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*~Gwen~* 

 
UNLIKE usual, I woke with the rising Sun. Today marked the start of the new year and an 

immense feeling of happiness enveloped my heart. For the first time in months I was hopeful for 
the future. I sighed, turning around, towards the light and opened my eyes. 

I’d sold one of my paintings and I spent a nice evening with Edur. I smiled as I thought of 
him and turned back to my right. We had fallen asleep on the sofa in the living room. I couldn’t see 
him at the moment and decided to stay under the blankets for a little longer. 

. 
The next time I awoke, it was almost noon. I grabbed my laptop and while it was powering 

up, and I rushed to the bathroom quickly before the New Year’s concert started. Snuggling up in the 
blanket with a cup of hot chocolate, I opened the browser to go on the TV channel’s website. Not 
having a television was annoying sometimes, but I rarely watched it, anyway. There were still a 
couple of minutes to spare and I called out to Edur. I’d checked everywhere, even my bedroom, but 
he was nowhere to be found. I was getting worried. 

Just as the first notes of the concert sounded, my phone rang. 
“Hi Mom, happy new year!” It was family tradition to watch the New Year’s concert together, 

and this was the first year I wasn’t at home with them. We chatted a little before agreeing to 
continue later. I finished my hot chocolate as we spoke. 

By the end of the first part, I couldn’t get my mind off Edur. The scenery outside the window 
drew my gaze, and I wandered over to have a look. I had hoped the sight of fresh snow would do its 
trick and calm me down. Brilliant sunshine hit the snow which had fallen overnight. Sadly, it was 
already melting; it made for a melancholic sight. As I turned away, my gaze caught something that 
wasn’t there the day before. It was a very tall and lean snowman, more like a statue. 

I pulled the blanket closer around me and leant on the window glass to see it better, silently 
wondering who could’ve done it. There weren’t any kids in this building, as far as I knew, and I 
doubted my sixty-year-old landlady would build a snowman during the cover of the night. 

Something was familiar in its posture although I couldn’t see its features- 
I gasped as a terrible thought appeared in my mind. I hurried to the door, tugged on my 

snowshoes and sprinted outside. “It can’t be!” I fervently hoped that my suspicions were wrong. 
Rounding the corner, I suddenly stopped, my breaths coming out in small, white puffs of hot 

air. The snow statue stood with its back to me and I slowly circled around, drawing the blanket 
closer. I didn’t have the courage to look at the face, though. It had taken a good amount of nagging 
from myself and a loud sneeze for me to finally open my eyes when I stood in front of the snow 
statue. 

My breath caught as my worst suspicion was confirmed: staring back at me was a perfect 
snow-copy of Edur. I stepped closer in a daze. I leant very close to see if he was the same when I 
had found him; asleep like Snow White. But no, he was standing, and all of him was made of snow. 
Did he turn into snow? Why? Did he... 

As I lifted my hand to touch his snow-face, a single tear slid down my cheek, and the blanket 
slipped from my fingers, pooling around my ankles. He couldn’t have left me. He couldn’t have died, 
all because he lost the fight with the Fir King! Or did he turn into snow every January and melted 
away in spring? I shook my head and looked away. I refused to believe that. He couldn’t have left. 
Not this way. 
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*~Edur~* 
 
I LIKED the cold. I liked the snow, especially when the weak rays of the sun reflected on it. 
I wasn’t fond of the darkness. Even before my century-long sleep in a dark cave, I sought 

light and cold. The two of them rarely went hand in hand, but I had found just the perfect place for 
my summer hibernation. 

That was why I had built my Castle at the North Pole. There will be constant daylight in a 
few weeks. Unfortunately, the ice covering the Arctic Sea had changed each year. This also meant I 
had to look for my castle. I imagine after a century it would be a little more challenging than usual. 
I already felt my powers waning; Gwen’s kiss had come a second too late. 

As I continued my trek in the snow, I touched my lips, pondering. I had never thought 
someone’s lips could be so soft and sweet like Gwen’s. Strangely, their warmth didn’t bother me. It 
had never bothered me when it came to her. 

My foot disappeared up to the ankle in a blotch of melted ice. 
“What the-” I took back my leg, not caring about the coldness. I looked around and a horrific 

sight laid before me: smaller and bigger pieces of ice floated around. I listened for a moment and 
realised there had been something nagging at the back of my mind, but I paid no heed until this 
moment: there was absolutely no sound of animals overground. There were plenty under water, 
but above... I seemed to be the only creature roaming these blocks of ice. Where had the polar bears 
gone? I recalled Gwen saying something about the ice melting. Was she right? Did the magic box of 
knowledge told her what happened here? 

Frowning, I used my powers to make a path of ice under my feet so I wouldn’t be hindered 
again in my quest. The polar bears have disappeared from the vicinity; too bad, they made hell of a 
great house guards. I liked them, especially the young ones. Now my only thought was to find my 
home. 

. 
I was walking in big circles around the area my ice castle was supposed to be. I knew where 

to expect it, but all I could find were randomly shaped ice and snow blocks, floating around, 
subjected to capricious underwater currents. I did not want to accept the fact that my castle just 
disappeared. As everything inside was made from ice and snow, from the walls to the furniture, 
nothing had remained. 

I was sure this was the right place, as sure as the Sun gained power after winter solstice. I 
stood around for a while longer, silently debating my next step. It seemed pointless to build another 
castle here, lest I drown in my sleep during the summer. I didn’t want to live closer to humans, 
either. It left me with little choice if I wanted to be safe during my summer slumber. 

I took one last, longing glance around. The faint shimmer of a green streak of light danced 
across the dark blue sky. I felt hollow inside as I disappeared. The wind was my ally and I let it carry 
me towards my new destination as I left my snow duplicate on the empty planes of the North Pole. 
It would disappear soon enough. 
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*~Gwen~* 
 
A FEW DAYS have already passed, and my thoughts were still on Edur’s strange disappearance. 

The sun shone with renewed power and the statue that resembled him had already started to lose 
shape. However, I could still see his features if I looked at it hard. Whenever I glanced out the 
window in the living room whenever I sat down to paint; my gaze involuntary found the misshaped 
snow statue and suddenly, I didn’t have the energy to create anything. 

I have wandered outside numerous times, just to look at it closely. At least I was pretty sure 
it wasn’t actually him in a snow-induced coma, but it still didn’t explain the snow statue’s particular 
resemblance to Edur, or where he had disappeared to. 

Every time I heard the door to the building open, I looked at my front door, expecting him to 
show up with a silly excuse why he didn’t notice the time, or maybe he got lost on the way to the 
corner shop to buy more herbicide or something to start on his next plot to take over the world, 
but he never did. 

I was so sick of the sight through my window, that one day I closed the blinds and since then, 
I used the overhead lights all day long. I decided not to worry about the electricity bill. My sanity 
was worth more. Talking with Mum or Dad didn’t help ease my anxiety. They thought Edur went 
back home to visit his extended family. Where was home? Put on the spot, I could only think of one 
answer: somewhere in Scandinavia. 

Suddenly, my hands stilled. I was in the middle making a doodle on the kitchen counter, 
when a thought suddenly occurred to me. I briefly recalled him mentioning a home in the North 
Pole. Biting my lip, I hoped he didn’t drown in ice cold water or got chased around by polar bears. 

Shaking my head, I glanced down, realising the damage I did with the pencil. I quickly ran to 
the easel to grab an eraser. Fortunately, I was only using graphite pencil to doodle. The landlady 
would have been furious if I made a lasting mark on the kitchen counter, and I couldn’t afford to 
pay for it. 

My hands stilled again. Selling that painting had truly helped me out, but I needed to think 
ahead. I needed some kind of plan to make more money, preferably with my paintings. Maybe Joe 
would be willing to put up more of my works? If not, I could always offer to paint something on the 
wall in the pub for free. God knows it could use some fresh paint. 

I sighed and continued my furious rubbing of the kitchen counter. Mother would have a 
grand day if she heard I had decided to be a room painter. Ludicrous, she would say, but would she 
be secretly happy that I had “found a real job”? I snorted at the thought. Why was art ever so under-
appreciated? 

I distinctly heard the door to the building open, but paid little attention. There was only one-
third of the doodle left to clean. I could do this. 

The front door opened without so much as a knock. I froze and even forgot to breathe for a 
moment as I looked up, armed with only an eraser. My hand silently reached for the knife block 
only an arm’s length away. 
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*~Edur~* 
 

When I stepped through the door, my gaze caught Gwen’s small form at the kitchen counter, 
and I was at a loss for words for a moment. She froze at the sight of me. I noticed her hand inching 
behind her to reach for something. 

“Gwen-” I cut myself off. What do I say to her? “How do you do?” 
Her eyes glinted dangerously. Maybe that wasn’t an appropriate greeting in this age? I’ve 

never had such problems in the past. 
“How do I do?” Her voice was as freezing and sharp as an Arctic breeze, which I would’ve 

welcomed any day,  but it didn’t seem right coming from her.. 
“Are you all right?” I stepped closer, concerned at her strange reaction. 
“Am I all right?!” Her voice took on a high pitch. 
“Yes... Why are you repeating all I say?” I was genuinely confused. 
She seemed angry. Was she angry at me? Why? 

Her eye actually twitched. 
“Are you angry?” I asked, stopping a few metres away from her. 
“Am I angry?” There she goes, repeating what I said again. I was just about to comment on 

it, when she continued, inching closer. “Why should I be angry? You disappeared without saying a 
word! After that wonderful night! Then I see a snowman outside that looks just like you. I thought 
the worst happened to you!” 

By the time she finished, she was toe-to-toe with me, armed with a small, round, grey object 
that looked harmless in one hand, and with a big knife in the other. I must confess, I was a little 
nervous about the latter. 

“Gwen, dear-” 
“Don’t you dare “Gwen dear” me!” she yelled, shaking the knife in her hand, under my nose. 

With a swift motion, I have confiscated her weapon. I put it on top of the kitchen cupboard where 
she couldn’t reach with her small stature. 

“Gwen.” I said, waiting to see if there was any violent reaction. She remained silent, but was 
shaking from anger. Her face was beginning to turn red. I put my hands on her shoulders, but let 
her shake them off. I looked deep into her lovely green eyes. I grew to like the colour of her eyes, 
despite it reminding me of evergreens. “I went home. I am losing my powers and wanted to find my 
castle before I got stuck here.” 

“In the North?” she asked. She still looked tense, but at least she was talking to me. I took 
that as a good sign. 

“Yes.” 
She gazed back at me, looking for something in my eyes. 
“I see...” she looked away. 
What the snowstorm did she mean by that? 
“I couldn’t find it. It completely disappeared.” 
“I’m sorry. Still...” she took a deep breath. “I thought you’d warn me after-” 
“It’s a disaster,” I continued. “You were right,” she looked up at that, “everything is melting. 

It’s no point building a new castle there.” 
There was a moment of silence, then she quietly asked: 
“Then what are you going to do?” 
“I want to show you something.” 
She looked very surprised. I turned around and walked towards the door. 
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“Well? Hurry and get your coat on, it’ll be cold where we’re going!” 
It took her a long moment before she moved. I caught from the corner of my eye she glanced 

up at the knife on top of the kitchen cupboard, then followed me with a determined expression. 
“This does not mean we’re all good.” 
I know. But at least we’re talking. I still had no idea why you were so angry at me. 
 

*~Gwen~* 
 

I wasn’t sure what to think. I still felt the simmering anger under the surface, but seeing him 
alive, moving around, being his usual self, ignorant of how human interaction worked, his child-like 
naivety in these matters didn’t let me hold a grudge against him for long. Which was very dangerous, 
because I tended to forget sometimes that he was an all-powerful being bent on bringing eternal 
winter upon the world. Deliberately put my coat and boots on slowly, I’d had time to collect my 
thoughts and calm my turbulent heart. I was very happy he was alive, but had a hard time not seeing 
red every time I remembered the last few rough days. I felt so lost without him; and I didn’t know 
when that happened, which it scared me. 

After closing the door behind me, I caught up with him. I grabbed him by the hand and he 
looked at me, vary. I had to hide my smile. I was about to hit him in the shoulder. Gods know, he 
deserved it. 

“Edur,” I said. “Never do that again.” 
“Do what exactly?” He asked, puzzled. I had to fight the irritation that bubbled up again. 
“Give me a warning if you go somewhere for a longer period.” 
He looked at me, his gaze staying on my face a little too long. I blushed, but didn’t break eye 

contact. I needed to stand my ground. Eventually, he nodded, then grabbed both of my hands. 
“What is it?” I asked. He had a funny expression. 
“Don’t let go,” was all the warning I got before the entire world fell away in a snowstorm. 
We were unexpectedly surrounded by a torrent of big fluffy snowflakes, swirling around us 

at a high speed. I was getting dizzy. My grip loosened on Edur’s, but his tightened. I glanced up at 
him. His form was the only thing clear; it was white and fuzzy all around me, but his image was the 
ever present calmness in this swirling tornado. 

As suddenly as it came, the snowstorm ended. I could feel the drop of the temperature even 
before my sight cleared. I blinked once and by the time I opened my eyes, the world had settled 
down again. It was cold but sunny where we had arrived. 

“What’s just happened?” I asked, confused. I retracted my hands back from Edur’s grip; 
immediately feeling the loss of warmth. He was only clad in the white toga-like attire, which he was 
wearing when I first saw him. His crown adorned his head. With all the snowy landscape around 
us, he looked like a blond prince on the cover of a fairy tale book. 

“I wanted to show you this,” he gestured behind me. 
Slowly, I turned around. Fighting the cold, I stuffed my gloved hands into my coat’s pockets. 

It took me a couple of seconds to recognise what I was seeing. 
“A frozen waterfall?” I asked, confused a little. Granted, it was gorgeous, but... 
“It’s not a waterfall. It’s a disguise.” 
“A disguise?” I echoed. 
“Come,” he said and marched forward. Puzzled, I followed him. There was an opening at the 

bottom. The waterfall itself was very high, and I had trouble figuring out where it came from. It was 
as if it just sprouted in mid-air. Nothing was holding it up. If it were a building, it’d require precious 
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architecture engineering. The closer I got, the bigger it became. 
“Come, you must see this!” Edur sounded excited as he waved from the opening. Then he 

disappeared inside. I followed him into the frozen waterfall, not knowing what to expect. 
 
I had no words to describe what I saw there. It was a castle made of ice and snow! Beautiful, 

intricate designs were carved into the walls and majestic, tall columns held the ceiling above. I 
could actually see through it, to the day sky above us, which let through plenty of daylight. 

“How do you like it?” 
“It’s amazing!” I said, still craning my neck. 
“Let me show you around!” he said, and I heard his footsteps retreating. 
“What is this place?” I asked, falling in step next to him. He slowed down. I loved these small, 

but considerate gestures. 
“This is my castle!” he exclaimed, proud. I let out the appropriate “wow” sound, as I didn’t 

know how else to comment. 
I froze as I saw a couple of polar bears in the corridor. I grabbed Edur’s wrist, tugging him 

back. 
“What is it?” he looked at me, concerned when he saw my face. 
“There are polar bears here!” I whispered. 
“Oh? You need not worry. They are made of snow!” he said, untangling his arm from me and 

walking over to them. He patted the taller one on the head. It did not move an inch. Still tense, I 
walked closer, keeping my gaze on the two animals. When I was close enough to touch, I could feel 
the cold emanating from them. I sighed, relieved and put a hand on the smaller one’s side. The snow 
crumbled a bit under my gloves. 

Edur showed me around several rooms: there was a great hall for dining which included a 
bar space in the corner. Even the furniture was made of either snow or ice! It was incredible! We 
took a peek at the bedrooms. One of the beds was half encased in a giant snowball, the other had 
deer antlers near the headboard, then there was one with geometrical shapes surrounding it, and 
I even spotted some ice-fairies! Neither one of them had anything that would make it warm. The 
beds were made of huge ice blocks and there wasn’t a blanket or fur. Even the pillow was made of 
fluffy white snow. 

I got cold just thinking about sleeping in one of these. That was when I realised I’d rather 
like to go back home, to my warm apartment. I had my warmest winter clothes on, I even put on a 
scarf and a hat, but the cold seemed to have seeped in through tiny openings in the layers of clothes. 
My nose was hurting, it was that cold. 

“How do you like it?” Edur asked when we stopped at a huge room. It was how I’d imagined 
a ballroom would look like. The chandelier was made of ice crystals and the ceiling was see-through, 
letting the sunlight in here, too. There was a row of seating on one wall, a long table on the other 
end, both made of snow, but otherwise the huge space in the centre was completely empty. 

“Nice.” 
“I made it,” he confessed. 
I was rubbing my hands together to warm them and stopped when he said that. 
“You did all of this?” 
“Yes.” 
I was impressed. Should I let him know? He looked so proud, but I knew he had an ego the 

size of the Moon. 
“It’s amazing,” I allowed. “And cold.” 
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He really looked at me. It was as if he was seeing me for the first time in a long while. 
“Are you cold? Or do you have a fever? Your face is red.” 
“I can’t feel my toes. Can we go back, please?” I asked, hoping he would sweep me off my feet 

and take me to Gran Canaria. If not there, then back home, where I could turn the heating up and 
curl up under layers of blankets after a nice, hot bath. 

He was looking at me again as if he was trying to figure something out. It was a bit hard to 
read him. Eventually, he nodded, and took my hands gently. They immediately felt warmer. He 
pulled me closer, hugging me. I let myself relax in his embrace, shielded from the cold. 

The world fell away in a snowstorm and there was only the two of us existing for a very long 
moment. 

 
*~Edur~* 

 

Gwen was always warm. Thus it caught me off guard when I held her hand and could feel 
the coldness through her gloves. She must’ve been near freezing for me to be able to sense this. 
Once again, I had to realise humans were fragile creatures. It only took a blink of an eye to appear 
near the house. I chose a spot in the garden and we circled around to the front door. Gwen hardly 
noticed the snow copies of the two of us as she quickly made her way to the building. She fumbled 
with the keys, but the keyring fell from her numb fingers. I squatted, easily snatching the keys up 
mid-air. 

“Let me,” I offered and opened the door to the house, before going farther in and opening 
the door to her flat. Gwen quickly went to a small box on the wall and pushed a few buttons. She 
peeled off her gloves, and then she was just standing around in the foyer for a few minutes, with 
her full winter attire on. 

“Are you not going to change your clothes?” 
“I’m waiting,” she replied, tense. 
“For what?” 
“For me to defrost.” 
It was hard for me to understand. The cold had never bothered me, I have always embraced 

the feeling. I did not like to be warm, though there was one exception: when I was close to Gwen, 
the warmth never made me feel ill, unlike other time. She was the only source of warmth I could 
live with. Strangely enough, I had a skill which I had always deemed useless. I could make things 
warm up, but only in winter when I had my powers. 

I concentrated on drawing it out. My hands tingled, and I knew I had this rarely used skill 
activated. I hugged Gwen again. 

“What-?” she tried to protest, but suddenly fell silent. She must have felt the warmth 
surrounding us. 

After a moment, I asked: “Better?” 
“Yes, thank you,” she said, but showed no inclination to move. That was all right with me. I 

quite liked holding her like this; it felt very comfortable. Another moment passed, and I let her 
wiggle free from my embrace. 

“Thanks,” she repeated. “I still need a hot bath, though.” 
Her gaze darted around the small apartment. 
“Will you still be here when I finish?” 
“Yes.” I almost asked if she wanted me to, but thankfully, I caught myself in time. I was not 

used to asking others’ opinions. I had always done what I wanted to, but I knew I had to be careful 
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with this one. 
“Good,” she smiled, as she peeled off her coat and winter accessories. She dug out a pair of 

fluffy, white slippers before disappearing inside the bathroom. 
I stood there for a long moment, pensive, before walking to the living room. The sun was just 

setting, and it painted the room in a golden glow. I stood by the window, gazing outside, 
contemplating my choices. 

I felt myself weakening with every passing heartbeat. We were still in the middle of winter 
and my powers were still strong, but it was waning. By the time Ostara rolled around, only a fraction 
remained, and I usually fell asleep by then. Somewhere cold, surrounded by daylight, preferably. 
Maybe it was my bias towards white speaking. 

I had two choices: go to sleep in the cold, but dark Antarctica and make use of the castle I 
had just built, or stay here with Gwen and see if I survive Welsh summer. Originally, I had in mind 
for Gwen to join me in my castle, but this brief trip had shown me humans were not fit to live in ice 
castles, or on Antarctica for longer period of times. I wouldn’t have gone to hibernation so I could 
keep Gwen company if she joined me. 

I appreciated being in her company. But I felt... discomfort when I thought of a summer not 
near either of the Poles. How hot would it get here? What would I do, powerless if I stay awake? 
What if I fall into hibernation, because I can’t refuse my nature and Gwen thought I was dead? Or I 
fell asleep amongst humans on a hot day? These thoughts haunted me for the hour Gwen was hiding 
in the bathroom. The sun had already set and I was still standing by the window, looking out into 
the night when she finished. 

“Edur?” she asked tentatively in the darkness. 
“Here,” I replied. She followed my voice and did not switch on the lights. The street lamps’ 

light reflected off from freshly fallen snow. The blanket of snow was sparkling as if it had tiny 
diamonds sewn into it. Gwen stopped next to me, following my gaze. A rose garden made of snow 
formed in front of her eyes and I watched as wonder appeared on her face. My heart skipped a beat. 

It was that moment when I decided I needed her to be by my side. 
“Wonderful!” she whispered. Maybe she was afraid if she spoke louder, the magic would 

scatter. 
“Here,” I held out my hand. There was a rose made of ice sitting on my palm. Gwen looked at 

the ice flower, then into my eyes. 
“For me?” 
“You are the only one here, aren’t you?” It was evident I was talking to her. 
“Thank you,” she breathed, accepting the flower. She was careful with it. Eventually, she 

decided to put it on the windowsill. She went away for a moment and came back with a bowl, 
putting the rose in it. 

“What are you doing?” 
“I’m afraid it’ll melt.” 
“Not until-” I started. 
“What?” she looked up, startled at my sudden loss for words. 
“Not until my powers go completely dormant,” I finished quietly. 
“What happens when you no longer have your powers?” Gwen asked, worry etching her 

voice and expression. I enveloped her in my arms and she didn’t protest. 
“I usually go to sleep. However, this year...” 
“Yes?” I hardly heard her weak voice. 
I cocked my head to the side, thinking. 
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“How hot does it get here in the summer?” 
Her answer was the biggest smile I have ever seen. 
 
To be continued in The Fir King... 


