“GWALES”

Legend has it that seven men, survivors of a terrible war, made landfall on a magical island off
the westernmost tip of Wales. There they were regaled with stories told by the severed head of
their gigantic slain leader, Bran. Eighty years passed this way, in happy forgetfulness until one of
the gathered, a man called Heulyn, opened a forbidden door unleashing a flood of horrific memo-
ries and precipitating their return to the real world. Where are we now? Are we in thrall still to

the comforting tales told us by dead demi-gods? Gazing at a distant horizon. Living on Fantasy
Island.
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