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Nammu Griffiths Johns
		‘The scales have tipped in favour of the shadows.’
As darkness takes hold of the magical web of life, it creates an extinction event that threatens the very fibres of existence. A colossal war is on the horizon. To restore equilibrium the four elemental tribes of Albion must put aside their differences in the name of survival.
The Welsh Ddaear Tribe leads the fight against the Soulless Darach and their insatiable hunger for yin chi. Veda a powerful Seer of the Ddaear tribe holds the weight of the future on her shoulders. Can her actions alter the course of her world-destroying premonition? The fate of the world is in the balance, and everyone will become a victim or a warrior of war, whether they choose it or not. And so, the Battle for Balance commences across time and space, as this is a battle that will rage until the end of days.
‘The Web of Life is a novel to get lost in, with intriguing elements of your favourite myths and legends, this story breathes new life into old magic. The family trees and betrayals are evocative of Game of Thrones style intricacy. A must read for fantasy fiction fanatics.’ Phillip Pullman.                        
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Originally from Cellan in Ceredigion west Wales, Nammu has had a unique upbringing as a new age traveller. Her lifestyle had her writing, performing, and painting from an early age surrounded by a phenomenal amount of creative people from all walks of life. She studied art and design at college Sir Gar in Llanelli and went on to open the Railway Gallery in Lampeter. After a few busy years she took a short break to focus on motherhood. Family life spurred her interest in writing, so she jumped back into crafting creativity by joining the creative writing degree at Lampeter University. Since reigniting her career, she has written and illustrated four children’s books the headliner being Treacle which won the Nestle Smarties Book Prize and the Blue Peter Award for best book to read aloud. She is now on the brink of conquering the fantasy fiction scene with lots of excitement for her new book the Web of Life.


I Have Questions
 
I have always wondered where we go when we leave.
What are the formalities when your body dies?
Is the ferryman satisfied with the pennies from your eyes?
What if it’s like an interview
and they put you on the spot
asking about memories you have long since forgot?
 
I’d fail like I always do
but not you.
Your words were so wise.
You always knew just what to say. So incredibly smart
but not in an arrogant way.
What if there’s a gauntlet and a three-legged race?
What if your spirit just drifts off into space?
 
They say we are all stardust, and that’s where we return.
But what about the dust I keep in this urn?
I have questions. You don’t have to answer but
I need to ask. I need to know.
Does the sun still shine in a spectral bow?
Do water droplets hold its glow?
Do worries melt like lemon drops, if I climb up to the chimney pots?
Will I find you?
If I stumble around that sooty place
will I catch a glimpse of your mucky face as I give chase to your shadow
ripped free of your soul?
If I catch it, should I keep it or let it go?
I could reattach it if I learned to sew.
 
Do storm clouds still take your breath away?
Is it dark?
Are you cold?
Have you lost your way?
No, don’t answer that. I might not like your reply.
I’m a lion-sized coward, and priests, well, they lie...
So, tell me.
Do the pearly-white gates sit in candy-floss clouds?
Is Lucky with you, or are pets not allowed?
Is the entrance wide open, welcoming, and warm,
or is it crawling with white-winged security, wrapped in scorn?
 
Are the doors locked tight?
Are you fumbling for a key, like the heart-shaped one you left here with me?
Oh God, Elohim, Yahweh, Abba, Amen. I beg you, please, please, PLEASE … let them in. 
Are the solar rays relentless
an all-consuming light that preys on the shadows, chasing out the night
until there is nowhere left to hide?
Do you need to?
 
Have they stripped you of your human skin
revealing the tortured soul within?
Laid you bare in front of a creator as they pick at your life,
judging you for every choice that weighs on your heart?
Is it heavy or light enough for you to part?
It wasn’t in your organs, your tendons, or your tissue.
So if that’s where they are looking,
they are never going to know you.
 
I’m just guessing
comparing your journey to my own personal hell.
When the night rolls in down here, my demons do as well.
I hope you’re not alone.
I hope they see your worth.
I hope they know you are everything on this Earth,
in every little habit that tethers you to me, like the coffee in the cabinet when
I drink only tea.
 
Are faces filled with pity?
Are people afraid to say your name
in case that arrangement of vowels and consonants causes the air around to strain?
The grief is like a cancer that gnaws at my flesh
never tired, never relenting, never stopping for a rest.
 
I don’t want you to be forgotten as life still rolls on.
It's like everyone is deaf to the fact
the birds have lost their song.
The warblers are weary; tears warp their tune.
The nightingale is mourning from eve to afternoon.
It’s only crows that squawk, screech, and shout.
I know how they feel; I can relate to that.
Grief is a thing with feathers, and I have three in my hat.
 
Website (follow link provided to view) 
https://nammu-griffiths-johns.my.canva.site/nammu-author-artist-creator

Synopsis
The Web of Life

The paradise islands of Albion have long since been home to elemental beings, giants, pygmy pirates, exotic animals, heinous beasts, and more, all feeding and thriving on the magical web of life that runs below the earth’s crust. Mother Mycelium connects every living organism in a mutual exchange of life force, a delicate balance of yin and yang. This divine energy can have devastating or miraculous effects, depending on the hand that wields it. The dark Darach find a way to drain humans and other magical creatures of their yin chi, gaining a power that is unmatched in the mediaeval world they inhabit. The scales of fate tip in favour of the shadows, and the lands fall into the dark ages; the living suffer; the dead never rest; and the Mother shrivels and rots beneath them.
The four elemental tribes are all there is between the survival and total extinction of the planet. The bad blood between clans is put aside but not forgotten in the face of destruction. The earth tribe Ddaear takes the lead in the fight against the Darach, losing some of their best warriors and web wielders in fiercely outmatched battles. Veda, a powerful seer for the Ddaear, has a premonition of a saviour being born and seeks her out in order to hide her until she is able to fulfil the prophecy. The safest place Veda can find is not in this place or time, but 500 years in the future. Veda fakes Astrea’s death by using the bones of a baby burned by Darach hell hounds in a savage attack on a small village in the boarder lands. Veda manages to convince everyone of the tragedy by inflicting burns to her own body. She secretly sends Astrea through a portal to live with descendants of the Ddaear Llewellyn family line in the year 2025. The modern day is not without danger from the Darach, who have ravaged the world so badly that the ecosystem has collapsed and the fertility rate across all living species is below one percent. Vedas devastating visions are in full effect in the year 2025 and Astrea gets to witness them firsthand while being reared in the shadows of this depraved future. On her sixteenth birthday, her pineal gland blooms, and what’s left of the Mycelium web lights her up like a beacon that draws the nefarious attentions of the Darach.
In a rush to hide Astrea a little longer while she learns to use her new-found power, the Llewellyns get her back to Veda, who settles Astrea on the island of Arran in a secret castle that exists between dimensions where time is a construct. When Astrea masters her four elemental gifts, she must set out on a journey to the sacred stone circle on the Salisbury Plains, making stops along the way to gather the essential tools and trinkets to aid in the ultimate sacrifice of her life to the Mycelium and become one with the web. Along her journey, the mother she thought dead surfaces and tries to convince her that the Darach have a better way to syphon her energy into the network without killing her, but Astrea finds out the hard way that they only wish to use her for their own feasting and survival and must face the end of her short life with betrayal in her heart. Astrea doubts whether she should go through with her sacrifice when such evil can exist. if she lets it die, everything goes. The good, the bad, the yin, the yang, the black, the white, and the grey. Everything. In the Mycelium’s last moments, she sends out a fungal spore that implants in Astrea’s cornea, exposing her momentarily to the beauty of the whole universe, and she realises that she won't die but will in fact live forever, experiencing everything everywhere all at once. Astrea commits to the web, reigniting the magic. Life flourishes, rippling out in waves around the world. As Mother Mycelium surges back to health, she consumes the Darach army in vast forests of fungi, reclaiming the power they stole.
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