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				The Prophecy

				A Brenin boy you’ll need to find

				Born at Samhain of Humankind.

				The One you seek is brave and strong

				And his true heart will do no wrong.

				The Golden Acorn he will see

				And listen to the Dryad’s plea.

				Underneath Glasruhen hill

				He’ll make a promise he’ll fulfil.

				When all is equal, all the same

				That which was lost is found again.
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				PROLOGUE

				‘We’re back,’ croaked Camelin as he flew over the tall hedge that surrounded Ewell House.

				Jack wasn’t far behind. He could see Motley and the Night Guard scurrying towards the kitchen door as he too flew over the hedge. Gerda hurried onto the patio and two small bats flitted around the doorway. 

				‘We’re back, we did it!’ Camelin announced to everyone who’d come to welcome them.

				‘Where’s Orin?’ Jack shouted to Motley as he made his descent.

				‘Up here!’ an excited, squeaky voice replied from the open window of Camelin’s loft.

				Jack saw Camelin land on the grass and proudly strut towards the waiting group. Seconds later, he too had landed. Orin appeared at the kitchen door and rushed over to them. Timmery and Charkle fluttered around their heads. Everyone was asking questions at once. Camelin flew onto the picnic table and swaggered up and down, and then he threw back his head and loudly made the call of the raven-owl. Everything went quiet as they waited for him to speak. He puffed out his chest feathers, cocked his head to one side and slowly looked at each face. Jack could see the rats were desperate to hear what Camelin had to say. 

				‘We’ll tell you everything, but not until after we’ve had breakfast. I’m starving.’ 

				There was a groan of disappointment and then they all turned to Jack.

				‘I’m starving too.’

				‘We’d better eat then,’ Nora announced as she and Elan joined the group. 

				Gerda cackled loudly then stopped abruptly and turned towards the lake. Another goose could be heard in the distance.

				‘You have a visitor,’ Elan explained.

				Jack smiled. Gerda was going to be one very happy goose when she got to the lake and found Medric waiting for her. They all watched as she hurried away.

				‘A visitor,’ piped Timmery. ‘Oh I love visitors.’

				Camelin humphed but no one seemed to notice. All the rats were looking at Nora. 

				‘You’ll find out who it is soon enough. Shall we go and eat now?’

				‘Great!’ croaked Camelin taking off and swooping into the kitchen.

				There was a scampering and a flittering and soon only Nora and Jack were left on the patio.

				‘I’m going to need to know everything. And I mean everything.’

				Jack nodded. He knew they’d have to tell Nora about the Roman soldiers, what they had done to Camelin, and about their narrow escape from Viroconium. She’d find out eventually, even if they didn’t tell her. There was a rustling of leaves from the hedge. Jack watched as a message made its way from the great yews to the trees beyond. Soon it would be in the depths of Glasruhen Forest. 

				‘When can we go and see Arrana?’ 

				‘After breakfast. We’ll go there first and collect the three cauldron plates the Dryads have been guarding. Then we’ll go and see Jennet and get back the ones you found.’

				‘Could I transform first? I’m feeling all squashed.’

				‘Of course you can. Fly to the loft and I’ll send Camelin up. He’ll just have to wait a bit longer for his breakfast.’
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				Jack hopped in through the loft window. The two raven baskets were in the centre of the room. His clothes were in a pile by the beanbag where he’d left them. It felt as if he’d been away for weeks rather than hours. He was so pleased to be back. His thoughts were interrupted by Camelin’s arrival.

				‘Come on, let’s get on with it. I’m hungry.’

				They touched foreheads. Even with his eyes tightly closed the blinding light still hurt. When Jack could see again Camelin was already perched on the windowsill.

				‘You will hurry up won’t you? Nora says we can’t start without you.’

				Jack dressed as quickly as he could and then dashed down the stairs and along the corridor. When he entered the kitchen everyone clapped and cheered. Jack felt his cheeks burning as he made his way to the only empty chair. Camelin’s voice croaked above the noise: ‘Can we start now?’ 
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				RECOVERY

				Jack let Camelin tell everyone about their journey into the past, adding bits here and there whenever Camelin missed anything out. Jack could see that Nora didn’t look pleased. It was obvious that Camelin was enjoying being the centre of attention and if he’d seen the looks Nora was giving him, he’d chosen to ignore them. There’d been a lot of questions, especially about Medric, so it had taken a long time to get to the end. 

				‘And then we had breakfast,’ Camelin said as he bowed.

				The rats cheered. Orin scrambled up to sit on Jack’s shoulder and rubbed her soft fur against his cheek. 

				‘Again, again,’ piped Timmery flitting around Camelin’s head. ‘Tell us the bit about Jennet again.’

				Camelin took a deep breath.

				‘Jack put the three cauldron plates into Jennet’s hand. She didn’t like the look of them and dropped them in the spring. Then she saw the Camp Prefect in all his shiny armour. She got really excited. One minute he’s there, the next he’s gone. Then he’s back again, all dripping wet and dressed only in his tunic. You should have seen his face after Jennet stripped him of every bit of shiny metal he possessed. He was shaking all over.’

				They all laughed, except Nora.

				‘You promised you’d come straight back through the window in time if you were in any danger. I thought you always kept your promises Jack.’

				‘I do. But I also promised to help find the missing cauldron plates.’

				‘You should have left the plates.’

				‘How could I when so much depends on you remaking the cauldron?’ 

				‘If I’d known you were going to end up in Viroconium I’d never have asked you to go in the first place.’

				Camelin pulled a face.

				‘The prophecy said we’d succeed, remember? That which was lost is found again. Jack’s The One. You said so yourself.’

				‘But you could have been hurt.’

				No one spoke. Jack thought he’d better try to change the subject.

				‘Can we go and see Arrana soon?’

				‘We can, but there’s something we have to do before we go into Glasruhen,’ Nora replied. ‘We need to lay the cauldron plates out in order so I can lace them all together when we bring the others back.’

				She led the way out of the kitchen to the herborium.

				‘This won’t take long, and then we’ll go to collect the three plates from Arrana. On the way back we’ll make an exchange with Jennet for the ones Jack gave her.’

				Jack searched his pockets.

				‘I haven’t got anything to give Jennet for the exchange.’

				Elan laughed and pulled a small bottle out of her pocket before handing it to Jack.

				‘Don’t worry. We’ve given this a great deal of thought. I don’t think she’ll be able to resist this.’

				Jack examined the bottle.

				‘It’s nail varnish!’

				‘It’s very special nail varnish, look.’

				Elan wriggled her fingers. The varnish was dark green, about the same colour as Jennet’s hair. Her nails shone and sparkled as tiny specks of glitter caught the light.

				‘Oh wow! She’ll love that.’

				‘Here we are,’ Nora announced when they were all gathered around the long table in the middle of the herborium.

				At one end Jack could see a pile of leather thongs. At the other end was a pile of cauldron plates similar to the ones he’d had in his hands only hours before.

				Nora took a book from the shelf and flicked through the pages until she found what she was looking for. Jack felt excited. He realised it wouldn’t be long before he’d see the whole cauldron. Elan put the large round base plate, embossed with the yew tree, in the centre of the table.

				Nora offered the book to Jack.

				‘Maybe you could read this while Elan and I arrange the plates we’ve got.’

				The book was heavy, and like all the other books at Ewell House it was handmade. The page he was looking at was beautifully decorated and showed all thirteen plates laid out around the circular base plate. He read each name in order, starting at number one, which was the pine.

				Nora and Elan sorted through the six plates and laid them around the base as Jack read their names. They left spaces for the ones they hadn’t got. When they’d finished Nora smiled.

				‘I’d almost given up hope of ever seeing the cauldron whole again. We’re going to be able to use it for the feast at Samhain now. Shall we go?’

				Without waiting for an answer, Nora strode out of the door and made her way to the bottom of the garden. Jack and Elan followed, while Camelin flew on ahead. 
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				Jack had first gone into Glasruhen Forest only a few weeks ago, but it felt like he’d known it for years. He watched the now familiar sight of Nora standing before the blackthorn hedge. As her hands came together she raised them in a circular motion. This time, when the hedge parted, Jack’s knees didn’t tremble. He was eager to speak to Arrana. Desperate for her to know that he’d kept his promise and succeeded. Now the forest would be saved. Once the cauldron was remade, they could go into Annwn. Nora could collect acorns from the Mother Oak for Arrana and leaves from the Crochan tree for the elixir. Arrana could pass on her knowledge and a new Hamadryad would take her place in the sacred grove. Nora would be fine once she’d drunk the elixir again. 

				Jack stepped into the tunnel. There was rustling. Without looking back he knew that the hedge had sealed itself.

				‘Don’t be long,’ Camelin croaked as he flew overhead before disappearing out of sight.

				The dense yews blocked out the sunlight and made the forest look gloomy. It was stuffy inside the tunnel but the swaying branches created a slight breeze. Needle-like leaves brushed Jack’s shoulders. Was it his imagination or were the great yews reaching out to touch him? He was so deep in thought that he didn’t see Elan stop and he nearly bumped into her.

				‘Something’s wrong,’ she whispered.

				‘What is it?’

				‘Over there. Look.’

				In the distance Jack could see a group of Dryads. They were swaying from side to side. When he got closer Jack could see that they didn’t look happy. The nearest nymph stepped forward and bowed her head before speaking to Nora.

				‘Oh Great Seanchai, Keeper of Secrets and Guardian of the Sacred Grove, we cannot deliver our messages. Arrana the Wise, Protector and Most Sacred of All will not awaken.’

				‘This isn’t good news,’ Nora muttered.

				The Dryads clung to each other.

				‘It took us ages to wake her up the last time Camelin and I came to see her,’ said Jack.

				The tallest Dryad stepped forward.

				‘We’ve already tried singing to her.’

				Nora looked worried.

				‘I don’t think we have much time. As Arrana fades my magic will weaken too. We must hurry.’

				The Dryads moved quickly, it was impossible to keep up with them and they were soon out of sight. As they neared the centre of the forest they heard a low mournful sound.

				‘Hurry,’ urged Nora.

				They came to an abrupt halt in the clearing. The sound was coming from the Dryads who had surrounded Arrana. Worried faces turned towards them but they didn’t stop their sorrowful song. The circle parted to let Nora through, Jack and Elan followed. Camelin flew down to join them. 

				‘Shall I sing?’

				‘No Camelin, I don’t think that’s going to help,’ replied Nora kindly. She stood in front of the great Hamadryad and raised her head.

				‘Arrana, The Wise, Lady of the Wood and Most Sacred of All, we have good news for you.’

				The forest was silent. Every face turned towards Arrana. Nora tried again but the great oak didn’t stir so she took out her wand.

				‘I was hoping I wouldn’t have to use this,’ she muttered to herself. ‘Come help me Jack. Take the golden acorn and hold it in your palm. When it begins to glow, try to direct the light towards Arrana.’

				Jack opened his hand. The golden acorn felt warm and heavy. Tiny red sparks spluttered from the tip of Nora’s glowing wand.

				‘Deffro hun,’ she commanded.

				A shaft of golden light burst from the acorn. He heard a gasp from the Dryads. His hand trembled as he tried to control the light. Nora raised her wand and pointed it directly at the Hamadryad’s branches. Again, she repeated the words.

				‘Deffro hun.’ 

				A green flash from the wand lit the grove. A slight movement from Arrana’s trunk made them all hold their breath.

				‘Deffro hun,’ repeated Nora.

				This time the trunk began to waver. It shimmered and shook as it gained momentum, until at last, Arrana stood before them. As she shook her hair, leaves cascaded to the ground. They all bowed.

				Jack could see the concern in Nora’s eyes. Arrana looked so thin you could see right through her. Almost all of her leaves had fallen. Her long hair looked thinner too. When she spoke her voice sounded weary.

				‘You have news?’ 

				‘We do,’ Nora replied. ‘That which was lost has been found again. We are ready to remake the cauldron.’

				There was rustling and whispering. The Dryads and trees all seemed to be talking at once. Arrana listened to what they had to say before turning to Jack.

				‘You did well Jack Brenin. Come nearer.’

				Jack obeyed.

				‘We are all very grateful to you for finding the lost cauldron plates. Because of your courage the forests will be saved. I still have strength enough to grant you a reward.’

				Jack bowed low to Arrana before speaking.

				‘I don’t need a reward. I wanted to help.’

				He could feel the colour rising in his cheeks. He didn’t want to take all the credit. 

				‘I couldn’t have done it without Camelin.’

				‘And he couldn’t have completed the quest without you. You may ask for anything that it is within my power to grant.’

				Jack shook his head. He really had been glad to help. It wouldn’t be right to take something for himself.

				‘Could I ask for something for someone else?’

				‘You may.’

				‘Could you give Camelin a lath?’

				Everyone looked at Jack. Camelin’s beak fell open and his eyes grew as big as saucers.

				‘It would be my pleasure, but what use would a lath be to an acolyte who never finished his training? Camelin may have his lath when he can read and write.’

				Jack smiled as Camelin shuffled in front of Nora. He picked up a stick in his beak and wrote his name in the soft loam.

				‘Camelin,’ he read, and then puffed out his feathers.

				Arrana looked at Nora.

				‘Jack’s been teaching him to read but I didn’t know he could write as well.’

				‘Your wish is granted Jack.’

				Arrana turned to Camelin.

				‘Take this twig and use it well. A part of Annwn will always be with you.’

				Camelin took the gnarled twig from Arrana and bowed low.

				‘Thank you,’ said Jack.

				‘Now is that all? I grow weary. You have many things to do and so little time.’

				‘We need the plates you’ve been keeping safe,’ said Elan.

				‘Oh yes. The plates.’

				Arrana turned her head slowly and pointed towards a tall willowy Dryad with pale green skin and long chestnut hair.

				‘Cory will show you where the plates have been hidden. I need to rest now.’

				Arrana sighed deeply as her bark began to shimmer and shake. When she had disappeared they stood in silence before the gnarled trunk of the ancient oak until Cory stepped forward.

				‘Will you follow me?’

				She quickly led them across the hillside. They had to hurry to keep up with her. 

				‘We’re here,’ she announced when they were standing before a group of bushes with strange twisted branches. They were so thick it was impossible to see anything through them.

				Cory stepped into the first bush and disappeared. Jack wondered if they were expected to do the same but no one made any move to follow. Two more Dryads appeared and touched the leaves of the bush Cory had entered. The branches swished from side to side until an opening appeared.

				‘Come through,’ Cory said from the other side.

				They stepped into a circular clearing. A large stone stood in the centre, and there were smaller ones around the edge.

				‘This place is protected by the deepest magic. None may enter without Arrana’s permission,’ Cory explained as she led them towards the centre.

				Jack could see the stones had been carved with strange markings. They were different from the ones he’d seen around Jennet’s well. These were more like lines, scratched deeply into the stone. The tallest stone had a hole through the middle. Cory put her hands inside the hole and spoke to the stone. There was a loud crack as the ground split open at its base. She bent down and removed something large that was wrapped in cloth. Then the ground closed again.

				‘I believe these are what you need?’ she said as she offered Nora the bundle.

				‘Thank you, Cory. Please thank the trees for looking after my plates so well. Soon the cauldron will be remade and we’ll make all speed into Annwn to collect the acorns. We will have Hamadryads in the forests again to protect you all.’

				Cory bowed and signalled for them to go back through the strange bush. Once they were in the forest Nora opened the package and spread the plates out on the ground.

				‘That’s the rowan, ash and birch. Only three more to collect. Shall we go and see Jennet now?’
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				As they made their way to the Hawthorn Well, Camelin hopped and skipped around the meadow with his lath held firmly in his beak.

				‘Thanks Jack. I can’t believe I’ve got a wand at last.’

				‘It’s alright. You deserve it.’

				Nora frowned at Camelin.

				‘When you’ve empowered it you’d better join Jack for wand practice. I don’t want you misusing it.’

				They walked the rest of the way through the meadow in silence, lost in their own thoughts. Even though he should have felt elated Jack couldn’t stop thinking about Arrana. 

				Nora had already got her lips to the water and was calling Jennet’s name by the time Jack and Elan arrived at the well. They watched as the water began to bubble. A column of water rose. Green matted hair appeared, followed by a very cross-looking water nymph.

				‘It’s not two minutes since you were here last. What now?’

				‘Jack has something to ask you,’ said Nora.

				Jack stepped forward and shuffled his feet as Jennet sniffed the air impatiently.

				‘Come on, come on, I haven’t got all day.’

				‘I’ve come to collect the cauldron plates.’

				‘And if I’ve got any, what do I get in return? Cauldron plates are very precious. Not many about these days.’

				Elan stepped forward.

				‘We have some very powerful magic. It can make you look even more beautiful than you already are.’

				Jack could see Jennet was interested. Elan showed her the bottle.

				‘The magic is inside.’

				Jennet thrust her head forward and peered at the glass.

				‘What kind of magic?’

				‘Green magic.’

				Camelin chuckled and Jack tried his best not to laugh.

				‘Show me,’ crooned Jennet.

				Elan opened the bottle. The powerful smell of the nail varnish filled the air. Jennet sniffed then put her tongue out and tasted the pungent aroma.

				‘That’s powerful magic indeed. How does it work?’

				Elan wriggled her fingernails then demonstrated the magic by painting one of Jennet’s nails.

				‘Oh most acceptable. I’ll go and find you some plates.’

				They all laughed after Jennet had disappeared into the well. They could hear crashing and banging coming from deep under the water. Occasionally bubbles rose to the surface. Finally Jennet reappeared with a whole collection of old cauldron plates. Nora didn’t look happy.

				‘These are not the right ones Jennet. Jack gave you three plates, and all of them had trees embossed on them. Don’t you remember? One of them used to hang next to the well, it had a hawthorn tree on it. The other two are similar. One has the oak, the other a willow.’ 

				‘This is all I’ve got. I’ve gone through my whole collection down there. If I’d had the well plate I’d have put it back a long time ago. Besides, Jack never gave me any plates to look after.’

				‘I did, I gave them to you and you threw them into the spring.’

				‘Spring?’

				‘The one at Viroconium.’

				‘Wasn’t me. Now I’ll just be taking my bottle and be off. I’ve got lots to do today.’

				Nora unwrapped the bundle she was carrying.

				‘Take a look Jennet, they’re like these.’

				‘Nothing like them down below. Come and look if you don’t believe me.’

				‘Could you just go and take one more look?’ Jack pleaded.

				‘I know what I’ve got in my cupboards Jack Brenin and what’s more, I know you never gave me any cauldron plates. I would remember.’

				The water began to gurgle and boil and Jennet abruptly disappeared.

				‘I’m sure it was Jennet. You thought it was her too, didn’t you Camelin?’

				‘It was dark, could have been any water nymph, they’re all bad tempered. Seen one, seen ’em all.’

				‘What happens now?’ Jack asked Nora.

				‘She’ll be back. She’ll want the bottle now she’s seen it.’

				‘How long will we have to wait? You said we were running out of time. We need to get the plates back as soon as possible, don’t we?’
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				PROBLEMS

				‘What about my symbol?’ asked Camelin as he looked around the base of Jennet’s well.

				‘I’m afraid that’s going to have to wait. Recovering the plates is far more important,’ Nora told him.

				Camelin frowned.

				‘But I’ve waited a long time for a lath.’

				‘Waiting a little longer isn’t going to make much difference is it?’

				Camelin sighed deeply.

				‘Couldn’t you just…’

				‘No and that’s an end to the matter. You’ll get your mark eventually.’

				Jack paced up and down in front of the well.

				‘Do you think she’s forgotten about the plates?’

				‘Water nymphs can be forgetful,’ said Elan. ‘It might help if you remind her what happened, when she comes up again.’

				‘She will come up again, won’t she?’

				Before Elan could reply the water in the well began to bubble. Nora stood by the water’s edge and was ready as soon as Jennet reappeared.

				‘I don’t believe we finished our conversation, did we? Jack has something he’d like to ask you.’

				‘I’ve already told you. There aren’t any more cauldron plates.’

				‘Do you have any armour?’ asked Jack. 

				‘Armour! What would I be doing with armour?’

				‘The Camp Prefect at Viroconium had lots of shiny armour and weapons. I just thought they were the sort of thing a water nymph might have taken a fancy to.’

				‘Some might, but not me. I stayed right away from Romans.’

				‘Did you ever go to Viroconium?’

				‘Never.’

				Jack sighed. He was getting nowhere. Elan put her hand on Jack’s shoulder and stepped forward.

				‘Who would have been in the spring at Viroconium?’

				‘How would I know? What did she look like?’

				‘She looked very much like you,’ said Jack nervously.

				Jennet ran her long green fingers down her cheeks before thrusting her head towards Jack.

				‘Was she as beautiful?’ 

				Jack was going to say it was dark and he hadn’t seen her too well, but Camelin interrupted before he could speak.

				‘Nowhere near as beautiful as you and her hair was a lot greener than yours.’

				‘Hmm, not as beautiful, darker hair, a few hundred years ago, Viroconium. Don’t go away, I’ll be right back.’

				‘Do you think she knows who it was?’ asked Jack.

				‘I think I know what she’s gone to fetch,’ replied Nora. ‘Jennet likes to be well informed, so she has a list of all the water nymphs. Just in case any of them might be more beautiful than she is!’

				‘Here we are,’ Jennet announced as she resurfaced. ‘My list.’

				She had three slates in her hand. Jack could see that the top one had strange markings scratched onto it. They were like the ones they’d seen on the standing stone earlier. Jennet coughed then began reading the names:

				‘Isen, Nymet, Myryl, Kerrin, Coriss, Uriel, Lucie…’

				‘How many names are on the list?’ Elan asked.

				‘Too many,’ grumbled Camelin.

				Nora gave him a disapproving look then smiled at Jennet.

				‘Could you find out quickly for us which nymph it might have been?’

				‘Don’t do information, you need a Bogie for that,’ Jennet replied, thrusting the slates into Nora’s hand before disappearing, once more, into the well.

				‘It looks like we’re going to have to pay Peabody a visit. I’d hoped we wouldn’t have to see him again so soon.’

				‘You didn’t ask her for my sign?’ grumbled Camelin.

				‘And she didn’t ask for the…’ began Elan, just before a surge of bubbles exploded from the well.

				‘My green magic…’ crooned Jennet as she stretched out her long fingers towards Elan.

				‘My symbol,’ demanded Camelin.

				‘A symbol? Now what would you be wanting with one of those?’

				‘Camelin has a lath now,’ explained Jack.

				Jennet looked surprised.

				‘And in return for the symbol I can have the magic bottle?’

				‘Yes,’ agreed Nora.

				Jennet leant over the rim of the well and sniffed the air.

				‘Here it is. Come and touch it.’

				Camelin shuffled over and touched the rock with the end of his beak. There was a sudden flash. A symbol, carved deeply into the rock, began to glow. The tip of Camelin’s beak glowed too.

				‘Hot, hot!’ Camelin shouted as he hopped around.

				Sparks flew out of the end of Camelin’s wand. One landed on top of Jack’s head followed by the smell of burning hair.

				‘I’m burning!’ yelled Jack.

				Nora scooped up a handful of water and threw it over Jack’s head.

				‘You said I was dangerous with my wand! Look what you’ve done with yours, you’ve singed my hair.’

				‘Now, now, you two,’ chided Nora. ‘It was an accident. Your hair will grow back Jack. It’s only made a small bald patch.’

				‘Can’t we grow it back with magic?’ asked Jack.

				‘I haven’t got a lot of magic to spare at the moment. I’m saving what little I’ve got left for when we need it. Besides, growing hair with magic isn’t advisable, you never know what might happen. It could come back pink. It’s better to let it grow back naturally.’

				Camelin chuckled. There was a strange rasping noise coming from the well as Jennet laughed too. She wriggled her fingers impatiently. As soon as Elan put the bottle in her hand she vanished.

				‘Well, we seem to have a problem,’ sighed Nora. ‘I hadn’t anticipated this. I’d hoped we could remake the cauldron again this afternoon.’

				Elan looked at the slates.

				‘We’re going to have to find Peabody. We haven’t got time to visit all the nymphs on Jennet’s list.’

				‘We’ll go,’ volunteered Jack, smiling at Camelin.

				‘We will?’

				‘It’d be quicker if you flew,’ said Elan.

				‘We’ll take your clothes and wands. Come back to the house as soon as you’ve got the information we need from Peabody,’ said Nora. ‘With any luck you won’t have to search far, he might still be in the Gnori in Newton Gill Forest.’

				Jack and Camelin transformed and flew off towards Newton Gill.
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				They landed on one of the Gnarles lower branches.

				‘Hello,’ Jack shouted.

				‘Hello to you,’ replied a sleepy voice from the tree they were perched in.

				‘Have you seen Peabody?’ Jack asked. ‘He’s the Bogie you saved me from the last time I was here.’

				‘I’ve got a good memory for faces, but I don’t remember speaking to any ravens lately.’

				‘It’s Jack. Jack Brenin.’

				The Gnarle screwed up his eyes and peered up at Jack.

				‘He’s a raven boy now, like me,’ explained Camelin.

				‘A raven boy, why didn’t you say? Have you come to sing to us again Jack. You did promise.’

				‘We’re in a bit of a hurry at the moment. We need to see Peabody. Is he still living in the Gnori?’

				‘Oh yes, he’s still there. He’s had it all done up since you were here last. Got a new front door. Lots of comings and goings. Getting busy again in the forest but no one ever gives us a second glance. It’d be nice to hear a song again, now you’re here.’

				‘Well, maybe one verse, but then we really will have to go.’

				‘What about the one that starts again at the end?’ said Camelin. ‘You know the one I mean, don’t you? It’s about an old man and the whiskers on his chin. I like that one, it goes on forever.’

				Jack nodded. He knew the song Camelin wanted to sing.

				They swooped down to the forest floor and began croaking loudly:

				There once was a man named Michael Finnegan,
He grew whiskers on his chinnegan,
The wind came up and blew them in ag’in,
Poor old Michael Finnegan (begin ag’in).

				The Gnarle stopped them.

				‘That’s quite all right; you don’t need to begin again. Didn’t you say you were in a hurry? Maybe when you’ve got a bit more time, and you’re a boy again, you could come back and sing to us?’

				‘I will,’ Jack promised as he and Camelin set off towards the Gnori.

				The Gnarle had been right. Instead of an open crack in the hollow trunk of the old oak, Jack could see a brand new front door. A large notice written in crooked capital letters had been pinned to it.

				‘NOT AT HOME,’ read Camelin before rapping on the door with his beak.

				‘Can’t you read?’ shouted an angry voice from inside. ‘I’m not at home.’

				‘I can read and you obviously are at home.’

				‘Not to visitors I’m not.’

				‘This is important. We’ve come on an errand from Nora,’ Jack croaked.

				There were a lot of hurrying footsteps followed by bolts being drawn. Finally, a key turned in the lock and the door opened slightly. A long nose appeared through the crack.

				‘From the Great Seanchai, you say?’

				‘Hurry up and let us in. This is important,’ grumbled Camelin.

				‘She needs your help,’ explained Jack.

				‘My help! Why didn’t you say so in the first place? Come in, come in. Go straight through. Just follow the tunnel.’ 

				The door slammed and was locked behind them.

				‘Here we are,’ Peabody announced as they entered a large room.

				Some of the roots from the hollow tree above were poking through the walls and an array of hats hung on them. There was a collection of coins and shiny things on the table which Peabody hurriedly covered with a cloth.

				‘It reminds me of a Spriggan’s tunnel,’ said Jack as he looked at the smooth walls.

				‘That’s probably because Spriggans made it. A sort of compensation for my brother getting me into so much trouble.’

				Peabody stroked his long nose before speaking again. 

				‘Now, how can I be of service?’

				‘We need to know which water nymph would have been in the spring at Viroconium,’ explained Jack.

				Peabody rubbed his chin.

				‘That’s a long time ago. I’m going to need my thinking hat for that one.’

				‘Thinking hat? I thought most people had a thinking cap!’ said Jack trying not to laugh.

				‘That’s most people. Now let me see, which one goes back a few hundred years?’

				Peabody paced up and down in front of the row of hats before choosing the most battered one.

				‘It used to have a beautiful feather stuck in the band. I don’t suppose either of you have got a feather to spare?’

				‘No we have not,’ snapped Camelin. ‘Now, if you don’t mind, can you come up with an answer? We don’t have much time.’

				Peabody put the hat on, sat down on a tree stump and closed his eyes.

				‘Viroconium you say?’

				‘Viroconium,’ Jack and Camelin confirmed together.

				Peabody sat and muttered to himself for what seemed like a very long time. At last he stood up and replaced the hat.

				‘Well?’ said Camelin expectantly.

				‘I’ve gone through every water nymph I can think of. I only know of three who’ve ever lived west of here. It’s going to be Coriss, Myryl or Uriel. They’re Undines, they prefer wells and springs.’

				‘Oh great!’ Camelin grumbled. ‘Three of them.’

				‘Well it’s better than having to go through all the names on Jennet’s list,’ whispered Jack.

				‘I hope I’ve been of help. You will tell the Great Seanchai how helpful I’ve been, won’t you?’

				‘We will, but we’d better be going now. Thank you,’ said Jack.

				Peabody led the way back to his new front door and let them out. As soon as the door shut behind them the key was turned and the bolts were slid noisily back.
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				‘You did well,’ Nora said when they told her about their meeting with Peabody. ‘Go and transform now and we’ll all give this a bit of thought.’

				‘Have you met any of the nymphs before?’ Jack asked Camelin as he dressed.

				‘Only Myryl, but it was a long time ago now. Come on! Race you downstairs.’

				It wasn’t much of a race. Camelin flew while Jack had to take the stairs. By the time he got to the kitchen Elan and Nora were already discussing the nymphs on Peabody’s list.

				‘Isn’t Myryl an expert on cauldrons?’ asked Elan.

				‘You’re right. She’d be the best one to start with, she knows just about everything there is to know about cauldrons. We’ll visit her first, but not until tomorrow. It’s getting late. Jack, you ought to be getting back home. You’ve had a very busy weekend and it’s school tomorrow.’

				‘But I wanted to go with you.’

				‘We can’t go without you,’ replied Elan.

				Nora agreed.

				‘If you’ve given a water nymph something and you need it back, you have to ask for it yourself. You also need to have something ready for the exchange, and it has to something special.’

				‘What will I give her for the plates? Do you think she’d like some nail varnish too?’

				Nora shook her head.

				‘From what I remember of Myryl she likes big things, she’s a lot more sociable than Jennet, she likes to talk…’

				‘And talk and talk,’ interrupted Camelin. ‘She’s as bad as Timmery.’

				‘Isn’t that good, at least she’ll tell us what she knows, won’t she?’ asked Jack.

				‘It would be, if she could keep her mind on one thing at a time, but she sort of flits from one thing to another. She gets back to the reason you’ve called eventually, but it can take a long time.’

				‘At least she doesn’t mind visitors,’ continued Nora.

				‘I said she was like Timmery,’ Camelin grumbled to himself.

				‘So what am I going to give her?’

				‘It will take a bit of thought, but I’m sure we’ll come up with something.’ 

				‘If Myryl is an expert on cauldrons we’ll need to offer her something similar,’ said Elan, thinking aloud.

				‘How about one of those Hallowe’en buckets you can buy? The ones you take round for trick-or-treating to put all your sweets in,’ suggested Jack. ‘We could spray it silver.’

				Camelin’s head shot up and he hopped over to Jack.

				‘People give you sweets in a bucket? Have you got one of those buckets? When can we go? We can’t give it to Myryl if it’s for sweets!’

				‘We certainly can’t,’ replied Nora. ‘I know the ones you mean Jack. They’re the right shape but the wrong material. They’re usually black plastic. We need something shiny and metallic. I think the paint would wear off quite quickly under water.’

				‘A saucepan then, a big one with two handles like they have in the kitchen at school,’ continued Jack.

				‘That’s a possibility,’ replied Nora. ‘But I still don’t think it would be big enough.’

				‘How big are those buckets?’ Camelin asked Jack, ‘The ones you collect the sweets in?’

				Jack made a shape with his hands. 

				‘About the same size as a football.’

				‘That’s not very big, couldn’t we use a dustbin? We’d get a lot more sweets in one of them.’

				‘That’s a brilliant idea!’ exclaimed Nora.

				Camelin’s beak fell open.

				‘Do you mean it? You’re going to get a dustbin?’

				‘A dustbin would be perfect,’ agreed Elan. ‘But not one of those new plastic ones, we need an old-fashioned ribbed galvanised bin.’

				Jack could see what an amazing exchange a bright new shiny galvanised dustbin would be.

				Camelin looked excited. He was hopping from one foot to the other.

				‘When can we go and get the sweets?’ 

				‘What sweets?’ they all asked.

				‘The ones to go in my dustbin!’ 

				‘The dustbin’s for Myryl; haven’t you been listening?’ Nora asked. ‘I’ll go down into the village first thing in the morning and buy one. Then I’ll call in and see your grandad and tell him we’re off on an outing and you’re invited to come along. We’ll pick you up straight after school and make our way over to see Myryl.’

				‘Is it far?’ asked Jack.

				Elan got Nora’s map down from the dresser and spread it out on the table.

				‘She lives somewhere around here, in a spring above one of the lakes near the Welsh border. There used to be lots of lakes in that area. People built forts there on the mounds, but that was a long time ago. There’s not much water left now.’

				Jack looked over at Camelin. He’d not been looking at the map.

				‘What’s wrong?’ he asked.

				‘Nothing.’

				Nora laughed.

				‘He’ll be fine, once he gets over the loss of a dustbin full of sweets he never had!’
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				From his bedroom window Jack watched the sky darken. A storm was rumbling in the distance. He’d expected Grandad to ask him about his weekend but instead he’d told Jack all about the gardening club and what he was going to enter in this year’s competition. Jack was relieved he hadn’t had to say anything about what he’d done. He couldn’t tell Grandad the truth, he couldn’t tell anyone. They’d think he was crazy, especially if he said he’d gone back in time to Roman Britain.

				By bedtime rain was lashing at the windows. Jack wished Camelin was there to talk to, he missed his company, but it was unlikely he’d leave his dry loft on a night like this. A loud clap of thunder rumbled overhead. Orin climbed up onto the windowsill to watch the storm with Jack. She jumped each time lightning flashed across the sky and shook as the thunder exploded. The rain made a deafening noise as it beat against the window.

				‘Don’t worry, it can’t hurt you,’ he told her as he held his arm out so she could climb up to sit on his shoulder. ‘I hope it’s a better day tomorrow when we go to see Myryl.’

				Jack was just about to get into bed when his Book of Shadows vibrated.

				Elan must have sent him a message. He opened it at the first page and watched as the message appeared. When he saw what it said he smiled. It wasn’t from Elan.

				I hav my own buk to writ in
we can writ tonit so I wont get wet

				Jack laughed. Camelin might have learnt to read but he needed a lot of practice with his spelling. He wrote back:

				I’ll see you in the morning.

				He didn’t have to wait long for an answer:

				how many swets do u think I cud get in a dustbin

				Jack laughed and replied:

				It would depend on the size of the bin.

				There were no more messages. Jack lay in bed but couldn’t sleep. He wondered if Camelin was dreaming about dustbins overflowing with sweets. He’d thought it would be easy to retrieve the plates once they’d come back through the window in time. Tonight they should have been celebrating and making plans to go into Annwn. Jack couldn’t help worrying. How was he going to get through a whole day at school? He wondered what would happen when they found Myryl. She had to have the plates. Didn’t she?
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