
The Dreamstones

(Y5–6/lower KS3)

The doorway was opening to the dark time of the year. Even though the sun
shone and there was still some warmth in the wind, I could feel the first bite of
winter in my blood. I had never liked the snows and the endless nights, but
Bettrys, the daughter of the wise man Cunor, had made me listen with my soul
rather than my imagination. And yes, beyond the months of the Ice Moon I
could hear the whisperings of new beginnings and the stirring of the seed
below ground. She was right, as in so many ways: the ancient gods would look
after us, even though the shadows gathered around us and the light burned
low.

I had been given the task of bringing the sheep down off the hills. The cattle
and pigs were already penned and the harvests gathered up in the granary and
storage pits. Soon the animals that were not chosen as breeding stock would
be slaughtered and the meat salted so that it would keep until spring, save
what had been prepared for the great celebration of Summer’s End. Even here
on the ridge, I could smell the sweet smoke of the fires from the spits and
beneath the boiling pots where the pigs’ carcasses would be scalded and
scraped ready for the feast. The eating tonight, and for the following two nights
of the year’s turning, would be fine indeed!

‘Get about your work Weland. You’re as busy as a gatepost!’
I heard the words just before someone barged into my shoulder, making me

drop my guiding stick. Ambior strode by and looked back, sneering. Several
sheep sauntered ahead of him. No doubt he would tell my father Brennus and
any other adults he could find of my laziness. Already, in his moments of exas-
peration with me, Brennus said my head was filled with featherdown, and most
likely Ambior’s mean remarks would fuel father’s opinion! Ah well, they were
surely due to Ambior’s jealousy in knowing that Bettrys favoured me above
him, and that when the time came for her to marry, I would be her obvious
choice.

But still, if I could at least steer some sheep home, Brennus might not be
too disappointed and would let me stay later at the feasting. I had already



combed the eastern edge of the ridge – though Ambior had taken those
animals down – so I thought I’d try on the western slopes. Despite following a
path through the bracken to the ridge-top, the going was hard and I was sweat-
ing as I crested the rise. The wind blew strongly here. It snatched at my hair
and cooled my skin. By the smell and feel of it, I knew it would bring rain in the
next day or so. And it carried something else, too – a man’s voice hailing from
the trackway down in the valley.

I was startled and, looking more closely, saw three horsemen. The foremost,
even at this distance, was a striking figure riding a beautiful black steed. He
was waving, and his words, though thin with distance and strangely accented,
were clearly directed at me. He was calling for me to halt. ‘You there boy, stay
– stay!’

So I ran for all I was worth, frightened by the appearance of these strangers
but grateful down to my bones that they were not Romans.

* * *
My way towards the settlement took me close by an oak thicket. This draped
itself over the southern slopes of the hill and contained the shrine where Cunor
and the other wise men prayed and made offerings to the gods. The stiff ridge-
way wind was hissing through the autumn-rusted leaves, but even above that
I heard the galloping thud of horses drawing nearer. So then I did stop and put
my back against an ancient trunk, willing myself to silence as I fought to regain
my breath, my ears straining to catch the slightest sound of ambush . . .

Before long, I heard my pursuers. The riders had slowed, but were close.
Two of them talked in muted tones, and as they moved in the saddle I could
make out the creak of leather and the tinkle of bridle and bit. ‘He’ll be so
surprised,’ one of them said. And the other man sniggered in agreement.
‘Whether the hare freezes or darts, he is caught.’

Surprised? Hare – caught? I began to wonder what they meant, but then
with a shock like lightning I knew they were speaking of me. I realised I had to
alert Vepomaros, who was the chieftain of our tribe. He would be down in the
settlement preparing seeing to the needs of the visiting clans. But even if only
my voice reached ahead of me – and even if I died in the trying – I had to give
him some small warning of the danger.

So, like the hare, I darted, but stumbled back suddenly as a sword blade
slashed over my head and thunked into the bark of the tree just above my
head. And then, like the hare, I froze as the attacker loomed over me.

He was a tall, powerful man, surely the lead rider I had glimpsed. His skin
was weathered and tanned, looking darker still for the shock of white, lime-
washed hair that he had gathered and tied back with a leather thong. Likewise,
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his drooping moustache was long and fair and made him look very aggressive
– though his striking blue eyes were astute and sparkled with mischief. He
wore breeches and tunic of a coarse russet cloth, while a heavy grey riding
cloak draped his shoulders. I was confused, for his bearing and the gold neck
torc he wore told of a high-ranking warrior, though his dress belonged to the
ordinary folk.

He grinned suddenly and wrenched his sword from the tree. His weapon,
too, spoke of power and authority: made of iron, its handle was intricately inlaid
with beautiful scarlet enamel and further decorated with magical glyphs. The
man smelt of several days’ journey and a chewing spice that the men of the
settlement sometimes used.

‘The wolf always catches the hare,’ he told me gently, as though he had
hoped for something better from me.

‘But will never make it scream,’ I added in similar coin. And at that, he gave
a bellowing laugh and ruffled my hair, sheathing his sword and showing his
open hands in a gesture of peace.

‘My name is Carad,’ he said and, as his companions appeared, ‘Here we
have Aisling and Braeden. We would like to speak with your clan leaders – I
take it they will be coming here for Summer’s End?’

‘From far afield. Many of them, and priests too, have already arrived to
worship at the shrine. The celebration begins tonight.’ I made a small bow of
respect, feeling that I had not let myself down after all. ‘My name is Weland,
son of Brennus. I will take you to meet Vepomaros, our chieftain.’

* * *
‘The screams could be heard even above the warcries of the Silurian warriors,
the thunder of their chariots and the deafening clash of weapons. Hundreds of
Romans were slain or lay dying. They had thought that by crossing the river
Hafren, they would pen us like animals and slaughter us all. But they had not
reckoned with the fighting spirit of the Silures and their neighbouring tribes in
Cymru, who took their stand on a hillside.

‘Behind us grew thick woodland and below us flats that were little more than
marsh. As the Roman infantry advanced, we hurled stones – as well as spears
and insults – down upon them. Time and again, they made the testudo with
their shields to thwart us, but our charioteers swept in from the flanks and the
painted warriors they carried – standing astride the paired horses and shriek-
ing like demons – leapt from the steeds’ backs and broke the Roman shield
formations again and again and again . . . ’

A number of us were sitting in the gathering place at the settlement, listen-
ing to Carad’s exciting reports. He and his companions had been welcomed as
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fellow Britons, and offered food and drink. Now the clan leaders were eager for
his news of Roman activity elsewhere in the country.

‘And yet I have heard that the Roman advance was successful. The tribe of
the Silurians were clever, but undisciplined. Each man sought personal glory
above the victory of the whole tribe. As the battle surged like the tides, the
Silures became nothing more than a noisy rabble, whereas Roman soldiers,
trained into a unified military force, were implacable. Eventually the defiant
spirit of the resistance was broken, the tribal leaders knew they were defeated
and their general, Caratacus son of Cunobelinus, fled to safety. His brothers,
wife and daughter were captured, so I am told . . . ’

All of this came from Ariovis, one of the high priests of our tribe, the
Corieltavi, and eldest uncle of Ambior, who shared his relative’s dark hair and
pinched features. Ariovis was watching Carad very carefully, as though looking
to catch him out in a lie. Instead Carad simply shrugged and reached for his
beaker of ale.

‘I witnessed the conflict. I fought with the brothers who do not wish to see
the wealth of the land go to Italia, or our people to slavery, or our venerated
gods to oblivion . . . ’

‘The news from the Catuvellauni to the south is that, once the Romans have
established order and quelled inter-tribal conflict, they allow tribes to be self
governing.’

‘Stories cleverly braided to suit the governor’s purpose,’ Carad said. Ariovis
smiled benignly.

‘Yes indeed, just little puffs of air coming out of our mouths, like all of the
tales we have heard this evening . . . ’

‘Such little puffs of air have poisoned empires,’ Carad said, still calmly parry-
ing Ariovis’ insulting jabs. He finished his ale, and Bettrys quickly moved
forward to refill his beaker. I could see that she felt honoured to have been
chosen to serve our guests – her father Marbod’s face glowed with pride – but
she looked troubled, too, at the undercurrents of suspicion in the air and the
tension between these men.

‘Were the Silures and Ordovices not then routed in Cymru?’ asked
Vepomaros in a reasonable tone. Carad smiled at Bettrys as she finished pour-
ing and lifted his beaker to acknowledge her.

‘It is true,’ Carad said. ‘We were beaten, at least on that front line. Whether
the Romans will penetrate far into Cymru is another matter. But here they are
forging north and have already subdued the a number of tribes . . . ’

‘Don’t you mean “made settlement” with the people?’
This time, Carad ignored Ariovis and spoke to the whole assembly. ‘My
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friends, what I do know is that if we bow down to the rule of the Romans we
will become like them. They fight not like men but like dogs trained to the stick
and the whistle. Their gods have not grown out of their hearts, but are pale
copies of the deities of the Hot Lands to the south of Rome. They do not love
the land – they lay it over with buildings and stone roads. They relish their fine
houses and fine foods and grow fat as slugs on it. But does any Roman ever
respect the soul of a creature whose flesh he is eating? Does any Roman
stand on the earth and feel a part of it, knowing he has been born of it no more
and no less than a leaf or an insect? Does any Roman – ’

‘Stirring words indeed, Carad,’ Ariovis interrupted. And now there was a sly
look on his face. ‘The words of a politician one might say – oh, but then you
are only a foot soldier fighting with the Silures, are you not? Oh, but are you a
Silurian yourself or from elsewhere?’

All of us then, even children younger than my thirteen summers, could see
that Ariovis was on the brink of calling Carad a liar and a mischief-maker. The
air seemed to fall still and the evening wind blew far away, part of some distant,
other place. I saw Aisling and Braeden tense themselves ready to draw their
arms, but Carad himself would not be baited.

‘Whatever else I am, I stand a free man who loves the soil of this ground.
What the Romans call Britannia, a land of mists and rain, I name Albion, the
land of mystery and wonder. And trust me or not – for that is part of your free-
dom – the Roman threat is real. You must already have heard of the Roman
garrison being built at Ratae, not half a day’s journey from here? Why do they
call it ‘the place of ramparts,’ if not for fear of Corieltavi resistance?’

And now Carad did look upon Ariovis, and his eyes shone with a passion
that told the priest and everyone who saw that here was a man of conviction,
who would spill his last drop of blood in defending his beliefs.

‘And is it not so, priest, that you have already made dedications at the hill
fort just a little north of here? Why is that?’

‘If the winter is harsh, such a shelter will be necessary protection for the
clans around here. The wolves will be on the prowl!’

It sounded like bluster and we all knew it. Ariovis glanced about himself
looking for expressions of support. Carad nodded and his smile was bitter.

‘Oh, the winter will be harsh true enough . . . ’
From the corner of my eye, I saw Vepomaros motion to Bettrys and the

other women who were tending to the gathering. They came forward with more
ale and bowls of nuts and fruit, appetisers to the main eating that would soon
begin. In the further pouring of beer and handing out of small-food and general
bustling, the situation was saved. The light of suspicion no longer shone upon
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Carad, while Ariovis took his opportunity to step back – and not have his throat
cut by Carad’s brilliant blade. For that, surely, could have been the only other
outcome of the situation.

* * *
The discussions had started in the red-golden sunshine of late afternoon and
ended with the first silver touch of moonlight from the east. Tonight it was the
full-faced moon that was rising: to me, that round expression always looked
surprised, as though each time it stared upon the world it was shocked by what
it saw of the commerce of Man. Then, night by night, it turned its eyes away
until, perhaps, it was peering into the heavens, beseeching the god Taranis not
to hurl his thunder down upon us.

By now, more fires had been lit and low tables were brought out and hay scat-
tered around them for the people to sit ready to eat. In deference to our visitors,
wattle fences were set up to blunt the cut of the wind. Even so, gusts whirled
through the settlement and whooshed great clouds of crackling sparks up into
the air, which smelled of roasted meat and wood smoke and the cool of the night.
Nearby in their enclosures, the cattle stood or sat according to their whim, their
calm wet eyes picked out in flickering firelight as they gazed upon the festivities.

Although the hospitality of the clan to all the guests was generous, since this
is our way, the eating needed to be done in a certain order. First came great
dishes bearing forelimbs of pork – always the right forelimbs first. This was
because the pigs we kept and the boars we hunted stood for fertility and vigour,
while most warriors drew sword with their right hand, so the devouring symbol-
ised strength in that arm. And it was expected of all those who received a limb
to eat it clean of meat – partly out of respect for the hosts, but also through
reverence to the god Moccus, to whom the animals had been sacrificed today.
Vepomaros took first bite and the other men followed, interrupting their gorg-
ing with swigs of ale and stories of battle and the hunt (which they swapped
like tokens), and enormous belches where they tried to outdo each other in
volume and in length.

Then, at a word from Vepomaros, the rest of the people began their meal. I
contrived to sit close to Bettrys because I was worried over her earlier concern
and because . . . Well, because I wanted to know how her favours would fall,
towards me or towards Ambior. He had sought her company and smiles a
number of times through the summer, knowing as I did that by the next festival
of the Year’s Turning she would be old enough to take a husband. Not, I think,
that he loved her. No, being Ambior, her prettiness would be a trophy to him.
Besides, he wanted to light the flames of jealousy in me, provoke me perhaps
into challenging him . . .
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But there I was, letting my thoughts lead me by the nose again. Ambior was
nowhere around – in fact, I had not seen him for some time – and besides,
Bettrys seemed pleased to see me. She even offered me the tastiest morsels
of food from the communal dish, though of course (with my mouth watering) I
insisted that she should have them instead.

In time, when folk had eaten their fill, they rose to attend to other business.
Some went to their beds; others played instruments and sang; many went now
to the shrine to offer prayers and gifts to the gods. I suggested to Bettrys that,
since I hadn’t yet been, we might go together.

‘I’d like that, Weland,’ she agreed, smiling just for me, so that my heart lifted.
But there was also a darkness in her eyes that troubled me, and I mentioned
it now for fear that her thoughts were filled with Ambior’s face and his name.

‘I will tell you,’ she said as I stood and helped her up, ‘when I know what it
is myself.’

* * *
The path out of the settlement towards the shrine was well lit. Apart from the
milky moonlight cast over high, thin cloud, there were people carrying splutter-
ing torches of pitch and tallow-filled bowls whose wicks burned with a bright
yellow spitting flame. The whole scene was all at once quiet and magical, and
the air was filled with a sense of veneration for the spirits that dwelt in every
tree and stone and within the landscape itself.

‘It’s so peaceful here,’ I muttered to myself, though Bettrys heard my soft
words and looped her arm through mine.

‘But there’s a storm approaching,’ she answered; and again came that trou-
bled frown, her eyes once more full of shadows.

I did not doubt her for a moment, since while Ariovis and the other Druid-
priests created pomp and splendour in the ceremony of great occasions, an
equal though different power was carried by those of the faith – the seers, the
visionaries. These were usually women who were always treated with the
greatest regard, even by the most arrogant chieftain or the most bombastic
priest. It had been clear since blossom-fall, when womanhood first touched
her, that Bettrys was gifted with future-sight, though even now she was shy of
her own prophecies and did not care to assert what she knew. And sometimes,
as she had suggested, she wasn’t clear about what she knew. So I did not quiz
her further, but instead, simply glad that she was in my company, we
approached and then entered the shrine . . .

It was ringed by ancient oaks, save towards the east, where the view of the
moon and sky went unobscured. The trees formed a protective shield against
the westerly wind and served also to amplify the voices of the priests. The inner
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area, the most sacred space, was enclosed by a ditch and guarded by the spir-
its of dogs buried beneath a palisade that was opened to us by a vates priest,
and closed again once we had passed through. Just beside this entrance, a pit
had been dug into which coins were placed: Vepomaros had given me a coin
earlier to offer in thanks to the gods. It was a tradition that the chieftain of the
clan gave all the children and youths such a token. The piece was made of
silver and showed a galloping horse. There were letters, too, that I couldn’t
understand, but it was beautiful even so, and some part of me wanted to keep
it – though the wise voice in my mind warned me sternly to place it where it
was meant to go!

Small groups of people, or even folk by themselves, went up to the sanctum
in turn. We waited until our opportunity came and then stepped forward.

The shrine itself, in the centre of the enclosure, was a rough block of wood
hewn from a giant oak that had lived and died on the hillside. Sacrifices were
made upon this altar, but people also put there statues of the gods and other
symbols of worship. I looked at these now and felt myself to be like an autumn
leaf that grew upon the tree of all life; and one day I would wither and fall,
returning to the great soil of creation to arise again anew. . .

Bettrys, however – and to my surprise – ignored the sacred objects. Instead,
she pushed her fingers into the wet blood that still lay on the block and
smeared it above her eyes and on her cheeks. Then she gasped and grabbed
at my arm with a sense of urgency.

‘What is it?’ I was frightened and mystified and excited, all at the same time.
‘I know now. . . ’ Her eyes shone with the wonder of it. ‘I know! But we must

hurry!’

* * *
Without argument, I let her take me away from the shrine, out beyond the
palisade and then up the hill to an outcrop of rock. A stream bubbled out of a
cleft in the crag. Bettrys knelt by the water and seemed to be searching – for
what I didn’t know. All I could do was wait, letting my eyes drift skyward to the
stars that spread like huge silver clouds across the heavens.

Then I felt her tugging at my sleeve and I hunkered down beside her. She
had found a stone nestling among many others in the water. To me it looked
no different from its neighbours, but Bettrys was handling it with reverence,
letting the water play around it and through her fingers.

‘I lift this stone for substance, virtue and strength,’ she said. ‘May it stay with
me until my journey’s end.’

‘What – ’ I started to say. She silenced me with a finger to her lips.
Then Bettrys selected a second stone. ‘I lift this stone for courage, freedom
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and right action.’ She passed it to me and I clenched it tightly. ‘May it stay with
you until your journey’s end.’

Finally she took up a third stone and said, ‘I lift this stone for kindness, inde-
pendence and a prosperous future. May it stay with Carad until his journey’s
end . . . They are called dreamstones,’ she told me in answer to my earlier
question. ‘Because stone is dense matter, it draws thoughts closer and makes
visions clearer. And if you keep it beneath your pillow, your dreams will be
guided by it and your wishes weave themselves into the fabric of time.’

I wasn’t completely sure what she meant, nor did I care too much just then:
my concern was to discover what she thought was so critical.

‘I don’t know exactly who Carad might be,’ Bettrys said, ‘though I have my
suspicions. What I do know is that Ariovis intends to betray him to the Romans.
He does this out of a wish for power for himself. By stirring up trouble amongst
the clans, and later between the larger tribes, he seeks to weaken us against
the Roman advance. Then he will stand beside the Romans as an ally and
hope for their gratitude in gold.’

‘But how do you know this – ’ I started to question her, but realised that the
dreamstones gave her this knowledge in a way I could never understand. ‘So
what must we do?’ I asked instead.

‘Go beyond the settlement,’ she said at once, ‘and look out for any soldiers
approaching. I feel that Ariovis will have sent for them by now. I will find Carad
and his men. Be quick and return soon – meet us by the shrine!’

And then she was gone, with a flicker of golden hair and a light pattering of
footsteps, leaving me alone with the cool of the night and a deeper chill in my
heart.

* * *
I moved swiftly, heading west towards Ratae but keeping to the high ridge-way,
where the pale folds of the land lay spread out before me under the moon.
Here and there I saw the glimmering lights of fires from other settlements and,
so I thought, a faint red glow on the horizon. This would mark the hearthfires
and torches of the Roman garrison itself. My plan was to make as much
distance as quickly as I could and hope to spot any approaching soldiers. That
would give me time to retrace my steps and raise the alarm at the settlement.
With so many visiting clansmen, there would be strength enough to repel
anything less than an organised and concerted attack.

I hurried along the ridge, my feet finding the line of the old trade route that
had been in use for generations. My gaze was fixed on the middle distance and
downwards into the valley – so it was that I failed to see what was right in front
of me here, now.
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A powerful blow struck the side of my head and I spun tumbling to the
ground. Strong, grasping hands hauled me up, and for a second time a fist
smashed into my face and made the night explode with stars. I fell back heav-
ily and lay stunned.

‘You’re not even fit to herd sheep. What makes you think you can stop me?’
Ambior said, with the same sneering tone on his lips that I knew so well. So
Ariovis had sent his boy to fetch the Romans. I started to struggle up in a daze,
aware that two or three other figures were riding past. They smelt strange, of
sweat and metal, and their armour clashed as the horses cantered by. One of
them barked out words in a language I did not know, and the others laughed.

‘You’ll not stop them now, Weland, unless you can stop me first,’ Ambior
taunted. I pretended to be weakened and dizzy, flopping back down and then
trying to rise again. I knew that Ambior would be impatient in wanting to follow
up his advantage. And so it proved to be –

He towered over me and stooped to drag me to my feet. I swung my right
fist round and slammed it hard into his face, feeling his nose break and his
teeth snap together. I thought that would be just the start of a long and difficult
battle, but instead with a brief grunt Ambior collapsed and fell to the ground. It
was only then I realised I still had the dreamstone in my hand; it had added
weight to my blow. My fingers would ache tomorrow, but for now the victory
was mine . . .

At least against Ambior. But there was a greater danger. One of the riders
had turned back and came galloping towards me, drawing his short, deadly
stabbing sword – the gladius – as he approached. I had learned enough of
Romans to see that he was a cavalry officer. Even in my fear, I could appreci-
ate his proud bearing and the workmanship of his armour and helmet – that
was particularly beautiful, glinting silver in the moonlight. I could make out its
silver crest and fine carvings on the cheekpiece – but I had no time to notice
more. I knew I could not outfight him, though I might be able to elude him. If
only I could gain a few precious seconds’ head start . . .

The officer called something over his shoulder to his companions, who
carried on their way while he bore down upon me. Ten paces away now.
Should I dodge into the bushes and work past him under cover? Should I try
to unsaddle him and maybe wrest the sword from his grip? At least I’d have a
fighting chance then . . .

Instead, and without thinking (for thinking would have ruined my aim), I drew
back my arm and hurled the dreamstone at his head. I heard it clunk against
his unprotected forehead and, with my heart surging, I saw him slump side-
ways and fall from his horse to the ground, unconscious.
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My luck held as I realised the others were out of sight and earshot now. I
picked up the officer’s sword and pulled off his helmet. Then with these
trophies I ran like the wind, determined to reach the settlement ahead of the
others.

* * *
My route along the ridge took me down through the oakwood into the shrine.
Even before I got there, I saw firelight flickering beyond the trees and heard the
whickering of horses a moment before I spotted Braeden and Aisling hiding
under cover of the leaf canopy.

Then I was inside the shrine itself. Standing beside the altar block were
Carad and Bettrys (she looked very frightened), Vepomaros and Ariovis, who
seemed in a towering rage. He began to bluster as soon as he saw me.
Vepomaros held up his hand for calm.

‘What is this nonsense, Weland, of intrigue and treachery and of the
Romans coming?’

‘Not nonsense, elderman. Ariovis seeks to dishonour the tribe by handing
our guests over to the invaders!’ And by way of proof I tossed the soldier’s
helmet at their feet, and an instant later the shortsword, which clattered
beside it.

‘Whoever Carad might be,’ I said stridently, ‘and whatever his mission, he
trusted himself to our friendship and hospitality. We cannot betray him to the
Romans!’

That gave Vepomaros pause for thought, and even Ariovis dared not speak
against my words at that moment. But whatever the chieftain’s pronouncement
might have been, it was interrupted by shouts from below and cries of ‘Hold!
Hold them!’

‘They’re here already,’ I said, ‘perhaps only two of them now, but others
might be following.’

Vepomaros looked at me intently, then turning away he said, ‘I will mend
matters there. Ariovis, you will come with me!’ And the tone of his voice
brooked no argument.

So it was that the three of us – myself, Bettrys and Carad – stood at the
shrine to the gods and made our farewells, with Bettrys placing the dreamstone
delicately into his hand as she explained its purpose. Likewise, Carad gave us
his blessing of good fortune, then he slipped a golden ring from his little finger
and slid it onto Bettrys’ right thumb (since her other fingers were all too small).

‘And for you, Weland, who has brought such honour to your family. . . ’ He
took the gold torc from his neck and placed it around mine, and my eyes filled
with tears of gratitude and pride.
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‘Now I must go,’ Carad said. ‘Though our lives have touched only briefly, I
will always remember you both.’

‘Where will you go, what will you do?’ Bettrys wondered, close to tears.
‘I travel north, to the land of the Brigantes. There I hope to win their queen,

Cartimandua, to my way of thinking. Whether I succeed or not, the gods only
know. But I must try: for in future times the people will look upon the labour of
the Romans and call it the work of the giants. But by then they will be nothing
but ghosts. I do not wish to see the Britons become ghosts before them, dying
like sheep by their hand.’

With a final firm clasp of my shoulder, Carad turned and vanished among
the trees, leaving Bettrys and me by ourselves.

‘There could be trouble in store for us,’ she said softly, though with no fear
in her voice now. And greater trouble, I thought, since I have lost the dream-
stone she gave me!

But at that, somehow divining what was going through my mind, Bettrys
simply chuckled and clasped my fingers and said, ‘You’re not to worry, Weland.
We’ll go looking for the dreamstone tomorrow.’

And so we did – and of course, Bettrys knew exactly where it lay.

* * *
Steve Bowkett, August 2009
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