
The Haunted Forest 
 

“You look lost young man,” said a voice, the first one that Llewellyn had heard 
in three days. That was how long he had been in the wood that locals called the 
Haunted Forest, a name that Llewellyn was beginning to believe was all too apt. 

Llewellyn looked around to discover to whom the voice belonged. He was in a 
pine glade around which the trees grew thickly and whoever had spoken had any 
number of places in which to hide if they did not wish to reveal themselves. Most of 
the forest was like this, dark and oppressive, impossible to navigate without the 
assistance of a map or local knowledge. Unfortunately Llewellyn had neither and 
hence he was, as the voice had suggested, truly lost.  

As he scanned the surrounding trees Llewellyn unconsciously pulled his 
travelling cloak tighter around himself and raised his staff, as if for protection. If it 
came to it, however, he knew that he could do little to defend himself for he was 
merely an apprentice bard and not a fighter. His most precious possession, the harp 
that his Master Gwion had presented to him on his sixteenth nameday, was strapped 
tightly to his back and had not been removed from its case since his journey had 
begun. Llewellyn had had little opportunity to play his harp in the last few days and, 
since he had entered the Haunted Forest, had also had little desire to do so. There was 
something about the wood, with its murky atmosphere and prevailing air of gloom, 
which destroyed the urge to sing or make music, as if such things might offend the 
spirits that dwelt within it. Llewellyn wondered whether it was one of these spirits 
that now addressed him. 

“Do not harm me, spirit, for I am a simple traveller come in peace and I mean no 
harm to you or to your home,” he said, hoping that his voice sounded clear and 
confident rather than nervous and fearful, which was how he felt inside. 

He was surprised when the response to his greeting was laughter, light and 
cheerful. It had been difficult to tell whether the owner of the voice that had addressed 
him earlier had been male or female, young or old since it had been distant and 
muffled. This time, however the voice was clearly identifiable as that of a young girl, 
and one that was close by besides. In fact, Llewellyn could almost believe that if he 
just turned around she would be standing right behind him… 

“Hello,” said the young girl that was standing right behind him when Llewellyn 
turned around. 

Llewellyn almost jumped back in shock. The girl, who had appeared as if out of 
thin air, looked to be the same age as Llewellyn but was almost a head shorter than 
him. She gave away nothing in stature, however, for she stood before Llewellyn 
without any trace of apprehension and her eyes, a vivid green, appraised him 
haughtily. Llewellyn wondered whether she was a noblewoman, for the dress she 
wore, although it might have been described as sturdy rather than elegant, was of a 
finer material than any that he had ever seen. Perhaps that would explain her complete 
lack of discomfiture at running into a man on her own while walking in the woods – if 
she was an aristocrat her retinue was probably close by. With her guards only a 
stone’s throw away she was hardly likely to consider a commoner like Llewlyn a 
threat.  

“Forgive me my lady,” said Llewlyn, attempting a bow, although it was difficult 
in his travelling robes, “I meant no offence in calling you a spirit for I have been alone 
in these woods for some time and I fear that my senses have been addled by my 
isolation.” 



When the girl made no reply Llewellyn cursed himself. Of course, he was 
probably trespassing in her private lands! He fished around for his purse and 
scrabbled in it for coins.  

When he looked back, however, he was surprised to see that the girl had 
vanished completely, almost as if she had not been standing there at all just a moment 
ago. 
 

* * * * * 
  
 


