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Text: A Forest of Spiders by Emily Rodda 

As Rowan and the six villagers of Rin follow the map in search of the mountain stream, they 

make their way through some unknown and treacherous territory – especially in the forest, 

where unwanted creatures move across every path.  

And then they saw what he had seen. On both sides of the narrow pathway. Spiders. 

Thousands of them. Huge black velvety spiders, as big as Strong Jonn’s hand, crawling over 

vast webs of white silk that draped the trees so thickly that the bark and leaves were hidden. 

Their eyes were shining. A million eyes. Rowan’s skin began to creep. They were going to have 

to walk between these crawling webs, the gigantic spiders listening for them, reaching out for 

them. “Ugh!” Rowan heard a strangled gasp from somewhere behind him. The spiders froze, 

and then began moving again, in the direction of the sound. Strong Jonn reached over Rowan’s 

shoulder and pushed gently at Marlie, as a signal to move on. She pushed Allun in her turn and 

he began easing forward, making as little movement as possible.                                              

But they had only gone a few steps before again there was a shuddering groan behind them, 

and Val was pulling at Strong Jonn’s sleeve. “Ellis,” she breathed. “He –cannot.” Jonn, Rowan, 

Marlie and Allun turned incredulously. Beyond Val’s worried face they could see the massive 

form of Ellis, his clenched fists crossed over his chest. His face was gleaming with sweat. He 

was panting and trembling, and every now and then a low moan slipped from his lips. “Spiders,” 

breathed his sister. “He cannot abide them. From a child, he could not. At home, not a speck of 

dust or a dry leaf may lie in a dark corner in case a spider seeks its shelter. The smallest of 

them is terror to him. And these... are beyond anything...” “Ellis?” whispered Strong Jonn 

urgently.  “Come, man. far. It is not far. They are not on the path. If we take care...” “No-o –” the 

sound bubbled from the big man’s lips. Abruptly he turned and pushed past Bronden, nearly 

toppling her off the path and into a web. He tottered back the way they had come. Then he 

rounded the bend and they could see him no more. But they heard the sound of his feet – 

running. Running out of the forest.                                                                                              

After a few minutes, the twittering sound rose up again. The spiders were communicating once 

more, slowly rubbing their great ribbed back legs together like poisonous crickets. The noise 

was strange and horrible to hear now that they knew where it came from. The light changed 

from directly above them a ray of sun penetrated the gloom of the forest bathing them in 

warmth. The spiders around them began to chitter and creep back. “They do not like the light,” 

Rowan breathed. “Fire!” whispered Bronden. “Throw a torch at the web!” “Ellis was carrying the 

torches,” said Val dully.  Allun felt in his pockets and pulled out his tinder box. Marlie held the 

handkerchief out to Allun. He knotted it loosely and struck flame from the tinder box. “Ready!” 

he warned. Then he lit the cloth and threw it straight at the centre of the white barrier. The silk 

sizzled and shrank as the handkerchief blazed. The spiders shrieked and scattered. But only for 

a moment. Within seconds, before even one of the party had taken more than a step forward, 

the flame had died down and the spiders were back. A hole gaped in the web now. But amid the 

smoke still rising from its blackened edges hundreds of spiders were crawling. And more were 

on their way. 


