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“I received a package in the mail from my father.”

Lia was about to say absentmindedly, “That’s nice!” when she looked up from her book and noticed the stricken look on Morwenna’s face.

“Is that a problem?” she asked instead.

“My father has been dead for sixteen years,” Morwenna whispered.

Lia put her book down and stared at her graduate student.  Morwenna’s face, usually pale, was now completely without color, her white-blond wispy hair falling into her eyes, looked untidy, uncombed.

“Did you open it?” Lia asked.

Morwenna shook her head no, but remained silent.

“That is strange,” Lia admitted.  “It must be shocking.”

Morwenna didn’t respond, just kept staring wide-eyed at Lia as if she expected her to have a solution.

Lia tried to think of something that might help take the terrified look from Morwenna’s face.

“There may be a simple explanation.  I have heard of similar things happening sometimes with mail—letters arrive years late.  It is upsetting, but could be something like that.  Something he mailed years ago got lost and is only now being delivered,” Lia said.  

Privately, she asked herself, as opposed to what?  If he didn’t mail the package before he died, he didn’t mail it.  

Morwenna was still standing on the other side of Lia’s desk, eyes staring unseeingly in Lia’s general direction.

“Here, sit down,” Lia said, moving folders off the chair to the side of her desk.  “Can I get you some water? Or tea?”  

Morwenna sat but said she wanted nothing.  Lia still got up and went to the water dispenser in the hall and brought back a paper cup of water, handing it wordlessly to Morwenna.  

“Sit for a while,” she commanded.  “Drink this anyway.”

It was about 6:30. Lia’s last class had ended at five, but she had been looking over some material for tomorrow's meetings with the thesis students before leaving the college for the day.  She was new to the job and really needed every spare minute in the office.  She was not happy to be interrupted, but she couldn’t send the graduate student away.  Morwenna looked as if she would fall apart at any moment.  She needed to do something to help.  She just wasn’t sure what that something was.

Now she asked, “do you have it with you—the package?”  

“I left it in my mailbox,” Morwenna answered.  

She had been given a mailbox in the linguistics department, as she was a teaching assistant this year.  Morwenna was a graduate student taking two of Lia’s classes.  She was intensely curious and motivated and had stopped by Lia’s office before to chat about her research.

Now Lia asked, “do you want to open it here?”  

The mailboxes were in the hallway just outside her office.

Despite reassuring Morwenna that the mail can sometimes be terribly late, Lia was beginning to wonder if there was, in fact, something very odd about this package.  She was realizing Morwenna could only have been a student here for five years at most—assuming she had been an undergraduate here too.  Lia didn’t know if that was the case.   If that package had been mailed sixteen years ago, the sender would not have known that Morwenna would be a student at Quincy.  She was about ten years old then.  So, whoever had sent her this package hadn’t written that address sixteen years ago.  It had to have been written in the past two years.  Was someone playing a heartless prank?

Morwenna was standing up.  “Well, I will get it.  But I’m not sure if I am ready to open it yet.”

She walked out to the hallway and came back with a rectangular box wrapped in brown paper.  She handed it wordlessly to Lia.

It was not that heavy—maybe two or three pounds.  The address was written in large black ink.  It was clearly and boldly written, but not printed in block letters.  It was addressed to 

Miss Morwenna Pewitt

Department of Linguistics

Quincy University

Stafford, Mass.

No zip code, and no Street address. Lia thought it interesting that the package reached Morwenna, anyway.  On the upper left corner, it said:

From: Gwyl Pewitt

Gerwyn Moor

Plorooldad

There was no country name, but the stamps were from the U.K.  Lia peered at the post-mark, but it was blurred, and she couldn’t decipher the post date.

There was a small, printed form attached to the side of Morwenna’s name and address, a custom’s declaration.  Under “contents” the same black ink and handwriting had written old papers and the value was listed as no monetary value.

“Do you recognize the return address?” she asked Morwenna.  

“No,” Morwenna answered.  “It looks Welsh, but I never heard of those places.”

“Someone may be playing a cruel prank,” Lia speculated.  “Or—do you have a relative with the same name in Wales?” 

Lia knew that Morwenna’s family background was Welsh.  She had announced it proudly last week at the first meeting of the class in Celtic Linguistics, Lia’s introduction to the graduate students at Quincy.  Maybe there was a relative in Wales, someone she hadn’t even met, didn’t know about who had the same name as her father.  

Morwenna said, “I don’t believe I do,” but she looked hopeful and less distressed than before.  “I suppose it is possible.  Maybe there are cousins I don’t know about—but why not write me a letter if they have my address?”  

“They could have,” Lia answered.  “Maybe it was lost.”

She was getting a little impatient.  It was time to open it and solve this mystery.  She didn’t want to be unkind, but she needed to get back to work.  She handed the package back to Morwenna.  

“Well, nothing rattles.  Maybe it is some old documents in Welsh.  After all, it is addressed to you here at the Linguistics Department.  There might be a letter inside.”

“Okay!  Here goes!”  Morwenna said with resolve.  She had made a decision.  

She picked up a letter opener from the desk and efficiently sliced through the tape at the two ends of the package and then slit the remaining tape that ran from top to bottom.  

Lia grabbed the wrapping as it fell to the floor, wanting to save the handwritten address and return address.  She wasn’t quite sure why.  

There was a box of thin cardboard inside.  Tape had been placed in a circle around the middle, securing the lid to the box.  Again, Morwenna quickly sliced through the tape to release the top of the box.

They stared at the contents.  
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There was a large brown envelope on top.  Morwenna removed it to reveal several thick loose-leaf folders underneath, olive green in color, and looking well used.  

Opening the box had snapped her out of her indecisive anxiety.  She opened the cover of the top folder as Lia craned her neck to look over her shoulder at the contents.

The first page looked like a title page for a paper, or rough-up of a book.  It read  

BRONWYN’S ADVENTURES

By

Gwyl Jones

August 12, 2002

Morwenna gasped and dropped the folder back in the box.  

“No!  What is happening?  He died in 2000.  The date on that is 2002.”  

She had fallen back into her anxious, stressed state.  In fact, she was even more panicked now than before.

“And Bronwyn!”  she gasped.  “Bronwyn was the name of the little girl in the stories he used to tell me.”

In a sing-song voice, a glassy, distant look in her eyes as she stared unseeingly out of the window, Morwenna recited:

“There was once a little girl.  She had long pigtails, and they were tied up with long pink ribbons.  Pink was her favorite color.  She liked to skip and draw with crayons.  There were pink crayons, and yellow and blue....”

She trailed off but continued to stare out the window, lost in her own world.  Finally, she broke away and looked at Lia. 

“He would always start like that, and then the story would change.  But Bronwyn was the name. He would tell me lots of stories about Bronwyn.”

“How old were you when he died?” Lia asked. 

“I was nine.  It was so sudden, so unexpected.” Morwenna answered.  “I was told a few weeks after it happened.  I didn’t know why I had to stay with my grandparents.  Why my parents left me.  When my mother came back, she was wearing all black.  She said they had gone to a hospital in New York so that he could have an operation.  But he didn’t make it.”

Morwenna was twisting a piece of the tape she had ripped off the package as she spoke.  

“There were so many changes,” she continued.  “We didn’t go back home again.  We stayed with my grandparents for a while, I remember.  Then my mother told me one night that we were moving to a new house—to a new place — Vermont.”

“When we got to the new house, all our furniture from the old house in Pennsylvania, my clothes and toys, they were all there already.  It was weird.  It was different, but yet the same.  Mom acted as if it was all a grand adventure.  She never wanted to talk about Dad.  I stopped asking after a while.”

She looked at the box.  “This is so cruel!  Why would anyone do this?”

Lia nodded sympathetically.  She had no answers.

“There is the envelope,” Lia pointed to the large, sealed manila envelope on the desk.  “And there are other folders.  Maybe you should look at them.”

Morwenna concentrated on the folders first, though Lia wished she would open the manila envelope.  An explanation would most likely be found in that—if there was one.

The second green folder also had a cover page similar to that of the first one and a thick sheaf of pages underneath.  Again, it listed the name Gwyl Jones.  The title this time was Bronwyn Goes to High School.  The date was October 12, 2006.

The third folder contained another manuscript—that is what they appeared to be—entitled Bronwyn’s Adventures at Amherst, dated September 15, 2009.

Morwenna sank down in the chair.  She looked terrified.  “Those dates—2006 was when I started high school, and 2009 was when I started college at Amherst.  It is like someone was stalking me for years.  I am afraid to look at the manuscripts.”

Lia was startled, too.  Someone was playing mind games.  Should they call the police?  But was there any evidence of a crime?  Could the police do anything?  What else could they learn first?

“Does the name Gwyl Jones mean anything to you?”  she asked.

“Gwyl, of course, was my father’s first name, but Jones means nothing,” Morwenna answered.  “It is the only name on these pages that means nothing.”

“Do you want to try opening the envelope?” Lia asked, gesturing to the large envelope that had lain on top of the folders in the box.  

Even as she suggested it, she wasn’t sure it was a good idea.  Morwenna couldn’t take much more of this.  She was pale, terrified, as if she had seen a ghost.  What would be in there?  On the other hand, maybe there would be a reasonable explanation in the envelope.  

There wasn’t.  At least at first glance, there wasn’t.  Lia had been hoping for a simple statement explaining the contents and the sender.  The sealed envelope contained a large collection of small letter size envelopes, sealed and post-marked.  They were all addressed to Morwenna.  They looked like unopened personal letters that had been returned to the sender.  

The addresses changed, but Morwenna’s name remained consistent.  A diagonal line was drawn across the address and the words “return to sender” or “undeliverable” on all the envelopes.  The sender was always listed as Gwyl Pewitt.  The return addresses were not all the same.  There were some with return addresses in Pennsylvania, some for New York, and some for a place in Wales.  

“These are addressed to the house in Vermont where I grew up.”  Morwenna whispered, as she handled the letters, “and a few are addressed to the old house in Pennsylvania where we lived before Dad died.  I still remember that address.  He made me memorize it in case I ever got lost.”  In a sing-song child-like voice she recited “619 Sycamore Lane, Platteville, Pennsylvania,” her eyes vacantly staring at a spot over Lia’s shoulder.  

Lia counted the letters.  It made her feel useful.  There were ten in all.  Some of the post-marks were visible, enough to show that they were mailed between 2003 and 2012.  Some could have been sent before that date and some after.  Maybe the letters inside were dated.

Morwenna had picked up one envelope and was gently outlining the writing on it.  She looked at Lia, her eyes pleading with a wild optimism.  

“Maybe he is alive,” she said wonderingly.  “Maybe he didn’t die after all.”

Maybe someone was trying very hard to make it seem that way, Lia thought.  

She said, “If he is alive, why didn’t he get in touch with you?  He had your address here at the university—or the sender did.  He could have called or even come in person.”

Another thought struck her.  “Do you remember your father’s hand-writing from when he lived with you as a child?”

Morwenna said, “I can’t recall seeing anything he wrote after the move to Vermont.  The odd thing is that none of Dad’s belongings ever ended up in Vermont.  There was nothing, no photos, none of his stories, his desk, his computer - everything had vanished without a trace.  There was no trace of his existence.”

“I do remember seeing his writing when he lived with us, but I couldn’t say if this is the same handwriting.”  Morwenna gestured towards the letters.  

There was a desperate look in her pale blue eyes as she gazed into Lia’s face, as if she might find answers there.  

“Would it be awful not to open this right now?”  She asked.  “If this is some cruel prank, I don’t want to know yet.  Would it be crazy to hold on to some hope for a while that he really is alive?”

Lia didn’t know how to answer.  Hoping her father was alive when he wasn’t did not seem to be a good thing, either.  But Morwenna was not in a state of mind to logically evaluate evidence.  

“Of course, it is okay to do this at your own pace,” Lia answered.  

Morwenna was already standing as if to leave, as if she couldn’t bear to look at the letters or folders any longer.  She was making no move to gather them up.

“Do you want to leave them here in my office?” Lia offered.  “I could lock the box in a file cabinet.  It would be safe.” 

Morwenna nodded gratefully.  “Thank you.  That would be good.  I just need to go now.”  And she left.

Lia worried she should follow her, but Morwenna obviously needed to be alone.  Reluctantly, she sank back in her desk chair and stared at the contents of the box strewn on her desk.  She needed to pack away the folders and letters, put them back in the box, and lock it in the file cabinet.  

First, she copied the addresses onto her computer—the return address on the outside wrapping of the box—she would save that also with the box.  Then she copied the return addresses on the letters.  There were three of them.  The oldest postmark she could decipher was for the address in Wales.  That was postmarked 2003.  Then there were several New York postmarks for 2007 and 2008, and finally one of the two from Pennsylvania was postmarked 2010.  She made a note of the dates next to the addresses.

She also wrote down the addresses for Morwenna in Pennsylvania and Vermont.  She printed out her notes and put the page in her bag.  Lia wasn’t sure what she would do yet, but she knew she wouldn’t be able to get this odd occurrence out of her mind tonight.  She could at least look up these addresses later after she got home.

After packing the box and placing it in the file cabinet, she locked the cabinet.  Instead of putting the key under a paperweight on her desk where she usually left it, she slipped it on her keyring.  She also locked the office door when she left, something she usually didn’t bother doing.  The outer door leading from the main hall to the linguistics department was usually locked when Denise Mackey, the administrative assistant for the department, left for the day, so it didn’t seem necessary to lock her own office.  

Now she felt that extra responsibility, although who would want to steal Morwenna’s box?  She was probably being unnecessarily cautious, but it made her feel better.  
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Home was a one-bedroom apartment, the lower floor of a two-family house on the outskirts of Stafford about a fifteen-minute walk from her office at Quincy.  

Today had been a crisp, sunny mid-September day, and she had walked, leaving the car parked in front of the house.  The car, as well as the apartment and the job, was hers for one year.  She was a replacement for Rodney Llewellyn, who was on sabbatical.  

Lia had just completed her Ph.D. in Celtic Linguistics the previous June and had been glad to have a job right away in her field, even if it was only a one-year position.

As she walked home, she thought about the fact that she was only two years older than Morwenna.  Lia was not Morwenna’s thesis advisor, but she found she attracted interest from the graduate students in particular, as she was new to the college, and because she was young, closer to them in age than to any of the other professors.  

It had only been a couple of weeks, but she was enjoying being at Quincy more than she had expected.  Now that Sean was otherwise occupied, busy on his archeological dig, she had no relationship to distract her and she was planning to use her free time to concentrate on a research study she hadn’t quite completed and, of course, to search for a more permanent position for next year.  She certainly had enough to do and didn’t need to be distracted with students’ personal problems.

But the Morwenna situation was fascinating, Lia had to admit, and she knew she would not be able to stop herself from trying to solve the puzzle.

She heated some leftover casserole in the microwave and while she ate it, she studied the sheet she had printed out at the office with the list of addresses.  

The first one, the return address for the box, was the oddest:

Gwyl Pewitt

Gerwyn Moor

Plorooldad

There was no country, no state listed.  They had assumed it was a place in Wales because the stamps were British, and the names sounded Welsh.  

Also, when she thought of the contents, what a risk to send them unregistered without a full return address.  It was reckless, or it meant the sender was very sure the package would reach its destination safely.  Or the sender was not worried because the contents were not so irreplaceable after all, because they were forged.  

But when she thought of the letters in their sealed envelopes with their postmarks, she couldn’t quite believe they were fakes.  Maybe there were ways to create fake postmarks, Lia thought.  She had never thought about it before—never needed to know.

The other addresses were very ordinary looking.  Morwenna had recognized her own two home addresses.  Lia wanted to check out the return addresses for Gwyl.  But first she would search for the address on the wrapper—Gerwyn Moor in a place called Plorooldad. 

She finished eating, put her plate in the dishwasher, and put on the kettle to make herself a cup of tea.  When it was ready, she made her way to her desk and opened her laptop, the piece of paper in one hand, cup of tea in the other.

She searched first for Ploorooldad in Wales.  There was no such place according to Google - not in Wales, not anywhere.  Then she searched for Gerwyn Moor.  There was a place called Gerwyn in Wales and there were people called Gerwyn Moor in the United States, but no place called Gerwyn Moor in Wales.

The return address was obviously not an actual address.  Why bother writing it at all?  Why not leave it blank?  Did the names have any significance?

Now she looked with more curiosity at the addresses she had copied from the letters, the return addresses under Gwyl Pewitt’s name.  

The New York address was 522 West 110th Street, Apt 33S.  That was not far from Columbia University.  She knew the area very well, having spent the last few years at Columbia completing her graduate studies and spending time in the surrounding area.  Her friend Mathilda lived in that area.

The address seemed authentic. She would investigate further later on.  But now she wondered if Gwyl Pewitt could be currently living in New York, at this address or elsewhere in New York.  She tried to recall what Morwenna had said about his death.  He had gone away to a hospital, and she hadn’t seen him after that.  But her mother had come back and said he had died.

Lia shook her head as if to dislodge unrealistic speculations.  If he was alive, why hadn’t he contacted his family in sixteen years?  She felt compelled to continue looking for information about him.

A search revealed not even one Gwyl Pewitt listed with a phone number in the nine or ten million people in New York.  She even searched The Bronx and Brooklyn, but again not even one Gwyl Pewitt was listed.  

She was not at all familiar with Pennsylvania, but searched for a listing in Platteville, the address he had listed.  Again, no Gwyl Pewitt was listed.  She searched for the address in Philadelphia, 530 Congress Street.  It was a legitimate address, but the tenant was a Mrs. Luisa Lopez.  This man could have lived there in the past or even be a current tenant.  

Finally, there was the address in Wales.  Lia was not expecting much.  Porthmadog was a town in North Wales.  She had traveled in Wales a few years ago when she was a student at Trinity College in Dublin.  She recognized the name but had not been in the town, though she had stayed in a nearby town.  The full address was 

75 Abbey Drive

Porthmadog

Wales, UK

The address of Abbey Drive didn’t fit with her memories of place names in that area of Wales, which was primarily Welsh-speaking and tended to have place names that were
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