him and keep him out of trouble, I wasn’t going to object. 

‘It looks so peaceful down there,’ I added. 

‘A kind of peace. Once this land was wealthy, but now the people are very poor. They’re 

afraid that they’re losing their identity, and they fear change.’ 

‘But what is their identity?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Their language. Their way of life. Their traditions. Aranrod and I carry some 

of their identity.’ 

‘But if they don’t go forward into the modern world–’ 

‘Their young people will leave, and their society will die. I know.’ 

‘How would – driving back the sea and repopulating the hill towns help?’ 

‘The land needs investment, to stop people leaving.’ 

‘People are coming in from outside,’ I said. ‘But then they bring in their own culture and 

the old culture dies.’ 

He nodded. ‘I want to bring people in from inside.’ 

‘You can’t turn back the clock,’ I said. ‘You can only go forward in time, not back.’ 

He kissed my hair. I smiled at him, then cursed and swatted a mosquito which had bitten 

the back of my hand. 

‘We’ll go down now, before the mosquitoes eat you alive,’ he said, took my hand and led 

me down the mound, through the north gate and back down the great mountain. 

* 

(Sue) 
‘So, when are you coming back?’ I asked Jules. 

‘I don’t know,’ she said, blushing furiously. ‘I promised to stay until he tells me to go.’ 

Steve, who was busy on the other side of the library and pretending not to listen, burst out 

laughing. Jules and I ignored him. 

‘Is Wiroan OK with that?’ 

‘Yes, perfectly. He says someone needs to keep an eye on him and Aranrod.’ 

‘Ye-es,’ I agreed. ‘She scared me.’ 

‘She is pretty scary. But I don’t see much of her. I don’t know what she’s up to in her castle 

– probably devising more sea-going humans.’ 

‘Did Wiroan tell you about the ones Ra’haah and he brought back? Half of them are mostly 

animal. Seal people, and wolf people–’ 

‘Yes, he showed me.’ Jules looked very tired. ‘Aranrod and Gwydion thought humans 

could only survive if they evolved into animals! But they made those babies a long time ago. 
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The laboratory is – it’s outside time. It’s waiting for the right moment to bring the babies 

back into the here-and-now.’ 

‘What about the ones that are left?’ 

‘They’re more normal. They’ve got some of Hethie’s hair, and something from me, and 

they’re blending those with other material. Gwydion wants to breed people who can live in 

the hill towns.’ 

‘And live off heather and mosquitoes?’ 

‘Pretty much. He says it’s important to repopulate the area from the inside, so that it doesn’t 

lose its culture and identity.’ 

‘Don’t you get bored? What are you doing all day?’ 

She blushed and laughed. ‘Not a lot, but we don’t get bored.’ 

‘After Gwydion just cast us off, I didn’t think he’d want any of us back.’ 

‘Are you jealous?’ asked Jules quickly. ‘If you want to come–’ 

‘Certainly not! As soon as I saw him again I wondered how I could ever have fallen for 

him.’ 

Jules shook her head at me. ‘I don’t believe you! If you change your mind, you should 

come and visit. You know Gwydion has different ideas about relationships. He assumes that 

if you want to sleep with him, you’ll tell him. If you don’t say anything, he assumes you 

don’t. He assumes I’ll walk out on him eventually and go back to Wiroan, but at the moment 

I’m his trophy-woman he’s coaxed away from the high king – Wiroan, I mean. He pretends 

to himself that he stole me, although he knows Wiroan has sent me to keep an eye on him. 

And so he works really hard to convince me that he’s a better man and a better lover than 

Wiroan is. But I know he’ll get bored eventually, and then I’ll come home.’ 

‘In the meantime, you’re leading a double life,’ I said. 

‘There isn’t any time here,’ remarked Lynne, walking up to join us. ‘So you can be in two 

places at once.’ 

‘A real double life,’ said Jules. 

‘Surely you can fit in your Watching rota around Gwydion?’ said Lynne. 

We knew she was teasing. ‘I’m too exhausted to try,’ said Jules. ‘I’m a middle-aged 

woman, and he treats me like a teenager!’ 

Steve gave up pretending that he wasn’t listening and came over. ‘We need to sort this out 

properly,’ he said. ‘You keep reporting he’s said this or that, but he’s changing his story 

every day. We need to figure it out.’ He sat down at the central desk and unfolded his work 

pad, tapping in his password. ‘Right: so what do we know about him?’ 

We all gathered round. ‘His mother was one of Ra’haah’s children from the first 

manifestation,’ said Lynne.  

‘Genesis Six,’ said Steve, typing busily. He always prefers finger- to voice-input.  

I reflected as he typed that the Book of Genesis implies that the Watchers and the Giants 

were all male: it comes of its being a product of a Patriarchal society. In fact, strictly 

speaking the Watchers have no gender – they are angels or demons who fell out of the 

Oneness because they wanted to seek knowledge – but they take on a gendered appearance 

when dealing with humans and we all see them as one gender or the other; with the exception 

of Jamie’s spouse, who keeps swopping about. Their children by humans, however, all have 

gender. I wondered who Gwydion’s father was; the story doesn’t name him. Perhaps he 

didn’t have a father – perhaps, like Aranrod, Dôn could produce children without needing a 

man. 
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‘He’s associated with nature,’ said Jules. ‘Trees, flowers, wolves, wild boar, deer, and the 

eagle.’ 

‘He’s a shape-changer and a trickster,’ I said. 

‘He can make people see what they expect to see,’ amended Jules. ‘He’s very entertaining; 

he sings and composes poetry. He knows how to win people over and how to change their 

emotions.’ 

‘He’s a warrior but he doesn’t fight fair,’ I said. ‘He uses magic.’ 

‘He makes children but he doesn’t engender them himself,’ said Lynne. ‘At least, not when 

he’s human.’ 

‘He has a big sister, and he used to have a little brother and an uncle,’ said Jules. ‘The uncle 

died – I think the little brother went away to Anglesey. I haven’t met him.’ 

‘He’s tied to Arfon,’ said Lynne. ‘St Beuno bound him and Aranrod to remain there.’ 

‘He championed Gwynedd against Dyfed,’ added Jules. ‘Does he represent Gwynedd’s 

supremacy over the whole of Wales?’ 

‘Now you’re getting all English Lit,’ I said quickly. ‘You’re in danger of mixing up your 

stories.’ 

Jules gave me a harassed look. ‘I suspect the story is mixed up,’ she said. ‘I think the story 

in the Mabinogion reflects a much later situation, when Gwynedd and Dyfed were competing 

for supremacy over Wales. The stories tell how Dyfed rose to power, but then Pryderi is 

challenged by Gwydion. Gwydion – that is, Gwynedd – won, but only through trickery and 

cheating. And it did Gwynedd no good, because the leaders of Gwynedd couldn’t create true 

heirs to their power; only sterile misbegotten children whose lineage led nowhere.’ 

Steve stopped typing and looked up at her. ‘Let’s keep to the subject, shall we? So far, we 

have a semi-divine spirit who can control the forces of nature and has great powers of 

persuasion, and who’s tied to a particular geographic region.’ 

‘He lived a long time ago, when pigs first came into Wales,’ said Jules. 

‘When Aranrod’s castle was on dry land and Dinas Dinlle was a complete fortress,’ I said. 

‘When the giants lived in the hill towns,’ said Jules. ‘That’s not in the Mabinogion, but it’s 

what he and Aranrod tell us.’ 

‘The giants were the Watchers’ children, so that makes sense,’ added Lynne. 

Steve continued typing for a few moments, then looked up. ‘Degenerate Watchers,’ he said, 

‘watching over the land, and creating new and improved life forms from the life forms that 

are already there. But they were unable to prevent the disaster that wiped out their people. 

Whatever killed most of the people who lived in the ancient hill towns happened at about the 

time that the Irish Sea flooded West Wales and cut Ireland off from Britain. Their new 

improved life forms didn’t work, or were wiped out too. Later new migrations from the 

continent of Europe re-populated the hill towns but no one knew anything about the people 

who lived there before. There were only these two and perhaps a few others, watching over 

the land and the sea.’ 

‘And later on,’ Lynne cut in, ‘when new kingdoms developed, people half-remembered 

about them – perhaps they heard them sing about their own history. So they built up muddled 

stories.’ 

‘Perhaps,’ said Jules. She looked very tired, but she managed to smile. ‘I think I’ll get some 

sleep,’ she continued. ‘I seem to be exhausted all the time!’ 

‘You need to take better care of yourself,’ said Steve, logging out and closing his tablet. 

‘It’s too much for one person to do. One of us should come over to help.’ 
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‘No, no, it’s fine. I’ll be fine.’ Jules shook her head and managed another smile. ‘One of us 

is enough; any more and we’ll scare them. Gwydion is suspicious enough of us already.’ 

‘Well, be careful,’ I said. ‘Shout for us if you need us.’ 

She nodded, and waved us goodbye – we watched her go, anxious about what she had got 

into. 

* 

(Jules) 
It had come to me in a flash: in the fourth branch of the Mabinogi Gwydion is the sly and 

immoral trickster who represents the new Wales, the degenerate Wales, that had defeated the 

noble and honourable King Pryderi of Dyfed but had nothing to put in his place. Whoever 

wrote the fourth branch of the Mabinogi had no good opinion of Gwydion or Aranrod: he was 

a immoral, shape-changing trickster and she was an immoral, lying, unnatural mother. But 

the image is inconsistent. In the story Aranrod is also self-confident and determined, while 

Gwydion is resourceful and is a good brother, and he tries to be a good father-protector to 

Lleu. The Gwydion I know is sarcastic and detached on the outside, but is deeply loyal and 

cares passionately about his land, people and family. He is the Gwydion of the story, but so 

much more than that. 

But did this information help me? I still didn’t know what Gwydion and Aranrod are 

actually trying to achieve. I wasn’t sure that they know themselves. I transferred myself back 

from home to Gwydion’s side a moment after I’d left him and hoped he hadn’t noticed me 

go, but he rolled over and put his arms around me, so I knew he’d noticed. After a few 

minutes of passionate embrace, he said, ‘So how is his high-and-mightiness?’ 

‘He’s fine, but I didn’t go to see him. I went to catch up with Sue and Lynne.’ 

He laughed briefly. ‘Women’s gossip. So are they telling you to leave me?’ 

‘They’re jealous,’ I said. 

He believed that. I felt him relax: he laughed and kissed me again. 

‘So what are your instructions?’ he asked. ‘What marching orders have they given you?’ 

‘Do stop it,’ I said, exasperated at his constant doubts over my commitment, ‘I promised to 

stay until you throw me out. You know I’m mad about you and you find me irresistible. So 

stop needling me.’ 

‘I should throw you out,’ he said, offhandedly. ‘What am I doing, sleeping with the high 

king’s wife? – and she a Saesneg?’ 

‘You’re enjoying yourself,’ I said, stroking his chest, ‘and what are you doing, worrying 

about the Saes? You come from long before the time of those wars.’ 

He took my stroking hand and kissed it. ‘True enough.’ 

‘Just relax and enjoy having me here,’ I said, as sweetly as I could. I put my other hand to 

his cheek and stroked it. 

‘I wish I could believe that you’re not going to run away,’ he said, kissing that hand too. 

‘I’m not going to run away, darling.’ 

I hadn’t used an affectionate term of address to him before and I wondered how he’d take it. 

As it happened, he took it very well, pulling me into his arms and kissing me so hungrily that 

I thought I’d never breathe again. Then he rolled me under him and neither of us said 

anything for a few minutes. 

I dared another endearment when he’d finished. He responded with something on the lines 

of: ‘My dragon-queen.’ 

There were a few more minutes of hot embraces. Then: 



72 
 

‘I wish I hadn’t let him take the children as hostages. I shouldn’t have let him take them. I 

have you, but he has them to remind me of his power over me and you.’ 

‘Darling,’ I said again, ‘you wanted him to take them. He and your grandmother only took 

those which were ill, which weren’t growing properly. They’ve made them well. They’re 

growing well now – they’ll soon be ready to be born. I’ve seen them. They’re safe and well 

and where better for them to be growing up than with their great-grandmother? Isn’t that best 

for them?’ 

I felt him take a deep breath, then: ‘Yes. I was forgetting. Their great-grandmother won’t 

allow any harm to come to them.’ 

‘So stop worrying. Why can’t you stop worrying?’ 

I felt him shake himself, as if he were trying to shake off the dark clouds of doubt. He 

muttered something that might have been: ‘Too much joy to be real,’ and fell to kissing me 

again. 

We did get some sleep eventually, but no wonder I’m constantly exhausted – he wears me 

out. 

* 

Wednesday 
‘Do you think I should take in guests again this summer?’ asked Mrs Goodwin. 

We’d stopped by her house to see how she and Baby were getting on, on our way to see the 

minister and his wife; and she’d invited us in for a cup of tea. Baby was sitting in his chair, 

singing to himself and waving his arms about. 

‘Do you think you’ll have time, with Baby?’ asked Gwydion. 

‘Well, last summer I enjoyed it. It brought in extra money and gave me something to do 

while Lewis is away.’ 

‘It exhausted you,’ said Gwydion. ‘I don’t remember your enjoying it.’ 

‘No, I did enjoy having guests. I really did.’ 

‘Is Baby sleeping through the night?’ I asked. 

Mrs Goodwin frowned. ‘Well, he does sometimes.’ 

‘He’ll keep the guests awake,’ I said. ‘You don’t want people to complain on Trip Advisor.’ 

‘They’ll love Baby,’ said Mrs Goodwin, but I could see that I’d unsettled her. 

‘I think you’ll find it too tiring this year,’ said Gwydion, in the tone of an older sibling 

advising an inexperienced younger one. ‘You’ll need all your energy to be a hostess.’ 

‘Are you going to take in guests?’ asked Mrs Goodwin. 

‘No. I never do.’ 

‘I mean, now you have a wife – you’ll need the extra income–’ 

‘No. We don’t have the space.’ 

‘You could come and help me out, then.’ 

Gwydion put down his empty cup and got to his feet. ‘No. I have other things to do. You 

know that.’ 

‘Jules could come and help me.’ 

Gwydion put out a hand to help me up. ‘No. I have plenty of things for Jules to help me 

with.’ He put out a hand to pat Baby’s head, and turned to our hostess, who hadn’t got up but 

was looking up at us with a stubborn expression on her face. 

‘I was thinking,’ she said, ‘you could help me do up the back bedroom.’ 

‘No,’ said Gwydion again. ‘Ask Lewis to do it. He should do something around the house.’ 
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‘Isn’t he due home today?’ I asked. 

Mrs Goodwin shrugged. ‘He said so, but I don’t know.’ 

She got reluctantly to her feet and escorted us to the door. ‘I could get new bedlinen,’ she 

said. ‘The back bedroom could look really nice, if you’d help me with it.’ 

‘Ask Lewis,’ said Gwydion, and led me out of the door. 

‘See you,’ I said, ‘thanks for the tea,’ and smiled; but she didn’t smile. She stood in the 

doorway watching us go with an angry face, as if we had insulted her. 

‘Guests?’ I asked, as we walked on up the road. 

‘Tourists.’ 

‘Does she do bed and breakfast?’ 

‘She did last year, when she was newly married. She didn’t get on very well with it. Mr 

Roberts and I had to step in to sort out her unhappy guests. She’s very disorganised, her 

house doesn’t have enough space, and the guests have nowhere to park; and of course they all 

have cars.’ 

‘Of course. Wouldn’t it be easier if she moved to London with her husband?’ 

‘Yes. They both say that they don’t want to move, but they can’t carry on as they are.’ 

‘Do a lot of tourists come?’ 

‘The local population doubles.’ He grinned at me. ‘Just for eight weeks of the summer – 

we’ll hide out in the hills and woods.’ 

‘Hethie will want to come on holiday.’ 

‘Then I’ll give her some work to do in the laboratory.’ 

I nodded. That was the obvious solution. ‘Sue and Lynne and the children may want to 

come too.’ 

‘They can sit on a beach.’ He pulled me to him and kissed my hair. 

‘Will it be sunny?’ 

‘Aranrod and I can fix the weather for most of the time. When we can’t, they’ll have to 

spend a day visiting castles or museums or take a train trip.’ 

I pondered. ‘I haven’t been on the new train yet.’ 

Gwydion shook his head. ‘I’m not taking you. If you want to go, you can take Hethie.’ 

‘Steam trains aren’t your thing?’ – But I know that motorised vehicles of any kind are not 

his ‘thing’. Gwydion will ride a horse if he absolutely has to cover ground in a hurry, but 

generally he goes about on his own two feet. 

‘If you want to see Aberglaslyn you can walk.’ Gwydion was referring to the beauty spot 

on the stream railway through the great mountains of Eryri. 

‘Is it in Arfon?’ 

‘Yes. And it’s best seen on foot.’ 

I laughed and hugged him sideways. I’m learning to predict his reactions. ‘Then we should 

go for a walk. I’ve never been there.’ 

‘You have. You drove through on a school trip around forty years ago.’ 

‘And you were watching us?’ 

‘I was watching you and your friends.’ He kissed my hair again. 

‘How? Why? We’d hardly even heard of you then.’ 

‘I told you – you three are very attractive on the spiritual plane. You exude a sweetness that 

entices spiritual powers. I called to you.’ 

‘Did we hear you?’ I wondered aloud. 

‘Yes. I felt your reaction.’ 



74 
 

I tried to think back through my memories of my first awareness of Gwydion. I suppose 

that it was that year that I first became aware of him. But then Sue, Lynne and I encountered 

the Watchers and we were otherwise occupied – and Gwydion seemed to forget us. But he’d 

explained that. I suppose that I believe him: Wiroan is very powerful, and he could easily 

have kept Gwydion off me. 

‘He couldn’t stop me watching you from afar.’ 

‘And making sure it rained every time we came to North Wales.’ 

A sideways, rueful smile. ‘I was hurt by your forgetfulness.’ 

‘I didn’t forget you.’ I hugged him again. ‘Take me for a walk to Aberglaslyn, then. Let’s 

go and look at it before it’s full of tourists.’ 

We were walking up to the minister’s house by this point, so we dropped the subject. But 

that afternoon Gwydion packed up a few things in a bag, and we set off for a walk over the 

hills to Nantlle and on to Aberglaslyn. 

It was time I saw the rest of the country. We stayed in the here-and-now, but moved more 

quickly than normal mortal beings: people didn’t see us unless we wanted to be seen. We 

travelled across country, pausing to eat a meal (carried in the bag) on the hills above Nantlle, 

and then dropping down to walk up the narrowing valley and over the pass into the valley 

which lies beneath Yr Wyddfa, also known as Snowdon. We then went south, following the 

stream – Nant Colwyn – along the mountain flanks and through the woods until we came to 

the little town called Beddgelert. 

Beddgelert is associated with the greyhound Nodens, here called Gelert. I have no idea how 

Nodens (who is also known in France as Guinefort), came to be in North Wales. He 

obviously gets around. These days he sometimes comes out with us Watchers – he and Hethie 

are particularly good friends. Anyway: 

I wondered whether we were going to spend the night at Beddgelert – we don’t have any 

money, but Gwydion is known for making fake money – but he led me into the woods, to a 

ruined stone building under the trees, which when we reached it turned into a respectable hall 

with a fire burning (it was chilly under the trees) and pork roasting on a spit, and a warm bed 

in the corner with clean blankets. So we had a meal and a good night’s sleep. 

Gwydion shook me out of bed early in the morning, before the sun had penetrated into the 

deep valley. After a wash in cold spring water and a breakfast of bread and cheese, I 

staggered out into a chilly summer’s morning with the dew still thick on the ground. We 

scrambled down into the gloomy valley and made our way down beside the river, between 

the high crags, as the sun’s rays slowly crept down the opposite hill. As we rounded a crag 

the sun’s light leaped off the tumbling waters of the river, an almost unbearable brightness of 

white against the green woods and the blue sky. 

I halted, dumbstruck by the beauty of the scene, while my lover stood by smiling at my 

amazement, as if he himself were responsible for its splendour. 

Hand in hand, we made our way slowly down the valley. I craned my neck this way and 

that, drinking in the loveliness of the morning and the scenery all around us, while Gwydion 

laughed fondly at me. 

As we scrambled around a tall rock, we met a check. There was a presence in the valley – 

dark and foreboding – which did not back off as we approached. I’m used to dark presences 

getting out of my way, so this was a surprise; and it was even more of a surprise when 

Gwydion seized my arm, jerked me back, and placed himself firmly between the whatever-it-

was and me. 
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We all stood still, looking at each other. Then the presence spoke – a cold wind that made 

my body shiver. Gwydion answered with a fluid rush of notes that could have been a song, a 

poem or a chant. The presence shivered and vanished. The valley grew warm again; the birds 

were singing and the river tumbling down its course as before. I breathed normally. 

‘What was that?’ I asked. 

‘Nothing good,’ came the reply. ‘I should come down here more often to tidy up, but there 

has been nothing particular to bring me this way for a while.’ 

‘But what is it? It didn’t run away from me.’ 

‘It’s probably never seen anything like you before.’ He led me on, without answering my 

question. 

‘So you’ve been neglecting the housekeeping?’ I was teasing with a serious purpose; I 

wanted to know more about the dark presence. What was it? Why was it here? But he only 

shrugged and gave me one of his sideways smiles. 

Ahead of us, the valley opened out on to a wide green plain. We began to trot quickly down 

the path towards the level area. A figure was walking towards us, out of the brightly-lit field; 

it was difficult to see whether it was a man or a woman. I was about to greet it, when it held 

up its arms and Gwydion came to a halt. 

‘No further,’ said the figure (now I realised it’s a man) ‘this is the end of Arfon. No 

further.’ 

‘Arfon goes as far as it goes,’ said Gwydion lightly; but I noticed he did not move. 

‘I bound you and your sister not to leave Arfon, and I have not lifted that binding; so you 

may not go further.’ 

I screwed up my eyes, trying to see his face – but with the light behind him, his face was 

unreadable. I squeezed Gwydion’s hand. ‘I can go further,’ I said. ‘Can’t he come with me?’ 

‘Lady Julia, I understand that your task is to keep your eye on him,’ said the other. ‘So you 

shouldn’t leave his side. I should make my apologies for not introducing myself at once, but 

my first task was to curb this young troublemaker.’ He paused, looking at Gwydion, then 

turned back to me. ‘I am Beuno, God’s servant, and when I was in the body I had the care of 

this cantref on Our Lord’s behalf. Now I have gone on from the body I still have the spiritual 

care of this land and its people, and I watch over them, as you watch this young firebrand. He 

needs watching.’ 

‘What has he done?’ I asked. 

‘When I came to this land the people were worshipping him and his sister, although they 

are only fallen angels and certainly not worthy of worship. They and theirs have destroyed 

this land once with all its people and will do the same again if given half a chance. My 

binding has kept them under control for many years, but the times grow godless and my 

power is not what it once was. For Our Lord’s sake and love of the people, keep him under 

your eye.’ Then he turned to Gwydion. ‘And you, young firebrand. You did well to turn back 

the destroying angel, but my binding still remains on you. You stay in Arfon and you don’t 

leave it.’ 

With these words, he turned on his heel and walked away from us. 

I looked up at Gwydion. ‘Shall we go back up the valley?’ I asked. 

‘He hasn’t given us much choice.’ My lover took my hand and led me back up the path. 

‘The destroying angel was that darkness we saw?’ 

‘It was that sister of your husband we saw yesterday.’ 

‘Frideh.’ I thought for a moment. ‘She goes under other names too.’ 
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‘Whatever she calls herself, she doesn’t belong here.’ 

I squeezed his hand. ‘You drove her away. We could go and climb a mountain, before all 

the tourists get here.’ 

He pulled me up Snowdon. I’ve climbed it many times and it’s always raining and foggy 

when I get to the top. This time was no different. We sheltered in the café at the top and 

drank hot chocolate while we watched the other visitors come and go. A group of mountain 

cyclists came in, wearing the latest kit. I pondered that mountain bikes are now so 

sophisticated that the cyclist hardly needs to do any work. 

‘I suppose they erode the mountain tracks,’ I said aloud. 

Gwydion, of course, can read my mind. ‘The mountain is already eroded,’ he said. ‘It has 

great wounds on its flanks where the quarries have been worked.’ 

‘People forget that it’s a post-industrial site,’ I said. 

‘The whole of Arfon has been broken open by people looking for treasure,’ said Gwydion. 

‘The treasure has changed with the years.’ 

Once they came for flint, I thought; then copper and tin, then gold, then slate and road 

stone. And now they come to admire the broken landscape that the quarrymen have left 

behind. 

‘It’s still very beautiful,’ I ventured. 

He shrugged and got up. ‘We should go and look at the laboratory.’ 

We clambered down the mountain paths and Gwydion led me behind a rock, into a crag – 

we were inside the mountain, and back inside the laboratory. 

We walked down the row of growing foetuses, Gwydion with his arm around my waist. 

The foetuses had grown tremendously since I last saw them, so much that they were now 

recognisably babies, perfectly formed but still small. I wondered where they had got the 

energy to grow so fast, and remembered first Lleu – who had grown twice as fast as any 

normal child – and then that Gwydion had been getting energy out of me for the last few 

days. Perhaps he was channelling his increased power into the laboratory. 

‘They’re growing well,’ I said aloud. ‘When do you expect them to be born?’ 

‘I need to arrange post-natal care first,’ he said. 

‘Not wet nurses,’ I said. ‘No one does wet nursing now.’ 

He held me closer to him. ‘Aranrod can come up with something. Seals, perhaps.’ 

‘Perhaps.’ These babies already had a large seal content; were Gwydion and Aranrod 

making more sea-going humans like Dylan? 

‘You’re worrying,’ he said. 

‘I’m wondering what sort of world they’re coming into,’ I said quickly. 

He kissed my hair. ‘It will be a better one. Let’s go home.’ 

He led me through the cave and out of a door; we came out on the coast, in his fort at Dinas 

Dinlle, in the bright summer sunshine. I could see his hall like a faint mirage against the 

green grass, invisible to normal people. 

He led me straight into the hall, which became a solid, real place as we entered; and sat me 

down on a bench by the fire, and fetched me bread and bacon to eat, and mulled wine to 

drink. ‘You’re looking very pale,’ he said. ‘You need to rest.’ 

I managed to smile at him. ‘Sometimes I feel my age.’ 

He laughed at that. ‘Eat up,’ he said. ‘We’ve been walking all day. Then we can rest.’ 

His rests are not very restful, but perhaps I should try harder to coax him into sleep? I 

smiled at him, and began to eat. 
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* 

The end so far 
… and that’s as far as we are, so far. There will be more to tell: I’ll update this soon. 


