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Abstract 

A Secret Shy and Cold examines the dynamics of relationships, inheritance, 

tradition, and gender in a contemporary family manipulated by intolerance 

and distorted by a damaged, domineering and emotionally cold patriarch. The 

arrival of the protagonist releases suppressed emotions and anxieties within 

the family that lead to tragedy and eventually to a form of resolution. 

 

The critical component positions the novel within a broader historical and 

literary framework and examines how I have drawn on my own experience 

and diaries predominantly in relation to characterisation and setting. Chapter 

one of the exegesis explores the influence of personal diaries on the 

development of narrative voice, and structure, alongside the ethical 

considerations of using autobiographical material in fiction. Chapter two 

traces the legal and cultural history of primogeniture and the rights of women 

and analyses how this has been represented in literature. Chapter three 

documents the creative development of the novel and its characters in 

relation to the themes identified in chapters one and two. Chapter four 

examines the role of the landscape, particularly in North Wales, and folklore in 

shaping the novel’s atmosphere, sense of place and thematic development. 

The critical component then examines how I draw on the myths and motifs of 

The Mabinogion and integrate elements of the weird, eerie, and uncanny to 

evoke the hidden structures of power and inheritance. 
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Through both creative and critical strands, I argue that while legal frameworks 

now formally support sexual equality, the cultural and psychological residues 

of centuries of female subordination and prejudice continue to shape their 

position in society. My conclusion reflects on the disjunction between legal 

progress and emotional reality, suggesting that the journey toward true parity 

remains incomplete.  
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A Secret Shy and Cold 

The Novel 

 

 

 

Say, do the elm-clumps greatly stand 

Still guardians of that holy land? 

The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream, 

The yet unacademic stream? 

Is dawn a secret shy and cold 

Anadyomene, silver-gold? 

 

The Old Vicarage, Grantchester. Rupert Brooke, 1912 
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Prologue 

 

The fret came in from the sea, following the twisting, muddy course of the 

river, smothering fields and woods, the gardens at Bodnant, the bridge at Tal-

y-Cafn, the Roman fort at Caer Rhun, the communities of Trefriw, Llanrwst, 

Bettws-y-Coed, and far on towards Pentre Foelas. At the estuary, pleasure 

and work boats moved at their mooring in the gentle swell of the rising tide. 

No one ventured on the water. Some fisherman, and early holiday makers 

made occasional moves to new pubs, but apart from that the town, its 

Norman castle, its walls, Telford’s road and Stephenson’s rail bridges relaxed 

under their soothing blanket of mist. An occasional train moved cautiously, 

within the short visibility of the signal lights. No birds called. The seagulls had 

flown to refuges on the Great Orme or strutted in the water meadows. The 

roads were free of traffic. All along the coast, from Bangor to Liverpool, the 

weather had slowed man and machine.  

The ghosts of the valley lay silent and undisturbed. The bodies buried 

deeply under centuries of soil and boulders. The blood-soaked ground and 

burnt bones in the ancient fort. The screaming woman hanging in the old 

house. The evil soul condemned to eternity at the falls. All were quiet and still. 

All waited. Energies had started to move, slowly and indiscernibly. Time made 

no difference to them. They were always ready. 

Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns looked out of his office window as 250 miles 

away the bells of St Clement Danes struck noon, and an event occurred that 

would herald a deadly reckoning for him. Not now, maybe not next year, but 

the process had started, and the result was inevitable.  
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Part 1 

I come from the Land of Bards,  

Of music, song, and verse, 

And a language now lost to me, 

High, mist-kissed mountains, and 

Verdant valleys deep and broad, 

Racing rivers, idle estuaries,  

Lychen-covered castles and fertile fields 

 

The Land I Come From. Robin Gallagher 2014 
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Chapter 1 Edwyn 

 

(i) 

 

In his heart, Edwyn saw himself as a good man, caring of his family, generous 

to employees, and successful and fair in business. He had a wife, and three 

of his four children worked in his business. His family saw him as a 

demanding controller of every aspect of their lives, from what they earn, 

where they earn it, to where they live, and how much they pay for their 

houses.  

The telephone rang - he found it after rummaging under the pile of 

papers on his desk, and said, “Yes, put him through, please.”  

“Hello James, are you well? Good. What can I do for you?” He listened 

for a few minutes, and when he replied, frustration and agitation sounded in 

his voice. “I told you I would meet the guarantee if the sale of the mill didn’t 

cover the loan, and before you ask where the money’s coming from, you’re 

not the only bank I do business with, but if you think I don’t meet your 

customer definition, that’s fine by me. The solicitor is working on the draft sale 

contract and the target for completion is 26 weeks.” 

Edwyn fell silent as the bank manager interrupted, then he said, “This 

is nothing personal, James, but I really don’t care what the bank thinks any 

more. If your bosses in Liverpool want to bring the sale down with the loss of 

50 jobs in this village, that’s something their consciences will have to take 

account of. Until I hear otherwise, I’m working for completion in six months, 

and that’s when you’ll get your money. If the sale fails, you’ll get the money 
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from me. Win, win for the bank, eh? You can’t lose. Let me know if your 

bosses want to change my plan. Bye James.” He put the phone down with a 

bang, the receiver missed the cradle, and it fell off the other side of the desk.  

“Bloody banks. I’d do without them if I could. This lot are terrible, ‘Send 

a certified copy of your passport, and copies of your utility bills; your accounts 

don’t look good; we’re putting the interest margin up by half a point; we may 

want consultants to look at the business plans.’ Bloody leeches, the lot of 

them, sitting behind desks, draining the profits made by hard-working 

businessmen.” He was about to repeat to himself his view of the Inland 

Revenue, but a knock on the door distracted him.  

“Come on in Janet.” An attractive, middle-aged woman came in holding 

a tray, and with a couple of brown files tucked under an arm. She struggled to 

find a clear place to put down the mug of tea. 

“There’s not much post, Mr Wynn-Jenkyns. A couple of letters chasing 

payments, and one from the bank. This folder has all the invoices sent out 

last week, and I’ve brought copies of the incoming and outgoing mail and 

emails for yesterday. Is there anything else?” This was a peculiarity Edwyn 

had – he insisted he had a copy of every letter and email that arrived at and 

left the building. The use of emails caused him great frustration, for he 

suspected, correctly, that his staff ignored the requirement, and an element of 

control had slipped from his hands.  

“No. No thank you.” Wearily, he stood up, recovered the telephone, 

and placed it on its rest. He looked around the office. Files, papers, suitcases, 

and plastic supermarket bags full of rubbish covered the floor. His large desk 

had little working space. Files unlooked at for years; holiday brochures from 
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ages before remained unopened under the debris. An occasional tie peeped 

out from beneath the piles of papers. The clutter continued around and 

behind his chair, and into the well of his desk. A 10-year-old computer printout 

had stuck to a windowsill, covered with cup rings and water marks. Dead flies 

lay on the sill and on the floor. Coffee cups on his desk had mould growing in 

them. A couple of dust-covered televisions, and a radio rested on the floor. 

Elegant oak bookcases had always stood empty. Items stored in a space built 

into the eves overflowed into the office - Edwyn let no one go in there. 

Employees believed he stored his “dodgy” money there. He saw no clutter, no 

untidiness, and no trip dangers. All he saw was part of his life’s work gathered 

around him. He was proud of it and intended to leave it to his children as part 

of their inheritance, none of whom wanted anything to do with it. 

 

(ii) 

 

Up to the age of four Edwyn had the normal life of a child in the village. 

He liked football, swimming in the river, walking with his parents along country 

lanes and on the low hills; and he had a wide interest in everything. Then 

something changed. He can’t remember what it was, but he did recall many 

meetings with nurses and doctors in drab hospital rooms. The change 

affected him in a number of ways, two of which were the need to be better 

than everyone else, and obsessive interests in any matters that caught his 

attention. In terms of money, he had done better that anyone else in the 

valley. Money was the main motivation in his life. He failed to understand why 

the bank forced him to sell the mill. He’d always employed poor quality staff 
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because they were cheap, and they did what he said – no thinking, no 

objections, no opinions, just obedience. He knew he needed someone with 

more experience, but that cost more money, and most likely produced 

challenges to his methods.  

He tells his children, “Look how well I have done. You wouldn’t have 

had private education, your own houses, smart clothes, secure jobs, if it 

hadn’t been for my hard work. You’ll never be as good as me. I’ve not done it 

for me; I’ve done it all for you – I won’t benefit from any of it.” Begrudgingly, 

and only in private, they agreed with what he said, but they hated him for 

reminding them. 

“My children are useless; I wish I’d never had them - well, apart from 

Selene. She’s got more to her than the other three put together – maybe it’s 

because she’s the eldest, and we spoilt her.” Edwyn disliked all his children to 

varying degrees, but his dislike of Selene was based on a deeply rooted and 

unfathomable fear. Of all his children, she was the one who wouldn’t let him 

control her, and he did not understand her, and with that came apprehension 

and dread.  

For all his knowledge, Edwyn couldn’t concentrate on a subject for long 

unless it involved money. Regularly, he’d speak in detail on a topic, then 

forget what he’d been talking about, and start from the beginning almost word 

for word. It is a most annoying habit for those listeners who had not learnt the 

techniques of diverting him. It happened often when he talked about his family 

tree and was one of the main reasons people avoided him. 

“I am a direct descendant of Sir John Wynn, of Gwydyr Castle. He had 

large estates, you know, far beyond the Conwy Valley. He proved beyond 
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doubt that he was descended from the Kings of Gwyneth.” Edwyn claimed a 

dubious descent from this long defunct royal line. He extended his dream to 

his ancestors fighting the English alongside Prince Llywelyn Mawr, and before 

that, he saw his woad-covered warrior family fighting the Roman invaders. 

There was much about Sir John that Edwyn knew but never spoke of. 

Some historians say Sir John invented his family history, and there was no 

evidence of his royal connections. Others include the stoning up of a pregnant 

maid at a house at Bettws, and his persecution of Catholics. It didn’t matter to 

Edwyn – he was obsessed, and with obsession came a form of blindness, 

and skill in changing truths. When he came of age, without telling his parents, 

he changed his surname from Jenkins to Wynn-Jenkyns. He saw himself as a 

truthful man and didn’t realise that his claims contained lies and fabrications, 

for he believed with a passion that he had found his true origins. 

Having given himself the comfort of a family history, he developed a 

self-made affluent life as a member of his community. However, one of a 

number of difficulties he faced was his inability to understand irony. When he 

chose his new name it did not take long for local wags to call Edwyn, “Wyn 

Wynn” behind his back; at first annoyed, Edwyn became delighted when he 

heard this nickname.  

Edwyn looked around his soon to be vacated office. He remained 

puzzled as to why the bank had told him to close down this part of business. 

All right, it had lost money, but it would have been profitable if they had found 

the customers. Every business he had started had been successful, apart 

from this one. The commercial world had changed and, persuaded by a 

smooth-tongued businessman who had dangled glittering returns, he had 
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bought the mill next to his main premises, spent a large sum equipping it, and 

waited for orders that didn’t come. It was greed and a wish to prove to his 

children that he was better than they would ever be. This was the only time in 

his life he had invested in a venture he didn’t understand and didn’t have full 

ownership of. The businessman lost his small investment, but Wynn-Jenkyns 

stood by his guarantee to the bank and lost a few hundreds of thousands of 

pounds from his personal assets. Devastating though the loss was, his wife 

and children had no inkling of it. The experience had destroyed what little 

trust he had left in others. 
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Chapter 2 Temple Bar 

 

An unseasonal chilly wind blew along Strand and spun loose papers and last 

year’s leaves across the pavement outside the Royal Courts of Justice and 

sending them whirling and spinning along the road towards Fleet Street and 

the City. The waiting crowd, mainly from the media, pulled coat collars and 

scarves around their necks, stamped their feet, and crossed their arms in 

attempts to keep warm. Reporters held their recording machines, repeatedly 

called “Testing, testing” into the microphones and listened to the play back. 

Photographers jostled to get positions of advantage, and some provoked 

angry protests from others, as they pushed in too hard or too far. Camera and 

sound crews tried to hold their equipment above the heads of the people in 

front of them, and some had brought steps to outdo their competitors. Even 

so, there was a genial atmosphere, with a gentle hum of banter and gossip as 

they waited for the news to come upon them. The bells of St Clement Danes, 

distorted by the wind, struck midday and the crowd moved in co-ordination to 

look at watches, and checked and re-checked their equipment. Some 

passers-by stopped to look and asked what was happening. Most moved on 

when they learnt no celebrity was involved. The entrepreneurial owner of a 

mobile snack bar took advantage of the crowd and set up shop on double red 

lines. Two armed police constables told him to move on, but not before they 

had received free lattes, and then they guided him into the traffic.  

A movement behind the doors of the Courts brought a sense of 

anticipation, and those who were able, started to shuffle forward. The four 

police constables on duty at the entrance turned towards the watchers and 
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made ready to control the crowd. A young reporter squeezed through the 

doors, and with the strained and breathless voice of one announcing 

momentous news shouted, “He won. Sloan’s won!” A loud gasp came from 

the media, and reporters phoned their editors only to find, in many cases, 

someone had beaten them to it. The young reporter still held the top of the 

steps, and shouted more confidently, “He’s expected out in about half an 

hour.” His job done, he drifted back to the obscurity of being a press room 

junior, and his task of making drinks of tea and coffee for his colleagues back 

in the office. 

The next time the doors opened, it was for the real event. A solicitor 

and his client appeared under the weather-weary façade of the Royal Courts 

of Justice and stood on the low flight of steps overlooking Strand. The call for 

order came, and the crowd surged forward. The police had difficulty holding it 

back, and many reporters started the senseless task of shouting questions 

that no one would answer.  
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Chapter 3 Release 

 

The solicitor, Mark Antonionis, knew how to deal with the media. He used the 

same technique when he briefed his barristers. “Give an opposition witness 

time to answer, then take time to ask the next question. Timing is everything, 

particularly when you are trying to influence juries and judges.” He took time 

now. He enjoyed standing on the low, stone stage before the media. He 

believed the gothic arches of the main entrance would enhance his 

appearance and speculated how he would look in the photographs in the 

evening papers. A few years ago, he’d had the physique of an athlete, but 

middle age, and a tendency for careless living had started to embezzle his 

attractive features. A hairdresser had visited his office that morning to prepare 

him for the performance. A not quite old-school tie protruded from the 

starched collar. From his trousers, discerning watchers could make out his 

suit was not Saville Row, but more Covent Garden. All was covered by a fine-

looking cashmere overcoat from the less fashionable reaches of Bond Street. 

But no one would criticise his shoes - handmade in Jermyn Street – beautiful, 

shining, and appropriate.  

Mr Antonionis was an actor of profound ability, and like all great 

performers he loved the attention he received. He would have been hurt if he 

had a reputation amongst the media of providing plenty of show and little of 

substance, but his short, top of the steps speeches went down well with 

readers and viewers. Antonionis lived for these moments of attention when he 

impressed the crowd with his skills. Whilst the barristers held the front of 

stage during trials, the solicitors’ place was that of sitting quietly on the back 
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benches passing information to the stars and giving advice. They were the set 

designers, the scriptwriters, the prompters, the directors, and they provided 

the weapons for the barristers to use. Antonionis tried to choose barristers 

who had reputations for quickness of wit, the ability to make witnesses of the 

other side doubt their evidence, and the agility to make dramatic thrusts that 

destroyed the opposition. Stage actors had their adulation during the 

performance and when taking bows at the final curtain. When the courtroom 

performers had gone, Antonionis would appear to the national audience with 

scripts he had prepared well and clung to the few delightful moments of 

attention and self-promotion they provided. 

Jim Sloan, his client, was agitated. He was tall and good looking but 

had the face of one who had lacked sunlight for too long. He looked weary for 

his 35 years. His clothes were well made, but shabby, and would have been 

fashionable five or six years ago. He looked at his watch, and tapped Mr 

Antonionis’ arm, who seemed to return to reality with a slight jump. 

“Ladies and gentlemen - please! Please, allow me to speak.” He raised 

his voice and tried again. This time he had some success, and the crowd 

started to realise he would give them what they came for. He could control the 

crowd but had no say over the noise of the traffic, the gusting wind, and 

particularly those annoying people who sounded their vehicle horns whenever 

they see a gathering outside the Courts. 

He had captured his audience, and his clerk passed him a sheet of 

paper that Antonionis unfolded. “Thank you, yes, thank you. My client, Mr Jim 

Sloan, does not want to speak to the media, and will not answer questions. 

He requests that he be left in peace to recover from his ordeal, and to rebuild 
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his life. He and I prepared a statement, which I shall read to you, and my clerk 

has copies for distribution afterwards. 

 

The Court of Criminal Appeal has ruled that Mr Sloan did not 

commit the crimes for which he received a seven-year sentence, 

five years of which he has served. He has always maintained his 

innocence. He has left the Court a free man with all convictions 

removed from his record. The judges said there had been a gross 

miscarriage of justice. As a result of this travesty, Mr Sloan lost his 

family, he was removed from his professional body, closed his 

business, and lost a considerable amount of money, for which he 

intends to claim reparation. 

Mr Sloan and I believe that the wrongdoings extend far 

beyond the manipulation of evidence. The information we have 

appears to indicate attempts to pervert the course of justice in a 

number of areas.  

I have one matter to address to the media. Some of you took 

pleasure in attacking my client before and during his trial, and this 

publicity may well have influenced the decisions of the jury. I ask 

those members of the media to acknowledge their errors by 

including apologies in their publications and broadcasts. Thank you, 

that is all. 

 

A barrage of shouting followed. “Where did the money go?” “Why won’t 

you speak to us?” “We’ll give you £10,000 for an interview…we’ll make it 
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twenty grand…” Microphones, recorders and cameras were pushed in front of 

the party on the steps, and they had to retreat into the Court building. “For 

God’s sake, let’s get out of here. I’m about to faint with the tension,” cried Jim. 

As the two moved back into the building, Antonionis took charge, “We’ll 

leave through the back of the building, through the judges’ entrance onto 

Carey Street, and then go to Lincoln’s Inn.” 

Life is not always easy for people in a hurry. “Excuse me, gentlemen. 

You must go through the security process. Please see my colleagues on the 

right.” 

“What?” I’ve been in Court all morning and just went out to address the 

Press!” 

“If you would be good enough, please go over to my colleagues and 

you’ll be inside again in no time, Sir.” Antonionis was livid, as he saw the 

jumped-up security man as dampening his control of the situation. 

“Don’t bugger about – let’s get out of here,” said Jim, and Antonionis 

controlled his temper and set off at a smart pace towards the rear of the 

building. Jim had little time to admire the cathedral of justice; he formed short 

impressions as they marched through the nave-like structure. High on the 

walls, hung rows of old oil portraits of long-dead and long-forgotten judges, 

impressive in their dusty gloominess and anonymity. Arcaded galleries, Gothic 

windows, decorated floor tiles registered momentary impressions in his mind. 

Then he pulled himself through a swing door, passed a café, up a flight of 

stone stairs, where they stopped in front of a security guard.  

“My client has just been released, and it’s urgent I get him to 

Chambers as soon as possible.” The guard looked at the papers Antonionis 



16 
 

gave him and allowed them out of the building. “Go right, go right.” Jim had a 

glimpse of Sir Thomas More on a building opposite, and then had to dodge 

cars, cyclists, and pedestrians as they hurried across the road. They passed 

an ancient pub, then a jeweller’s that claimed to have been founded in the 

17th century. “Left, down here.” Jim remembered the archway as they passed 

under it into the tranquillity of New Square with its trees, lawn, and old 

terraced buildings.  

Jim grabbed his solicitor’s arm. “What the hell was all that about? I’d 

agreed no statement with you. I am shocked that you took such action without 

consulting me!” 

Antonionis found a bench on the edge of the grass, and they sat down 

in silence. He was going to need all his skill to bring his client round. He put 

words on his mental scales, discarded some, and kept others. His client had 

become increasingly edgy and kept looking around as if expecting the Press 

mob to appear behind him. Not fully prepared, Antonionis started with an 

apology as an appeasing gesture. “I’m sorry I didn’t talk to you about the 

statement. It occurred to me during the morning whilst we were in Court. I 

wanted to create a stir to try and make the people behind the fraud make a 

mistake. If the Press think there is a bigger story they may come on your side 

and help with the investigation.” 

“Mark, don’t lie to me. You prepared everything - how else could you 

have hand-outs for the Press in time. There is no investigation into who was 

behind it; maybe never will be. The Press is most probably sniffing round to 

try and find some other great revelation about me. I don’t want to replace my 

lack of freedom in gaol with becoming a recluse at home. You’ve made my 
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position worse. You’re one for theatrical speeches and seeking publicity for 

your ego. You’re a brilliant solicitor, and I’d still be in prison without help from 

you, but I don’t want you or anyone else telling me how to live my life 

anymore – I’m fed up with it. I must relearn how to do it for myself. I have to 

face people again and see their eyes doubting whether I stole £20 million or 

not. The success with the appeal won’t remove that. People have to trust me 

again. Please leave me to myself for the next few months”.  

 They sat in silence for some time and watched sparrows hopping under 

benches searching for crumbs; a few blackbirds called their territorial 

boundaries. Barristers in gowns, carrying wigs, and their juniors holding briefs 

and cases scurried about the Square, passing by unnoticed. Some 

recognised Antonionis, but few spoke to him as they passed; the look on his 

face was enough to warn them to keep away. Office workers searched for 

benches to have their lunches and cigarettes and were annoyed that two 

strangers had taken their favourite seats. Awestruck tourists took time to 

examine the buildings of Lincoln’s Inn, the great institution of English justice. 

“It seems I made an error of judgement, Jim. I am truly sorry for that.” 

Antonionis looked dejected, an emotion he had difficulty feeling, and more 

difficulty coping with. “I got carried away. I suppose I should have gone on the 

stage___” 

“Mark - that’s what this is about. You love strutting the boards and 

receiving adulation, but there must be an interlude so the actors and audience 

can refresh themselves. When I’m ready I’ll let you know. You’ll have lots of 

things to tidy up about the case, so keep on with those, and preparing my 

claim for compensation. Let me know how much money you hold in my 
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account. I’m going home. But first I have to buy clothes, as mine are still at 

the prison. Then, I’ll go to my Club and demand they reinstate my 

membership immediately – that should be fun. Tomorrow, I’ll go into the City 

to my professional body, and insist it publishes an apology for excluding me, 

and restores my membership. Then there’s my bank - I’ll get them to unfreeze 

my accounts and investments. I am looking forward to a couple of days of 

merriment at the expense of the Establishment.” Antonionis looked at Jim as 

if he were seeing him for the first time and hadn’t got the measure of the man. 

“Mark, one day I’ll find my life again, and then I may need you. For the 

time being, let me be, please.” He held out his hand, which Antonionis took; 

they slapped each other on the shoulders. “One more matter Mark. Please do 

not claim again that the tenacity of your legal team discovered the documents 

that led to my release. I found them whilst sitting in my bloody cell, getting so 

depressed that I was thinking of slashing my wrists. Those documents saved 

my life.”  Jim paused, “Mark, I’m sorry for the fit of temper. You didn’t deserve 

that.” 

Antonionis nodded, smiled and said he would arrange for a courier to 

bring cash to the Club. He told Jim to charge the bills for clothing, the Club, 

and anything else to his office until he had sorted out his finances. They 

parted, with Jim suffering from what seemed like a severe punch in the 

stomach as he realised he was now on his own. Antonionis went in another 

direction feeling that events had not quite gone in his favour and dashed off to 

find an Evening Standard to see how the Press had reported the case. 

The peacefulness of New Square was another stage set, for inside the 

delightful 17th and 18th century buildings some of the sharpest legal minds in 
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the country plotted the downfall of many. It seemed little had changed from 

the days when Jim had meetings here with his legal team. He shrugged his 

shoulders, turned, walked through the gate, and crossed the road into 

Lincoln’s Inn Fields. Huge, ancient trees cast dappled shade onto the grass, 

and he enjoyed the soft ground under his shoes. He found a bench by the 

tennis courts and watched young people playing. He couldn’t remember when 

he had last sat in a park, with trees providing shade, and birds singing and 

squawking. It was no good; he had to move on. He had to think. He was not 

yet ready to come to terms with everyday life. 
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Chapter 4 Reflections 

 

(i) 

 

That same afternoon, Edwyn sat down in his office and started one of the 

restless examinations of his life. “I’m not like other people. Life has puzzled me 

since I was a kid. Why do people avoid me? Why can’t I understand some 

things people say? I’m usually the last person to laugh at a joke, whether I 

understand it or not. I never feel particularly happy, or unhappy, for that 

matter.”  

He would like to feel part of a group but has never achieved it; he was 

always on the outside. He hid his bewilderment by bullying his children and 

employees, and by determined and unsuccessful attempts to be accepted by 

local society. He had no empathy, no love. His life was grey, rarely changed, 

and he thought he impressed people by being rich. 

Edwyn stuttered into the telephone, “Eh, Janet, I asked Idris for his 

plan for the move by this morning. Have you seen it?” 

Janet Dillon said, “Idris hasn’t been in the last few days. He’s sailing 

with friends around Anglesey. He won’t be back for another two days, that’s 

Thursday.” 

Edwyn opened and closed his mouth. “He didn’t tell me. Leave him a 

note that I want his plan on my desk by Friday morning.” Edwyn slumped back 

in his chair. His natural instinct was to blame others for his failings. This was a 

big weakness in Edwyn’s character.  
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The mist in his mind began to clear slightly, and he almost came to the 

conclusion that after all he did need an able advisor who could fill the gaps in 

his abilities. “Almost” was a large step forward for him, but he then applied his 

Law of Calculated Delay. It wasn’t his Law really – he hadn’t heard of it, but he 

was a great exponent of it. It states that, “If you have to make a decision, delay 

it, for it may not be necessary.” This was the way Edwyn lived his life, and it 

was a mystery to everyone how he managed to make the millions he tells 

people he has. 

 

(ii) 

 

Deep in the mind of Edwyn there nestled an obsession about the place 

of women, in general, and at work, in particular. He hadn’t tried to rationalise it, 

so had never considered the basis of the prejudice, and saw it as a normal 

attitude that all men had. Women were better off at home looking after children 

and doing housework, because they couldn’t stand the pressures of business. 

However, he recognised many businesses would struggle if they did not 

employ women. Even so, it was anathema to his thinking, and he’d do without 

them if he could. He would never think of giving a senior position to a woman, 

unmarried or not, whatever her ability. His secretary was the senior female in 

the business, and although discrete and able, Edwyn disliked the way she 

researched her pay level each year. 

He hardly recognised that his second daughter, Lowri, had a role in the 

business, even though she did much of the routine bookkeeping. He believed 

she would stay for the rest of her working life and cause no problems for him. 
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In Lowri, a light of competence, discontent and ambition burnt that she 

considered safer to keep to herself. By not understanding people, Edwyn had 

always mistaken loyalty for weakness. The longer people stayed with him, the 

weaker he believed they were and the more he could exploit them. If an 

employee left, Edwyn took it as a personal insult. As for Emrys – he gave an 

involuntary shudder as the thought reached him – there would never be any 

hope for the boy. He was a wastrel who bled Edwyn of cash with grandiose 

ideas of how to make money. 

His real problem came with Selene. “Blast the girl!” He realised she 

was the most able of his children, but when it came to female advancement 

and succession, ability never came into Edwyn’s mind. If the first-born son was 

good enough for the Normans, and for Sir John Wynn, then that is what Edwyn 

copied. His solicitors had made sure that all the business wealth Edwyn 

created went only to Idris. Selene, being a determined woman, refused to 

accept this antiquated attitude of male dominance, and had had fierce battles 

with her father about it. 

“It’s too late now. I can’t alter anything. The trust is set up, and can’t be 

altered,” her father always argued. 

“So that means when the trust period comes to an end only your male 

descendants will receive the capital?” 

“I can’t remember the details.” 

“Rubbish, don’t try and fool me. You know the terms very well,” she 

would shout. 

These rows became increasingly frequent as Selene grew in 

knowledge, ability, and ambition. She now realised she had a choice to make. 
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Chapter 5 Selene 

 

(i) 

 

Selene had the looks and the presence of an angel. She turned heads as she 

walked in the street, created a fluster in men and jealousy in women, and 

changed the volume of conversation when she entered a room. Describing 

someone in her mid-twenties as “pretty” did not do justice to her style and 

maturity of looks. Most people said she was attractive. Selene disagreed – 

she saw herself as beautiful. For all her good points, she had a number of 

failings. For no apparent reason, she could change from calmness to anger 

within seconds. This was not just the irritability of frustration, but a deep, 

aggressive, irrationality, often about inconsequential matters. She would smirk 

as people spoke to her, avoid eye contact and mock responses. People 

outside her family seldom saw her nasty side – in the main, they appreciated 

a generous, affectionate, and light-hearted young person.  

As the oldest child she had the best positioned bedroom in the house, 

apart from that of her parents. Those who saw her room felt disappointment 

and surprised that a woman of such style had a room with basic furnishings 

that showed no evidence of the flair she adopted for her appearance. The 

single oak bed was the only item of quality. Each morning, she rubbed the 

little mouse on the headboard as if it were a good-luck charm. She had a 

small bedside table with a lamp on it. A multi-coloured quilt made from silk 

flags covered the duvet – it’s something one would find on the bed of ten-year 

old boy, not a woman of twenty-five. A cheap, self-assembled wardrobe held 
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her dresses, skirts, jeans, and shoes. A large pine chest of drawers contained 

blouses, shirts, pants, and socks. The kidney-shaped dressing table was a 

hand-me-down from her grandmother and curtains covered the shelves.  

Selene had few items of makeup on the table-top; she was a fortunate 

person whose complexion allowed her to make an impression without the 

need for artificial enhancements. A bottle of scent and a hairbrush were all 

she needed. The stool in front of the dressing table was the only place to sit in 

the room. It gave a clear message that this was her space, and she wanted 

no one to linger. The walls and ceiling were painted white. On one wall hung a 

crucifix. She was not religious, but she adored the fine carving of the wood 

and touched it each time she left the room. Above the bed hung a framed 

piece of delicate 16th century tapestry, with a border of wheatsheaves and 

showing a goddess of the harvest holding her small, firm breasts. On the bare 

floorboards lay an Eastern rug with intricate patterns and delicate colours. 

The room was functional and tidy, but lacked warmth and welcome, and 

people who knew her said this reflected Selene’s character. 

She was five feet six inches tall, with a slim, attractive figure, sandy 

hair cut in a bob, and light blue eyes. On her left wrist she wore a red and 

blue friendship bracelet made of string but didn’t know and didn’t care who 

gave it to her. Small flashes of brightness came from the diamond studs in her 

ears. “Yes, I am beautiful,” she thinks, “more beautiful than anyone else in the 

area. I turn heads, not just men, but women as well. That Mrs Howell from 

across the back still watches me from behind her curtains.” 

In seconds, the looks of pleasure and self-admiration changed to a 

dark mood. “If I’m so beautiful, why can’t I keep boyfriends? Why do they go 
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out with me for a few dates and then leave me?” Anger built up in her mind as 

she remembered the first time she had sex. She enjoyed the control she had 

over the boy. He wasn’t her boyfriend; he was just someone at school she 

had taken a fancy to and had been determined to have him. She didn’t enjoy 

the sex, for it was the first time for him as well and he hadn’t a clue. To her 

annoyance, he hadn’t thanked her, said how much he enjoyed it, what a 

lovely body she had, or tried to make another date. He was good looking and 

kind, but what he said had influenced her relationship with people, particularly 

with men, ever since.  

“You have the most beautiful eyes, Selene. With most people I can’t 

make out what their eyes say but looking into yours I feel like prey caught by 

the gaze of a cobra. It scares me.” Selene had never admitted to herself that 

what she saw in the mirror sometimes scared her as well.  

She smashed a hand onto to the dressing table and the perfume bottle 

fell over. “Bastards! Bastards! All of them. No one loves me. Mother’s a 

weakling, my brothers and sister are spoilt, and my father never does what I 

want. I despise him.” She was the first born and the ablest of the four children 

and yet her father insisted on giving the business to her idiot brother, Idris. 

She swept everything off her dressing table and shouted in anger. She stood 

up and smashed her fists against the panels of the bedroom door. 

A loud bang on the window shook her out of her tantrum. She turned 

and saw a bloody impression of a bird on the glass. She moved to examine 

the distorted smudges. A small trickle of blood ran down the glass, and with a 

look of deep pity on her face she ran a finger around the outline of the body. 

She watched for few moments and made a deep sigh. She saw her mother 
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hurry across the lawn, then through bushes towards the small summer house. 

“Hmm, she’s hiding from me again,” she said aloud, and smiled. 

 

(ii) 

 

Selene’s mother, Heledd, had a particularly enjoyable afternoon away 

from the family and with friends at the Royal Whitby Hotel on the promenade 

at Llandudno. None of them considered themselves gossipers; they just 

talked about people they knew and how they could improve their husbands 

and children. Each month they had afternoon tea in the sun lounge where 

they could see the wide bay and who passed by; more importantly they 

couldn’t be seen. The Royal Whitby lost its reputation and although it had 

retained its elegance and renowned décor, few of the locals would be seen in 

the place. However, this information had not filtered down to the group of 

women enjoying their tea and cakes, not knowing fashions had changed. 

Having dissected their own and each other’s husbands, complained about 

their children, and hinted at one or two affairs, they went back to their homes 

to prepare meals for the families they had just martyred. Heledd made a pot 

of tea and sat down in the kitchen to refresh her mind about what she had 

learnt. She never passed on the gossip but liked to try to make connections 

and reach conclusions. 

The loud smash and swearing of the developing tantrum coming from 

upstairs made her shudder. She had not realised Selene had returned. She 

shivered at the thought of facing her daughter. She blamed her husband for 

the way all her children have turned out. He showed them no love and no 
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interest in their activities and paid them to keep quiet when they complained. 

Heledd was not strong enough to bring up the children by herself, and they 

lacked the discipline and leadership their father should have given them. Now 

she feared them. She started to weep softly, then loud sobs filled her head; 

she clenched her arms across her breast and rocked gently on her chair. She 

should have left him years ago and would have done if the children had been 

grown up, but now she had missed the chance. Edwyn was generous to her – 

he paid her a salary from the company and didn’t ask what she did with it, but 

she had never done any work. He described her as the owner’s mentor, so 

made it tax-deductible. “That’s all he thought about – tax deductible. If he 

could get tax relief, he’d buy anything –  that was the extent of his generosity! 

Bastard! BASTARD!!” 

She thought about the errors they had made as parents. To different 

degrees the children had all grown up jealous of their siblings, lacking respect 

for authority, dislike of their father and sadness at her weakness. Heledd 

knew she was weak but had no idea what to do about it. No wonder she 

drank, but what else could she do to kill the pain? She couldn’t remember 

clearly what triggered the tantrum Selene had when she was 13. It was the 

most frightening thing she had experienced, and she had tried to forget about 

it. Selene had done something wrong and surprisingly, it was Heledd who had 

dragged her to her bedroom and locked the door as a punishment. Selene 

raged, smashed furniture, and eventually kicked in the panels of her door, ran 

downstairs, knocked over her father and disappeared out of the house. A 

storm had started to develop in the mountains and fears for Selene increased. 

The police found her naked and delirious ten hours later, standing on the 



28 
 

edge of the pool at the Swallow Falls with rising flood water surging around 

her feet.  

Edwyn had flinched when the police mentioned the pool, his faced 

paled; Heledd had seen a tic on one of his cheeks and perspiration on his 

forehead. She still wondered why he reacted like that. Selene took hours to 

calm down and couldn’t speak for some days afterwards, staying in her 

bedroom sleeping and weeping. Neither parent mentioned the matter again or 

felt able to comfort her, and Selene wanted nothing from them and kept the 

secret to herself. Both parents avoided the subject of taking her to see a 

counsellor. Heledd regretted her indifference and wept. She grabbed a packet 

of cigarettes and a lighter, dashed out of the side door  and found sanctuary 

in the summer house.  

“They treat me like shit. They all do. It’s all his fault. If only we had 

taken Selene for medical treatment when it started. But no, Edwyn didn’t 

allow it. He wouldn’t want anyone to think they had an unstable child in the 

family or more likely didn’t want to spend money because it wasn’t ‘tax 

deductible’ I could have killed him – look what he’s brought on us.” Her hands 

shook too much to light the cigarette between her lips. She’d seen their 

daughter change from a delightful, friendly person to someone who had 

become aggressive. A liar, a bully, who shouted and screamed for no 

apparent reason. “And yet…and yet Selene can be absolutely charming, kind, 

and delight visitors with her wit and attention.” Heledd sobbed noisily and her 

head fell to her knees. 

When Heledd returned to the kitchen, to her surprise she found Selene 

sitting on a stool drinking tea and perfectly calm, approachable, and polite. 
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The kitchen reflected the state of the house. A couple of day’s dirty dishes 

were piled in the sink and on the draining board. The extractor fan hadn’t 

worked for weeks, and the work surfaces had food and drink stains smeared 

on them. A door of a wall cupboard hung loose. Selene ignored her mother at 

first, looked out of the window and saw the overgrown garden and weeds 

pushing up between paving stones. A small hedge a few years ago had 

reached 20 feet high. It blocked the beautiful view to the south and cast dark 

shadows over the house. “Ma,” Selene spoke gently to her mother. 

Taking a few seconds to recover from the shock Heledd replied, “Yes, 

dear.” 

“I’m going to speak to Dad about my position in the company. He won’t 

give me any responsibility. He doesn’t take me to meetings. He never 

introduces me to customers and suppliers. He treats me like a second-rate 

person even though I got a 2:1 in Business Management. And that idiot Idris 

gets all the attention, all the visits. What qualification did he get? A poxy three 

A-Levels in French, Philosophy, and Classical Civilisations! What use are 

those in running the fucking business?” 

Heledd cringed. “Selene, please don’t swear. And don’t talk of your 

brother like that. You’re getting excited again – please calm down. You know 

what your father’s like.” 

“Don’t talk to me like a child,” Selene snapped. “Yeh, I know him, that’s 

the problem. Why don’t you persuade him to do something about all this mess 

in the house and garden? Why don’t you do something about the mess in 

your life? You never support me when I argue with dad. You just listen and do 

nothing and let him win every time. I’m sick of it.” 
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Heledd looked at her daughter with dismay and sadness. “I gave up 

fighting him years ago. The first years of our marriage were good, then he set 

up the business, and everything changed - he got obsessive. It was better to 

make compromises and live with the difficulties – I grew tired of confronting 

him. I couldn’t leave you all with him, so I stayed and lived with the misery, but 

I had my family, a home, and money.”  

Selene put a hand on her mother’s arm in an attempt to comfort her. 

“You sound like a victim. You must do what’s right for you now” she squeezed 

her mother affectionately. “There’s only you and him. Leave him.” 

Heledd hesitated. “I can’t do that. It’s too late.” 

“For God’s sake,” shouted Selene. “You’ve made yourself a prisoner. 

Don’t talk about making compromises with him. He doesn’t know what a 

compromise is. He gets his way all the time. You’re weak. You’ve allowed that 

man to abuse and push you into the ground. I hate you for that. I’m too young 

to allow that to happen to me.” Selene stopped talking to wipe spittle from 

around her mouth. “No Ma, I don’t hate you, I love you, but you frustrate me. 

They’ll be no compromises in my life from now on.  

Silence fell on the kitchen. Then Heledd started sobbing again. “You 

know mother, living in this house and with the family has been like being in a 

toxic fog. It’s like I can’t breathe anymore. I would rather he was dead.” They 

fell silent again when they heard Edwyn enter the house and go upstairs to 

his study. “I’m going to speak to him. I’m not afraid of him. I know what he’ll 

do. He’ll listen to me, say nothing that helps me, tell me he doesn’t 

understand what I’m talking about, and doesn’t know why I am doing it after 

everything he’s done for me. There’s a barrier around him that no one can get 
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through, not even you Ma. He doesn’t understand emotions, love, and 

kindness. He measures generosity with what he can get in return. He’ll try 

and bribe me, to keep control of me. This time it won’t work. Mother, I’m not 

asking for you to help; I shall tell him I’m leaving if he doesn’t give me what I 

want. One way or another I’ll break free from him.” 

Heledd hesitated, trying to find the right words to prevent Selene 

provoking another confrontation. “Live with what you have and try to ignore 

him.”  

With rising resentment in her voice, Selene said, “That’s your problem 

– you’re weak. You always backed down when we wanted you to stick up for 

us. That’s why this family is broken. We all plot against each other, and claim 

the others get more. I do love you, mother, but I can’t respect you for what 

you have done to me. That man’s life is one great secret, and we’ll only reveal 

it when he’s dead – the sooner the better. He’s mental. I’m not playing his 

game anymore. I’ll make my plans and go when I’m ready.” 

After Selene left, Heledd felt icy cold, and her body and hands started 

shaking. She went to the sink and vomited violently. She felt the awful taste in 

her mouth and tried to wash it away with water but failed. She opened a 

cupboard door, found a bottle of vodka at the back, and went to the guest 

bedroom where she hid behind the barricade of alcohol. 

 

(iii) 

 

Edwyn’s study was a smaller version of his office. The general 

impression was disorder caused by stacks of newspapers, boxes full of long 
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forgotten things, old clothes, discarded plates and mugs with congealed 

remnants of food, and a few trays with unidentified stains on them. The box 

from a television set on a sideboard formed a sort of barrier across the room. 

A large sofa had one seat clear, and there was a hint of another sofa under 

the debris behind it. 

Selene knocked on the door and without waiting walked into the study. 

Edwyn didn’t appear to notice her and kept reading the magazine on his desk. 

“Dad, I’d like to talk to you, please.” Her father, with some reluctance, 

raised his head as if he would not like what was coming. 

“Right. Find a seat. What is it you want to talk about?” 

“I’ll stand,” and waved an arm over the mess she saw. “The matter is 

what we’ve talked about for a few years, and you’ve not given me a straight 

answer to anything I’ve asked you. I‘m the best qualified of your children and 

yet you give me a lesser position than Idris even though he’s younger and 

has no qualifications worth speaking of. You’ve ignored my requests for more 

responsibly. You leave me out of all important matters relating to the 

business. I ask you again to train me to take over the running of the business 

when you want to retire. I’d like a complete answer and not your usual non-

sequiturs.” 

Edwyn had no idea what a non-sequitur was, so he ignored it and 

started replying with his delaying approach. There were plenty of stutters 

before his first word came. “You’re not up to running the business. It’s a job 

for a man. You should find a good husband, bring up children and stay at 

home. As Idris is my elder son, and I want him to have the business to make 

sure it stays in the family.” 
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“Are you going to give me some of the responsibilities for running the 

business?” 

“If you are unhappy, I’ll increase your pay by 10%.” 

“Are you going to give me some of the responsibilities for running the 

business?” 

“I don’t understand what you’re on about. I’ve done everything for my 

children. What are you complaining about? 

Selene could no longer control her anger. “I don’t want your stinking 

pay increase. You’re a miser motivated only by making money, hoarding it, 

and being an obsessive controller who doesn’t know the meaning of love. 

D’yer know? I think there’s something mental about you.” She kicked a panel 

in the desk and heard the wood creak. Along the landing, Heledd heard the 

shouting, and she took another dose of her medicine and buried her head 

further under a duvet cover. 

Selene brought herself under control. “I’ve been given a job in London, 

and I start next week. A friend has offered me a bed in her flat, and I’ll leave in 

the next four or five days.” With an ashen face and tears swelling in her eyes 

she walked out of the room.  

Edwyn looked nonplussed, called after her, “That’s your choice,” and 

returned to his magazine. 
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Chapter 6 The Club 

 

Jim walked out of the Fields, hailed a taxi, and asked for Burlington Street. He 

noticed little as the driver manoeuvred through the congested streets around 

Covent Garden and Leicester Square. His mind was on all that had happened 

during the day, and he didn’t know where to start putting his life back together. 

At one point a cold shiver passed through his body, and he pushed his hands 

on his knees to stop them shaking. The driver noticed. 

“Are you all right mate? You don’t look good.” 

“Yeh, thanks. It’s a bit of reaction to something. I’ll get over it.” 

The driver was not put off. “You’re that Sloan bloke, aren’t you? I 

thought I recognised you. So, they let you out, did they? I’ll tell you 

something. Me and my mates always reckoned there was something fishy 

about that case. We've had so many of friends inside we get to smell the 

dodgy cases. Yours stank to high heaven. I said to Fran you’d been set up.’ 

‘Nah,’ he said, ‘you can’t be set up for nicking £20 million - he done it alright. 

He’ll be off to Panama or somewhere when he gets out’. Wait till I tell him I 

had you in me cab. Bloody hell, he’ll be livid - I had a bull’s eye on yer, and he 

has to cough up. You done me a favour, mate”. 

Jim’s mind had gone to another place. Months ago, when the chance 

of a successful appeal became a possibility, he had made a promise that he 

would not be vindictive to the people and organisations who had shunned him 

before and after his conviction. What else could they do? The Court said he 

was a criminal who had defrauded many millions from banks. People saw him 

as a leech who deserved what he got. The police never found the money, and 
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the irony made him smile, for he didn’t know who it had either. He was 

conscious of the driver talking but didn’t follow what he was saying. His hands 

clenched with shock as he fought a mental battle between the wish for 

revenge, and the need to move forward. 

As they drove towards Regent Street, he started taking notice of his 

surroundings. People milling around the theatres, cheap restaurants, and 

entertainment venues. Mainly young, most of them looked like foreign kids on 

school trips, he thought. The braver ones had gone a bit further north to see 

what they could find on the streets in Soho. The crush on the pavement would 

occasionally overflow on to the road, and his driver would shout some 

expletives, which usually ended with “bloody foreigners.” It made Jim feel a bit 

more relaxed as he realised life hadn’t changed that much in five years. If his 

driver was anyone to go by, there were the same old prejudices. The 

newspaper stands and posters shouted, “SLOAN WINS” in large black letters, 

but they made no impression on him. Better than the “SLOAN GETS 7 

YEARS” that announced his downfall five years ago. He always enjoyed the 

refined bustle of Regent Street, but today traffic slowed the journey more than 

usual. After much manoeuvring, the taxi drove to the top of Saville Row, 

where Jim asked to get out. The driver had a piece of advice, “Watch out for 

the reporters, mate - they’ll be after yer. Oh, cheers gov. Good luck.” Jim 

nodded, crossed Burlington Street, and entered a small, Dickensian-looking 

shop. Nothing had changed. Ties, shirts, umbrellas, walking canes, and other 

accessories were displayed in the hallway. He turned left into the showroom, 

where rows of gentlemen’s jackets, trousers, suits, and outdoor coats were 

arrayed along the walls. Handkerchiefs, cufflinks, books of cloth samples, and 
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some sale goods were spread out on a table. At the rear of the shop, he could 

see the displays of wedding, hunting, and shooting clothing. Jim stopped for a 

moment and looked about him. Even items of women’s clothing now 

appeared on racks, so it looked as if some things had changed after all. 

“Mr Sloan.” Jim started a little to hear his name. “Oh, Mr Sloan. How 

delightful to see you again! I heard the news on the radio, and I am overjoyed 

for you.” Jim looked at George Belfield, the manager of the outfitters. Jim 

knew that George would bridle slightly at “outfitter.” Webster & Gascoigne 

were proud of their Royal Warrant and had served the nobility and gentry with 

skill and discretion for nearly 300 years. They considered themselves far 

above the latecomers that did business down the street opposite. If they 

recognised the truth, the owners would say “Gentry & Nobility”, but they had 

no intention of changing the social order to fit in with modern times. 

“George, thank you for your welcome. It’s good to see you also.” 

Belfield had an English name, but Jim thought he had the look of an Italian. 

Maybe that was where he learned his skills. They shook hands and 

reminisced like old friends. “George, I need something to wear. I have to 

arrange a few meetings for tomorrow and I must look the part. A couple of 

suits, some shirts, with firm collars, ties, pyjamas, underclothes, toilet bag and 

a raincoat - oh, and socks, and I’ll try on some shoes.” 

“Really, Sir, if you have important meetings to go to, I do not think our 

ready to wear clothing would be suitable. We’ll still have your measurements, 

but you are slimmer than you were, so I’ll find a tape measure. I can have a 

suit ready for you try on by 10 tomorrow. If you would like to come in for a 

fitting then, I’ll have it available for you to wear by 11.” For the next half hour 
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Jim looked through pattern books, and in the end agreed to George’s 

recommendations, as he knew he would. Jim told George to send the bill to 

the office of Mark Antonionis, and he left the shop wearing an informal, yet 

fashionable jacket and trousers, and smart, but slightly tight black shoes. He 

carried two bags with the rest of his purchases.  

He called a cab and asked the driver to take him to the Channel Club 

on Pall Mall. Here, the commissionaire greeted him indifferently, and as he 

collected the bags from the taxi asked if it was his intention to stay, as if Jim 

had no right to appear in the Club. He remembered that man. He acted like 

someone who felt superior to all who walked through the doors. He spoke to 

members in a way of one doing them a great favour. Jim looked up at the 

façade of the building and reminded himself of the elegant Arts & Crafts 

architecture that added great presence to the streetscape – maybe it needed 

a bit of maintenance here and there. He reached the reception desk, and a 

new and rather pretty, young woman greeted him. “Good afternoon, Sir. How 

may I help you”? 

“My name is Jim Sloan. I wish to see the Chief Executive, please.” 

“Do you have appointment, Mr Sloan?” 

“No, but he’ll see me.” 

She looked sceptical, but picked up a telephone, and spoke to 

someone. “Hello Judy. I have a Mr Jim Sloan in reception wishing to see Mr 

Allan…yes, that’s what I thought. I’ll let Mr Sloan know.”  

Before she could say goodbye, Jim took the telephone from her. “Is 

that Judy Renshaw? Hello Judy, how are you? Good, good. I know Mr Allan 
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will want to see me; please let him know I’m here. I have plenty of time, so I’ll 

wait until he’s free. See you shortly.” 

He smiled at the receptionist. “He’ll see me,” he said and found a 

comfortable armchair. Five minutes later Judy Renshaw, Mr Allen’s formidable 

secretary appeared, and told Jim to follow her. He thought she looked as if 

her normal day had been devastated by a smell of ammonia under her nose, 

but when he re-considered it, she always looked like that; she made no 

pleasantries and led him to her office in silence. A curt “Please wait” were the 

only words she said. 

Joshua Allan, the chief executive, short and jowly, welcomed him just as 

curtly, but asked him into the office. “When did they release you? I cannot see 

what you want coming here.” 

Jim tried to keep the look of contempt from his face – he’d always 

thought the man was a stupid prat and had come close to telling him so a few 

times. “Good afternoon to you too. I’ve come to continue my membership.” 

“What! You were excluded because of your prison sentence. There is 

no possibility of you joining the Club again. I suggest you leave.” 

“Correction, I was excluded before my trial. No, I’m not leaving. May I 

have a seat? I’m not asking to re-join. I am insisting you reinstate my 

membership.” He ignored the derisive snort by Allan. “Clearly, you have not 

seen the news. I won my appeal, and all charges against me were withdrawn. 

That could leave you in a bit of a quandary. As I am not guilty, the Club made 

an error in debarring me, which it will have to correct. For starters, I paid a full 

year’s subscription but only had membership for three months. So, let’s begin 

by you re-instating me.” 



39 
 

Allan was without words. He had no idea how to respond to that. There 

was no precedent for it at the Club. His mind was in turmoil - “no smoke 

without fire” and all sorts of other garbled thoughts prevented him from putting 

together a reasoned response. His mouth opened and closed a couple of 

times, rather like a stranded fish gasping for water. Jim looked on with a 

slightly amused expression on his face. Eventually, Allan said, “I can’t do that. 

It’s a matter for the Committee.” 

“Ah. I thought you might use that excuse. I know it must be a bit of a 

shock for you, but if you look at it logically, you’ll see that you can do it. I was 

excluded before a jury found me guilty of fraud. Do you agree so far? Good. 

This morning the Court of Appeal found that I was not guilty of that fraud. 

Therefore, the grounds for my exclusion are not valid, therefore I am still a 

member, and the Club owes me nine months’ membership. It’s quite simple, 

really. You just need to inform the necessary departments. Also, I should like 

a room for a few nights, please; 309 is my usual one. Can you see to that?” 

Allan had shrunk back in his chair in an attitude of complete defeat, 

and gave a long sigh, and in a toneless voice, “I’ll speak to the Chairman 

about. It will take a few days.” 

“It shouldn’t do. I saw him going into the Dover Bar. I suggest you ring 

him there and put the facts to him. Think of the publicity you would receive if 

the Club refused to re-instate an innocent member. I could do with something 

to eat. Will you ask Judith to clear it with the brasserie? It’s been good seeing 

you again, Mr Allan, Joshua, or do you use Josh? I’m really looking forward to 

catching up on the time I’ve lost. Let me know as soon as you and the 
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Chairman confirm the situation. The porter has my luggage, and he can take 

it to my room. I’ll wait in the main drawing room”. He stood up and left. 
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Chapter 7 The Old Dower House 

 

(i) 

 

“Mr and Mrs Jenkins, I asked you here to discuss the future of Edwyn at 

school. There is no point Edwyn staying on to take examinations for he has 

no possibility of passing any. He does seem to have some ability with 

arithmetic but has no idea about algebra and geometry. Trigonometry is a 

foreign world to him. As for English, he is well below his age for reading and 

his writing is terrible. He doesn’t communicate or mix well and prefers his own 

company. He is, however, competitive and particularly good at non-team 

sports such as swimming, archery, and snooker, so I hear.” 

Mrs Jenkins looked at the tweedy-clothed, nicotine stained and slightly 

dishevelled features of Mr Alban, the class teacher – was there a hint of 

pyjama trousers around the top of his cracked and well-worn boots? Her 

husband was pre-occupied looking at the pictures pinned to the walls of the 

room and seemed to have no interest in the conversation. Mrs Jenkins 

pushed his arm and with annoyance said, “Cedwyn, what have you to say 

about that?” With a bit of difficulty her husband brought himself back to the 

matter of his son. His speech was slow and precise. 

“Edwyn is a special boy. He absorbs knowledge. He is quick when he 

needs to use his hands and his brain. He’s slow at words and numbers. 

There’s nothing wrong with him mentally – he doesn't understand people well, 

and people like you, Mr Alban, don’t understand him and don’t try to 

understand him. The system ignores his needs.” 
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“Cedwyn, that’s rude – “ 

“No, it’s not, it’s the truth. The schools have no means of dealing with 

children like Edwyn. The best thing for him is to leave as soon as possible 

and to find a job. No offence, Mr Alban.” With his words spoken, Mr Jenkins 

continued examining the pictures on the walls.  

 

(ii) 

 

Cedwyn knew many people in the area but despite spending much 

time trying to find a job that he thought would suit Edwyn’s skills, he had given 

up. No jobs existed for young lads unless they were in farming or at the 

woollen mill at Trefriw, neither of which Cedwyn thought suitable. Unknown to 

Cedwyn, Edwyn had done his own searching and had made a success of it. 

By chance, whilst cycling to Bettws, he had stopped by a small gate in the 

high boundary wall of the decaying house and talked to an old fellow who was 

selling fruit to passers-by. His face was as brown as old oak and deeply lined 

from years in the sun. His hair was grey and greasy, and his shoulders 

stooped. A dirty, patched, and smelly shirt covered his body; rough corduroy 

trousers held up by a piece of rope didn’t reach a pair of old hobnailed boots. 

Edwyn bought a few strawberries from the man and spent some minutes 

talking to him. As he was about to ride off, the man said, “Do yer want a job, 

hogyn? You look fit enough for what I have in mind.” 

Edwyn stopped. “What have yer got in mind? And less of the ‘hogyn’ – 

I’m 16.” 
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“Come through and I’ll tell you – I’m Rhodri by the way.” He opened the 

door in the wall, and they entered the world of a nurseryman. In raised beds 

flowers grew, a couple of high greenhouses were built against the 

whitewashed wall, fruit bushes and a few trees formed an orderly pattern. 

Nice as it looked, though, the area had a feel of decay to it. 

“It’s all going to pot. The family moved out after the fire just before the 

war but kept the estate. They abandoned the old house, and it’s over there 

getting more ruined each year. I remember when there were eight gardeners 

plus the farm hands. Now there’s just me here and another manages the 

crops – it’s mainly done by sub-contractors. No jobs for the locals now. We 

never see the owners - they take the profits and put little back. But we lost a 

youngster a few months ago and I need a replacement”.  

Edwyn was getting bored with the droning speech and interrupted, 

“What do you want me to do? I’m strong and fit. Would I work here?” 

Within half an hour they had agreed a deal. Edwyn would start work in 

four weeks, not at the nursery site but at the grounds surrounding the former 

dower house a few miles away, where widows of the estate owners had lived 

out their days. He had lots to do before he could start. First to persuade his 

father – this took no time at all for Cedwyn thought more about the money he 

would save than the job his son would have. He registered for National 

Insurance, and his mother gave notice to the school that he would leave. A 

month after the meeting, Edwyn was an employed young man with the energy 

and ambition to do well in life. 

 

 



44 
 

(iii) 

 

On his first day with Rhodri, he cycled to the nursery garden and 

arrived well before the agreed time of 8am. A slight drizzle had fallen and as 

he hadn’t had enough money to buy waterproofs, he was sodden and 

miserable. Rhodri shuffled over to Edwyn, slapped him on the shoulders, and 

gave cheerful welcome, “Never mind a bit of wet, where you’re going, you’ll 

soon get warm.” The instructions were precise. He had to cycle to Bettws, 

take the road to Capel Curig, and just past the Falls he’d see gateposts for 

two entrances. He had to take the second, go to the rear of the old house and 

in the gardener’s bothy he’d find all the tools he needed. 

It’s about a half hour cycle. Have you got a watch?” 

“No – I didn’t think I’d need one.” 

“You didn’t think!” Rhodri said in exasperation. “Get yourself one, or a 

clock; you’re on yer own for the next couple of weeks. You finish at 6 ” 

In the first hour of his first day Edwyn had received his first rebuke. He 

was determined he would never receive another. As the sun broke through, 

his clothes dried quickly. and he found the journey exhilarating in the warming 

air. The slope up to the Falls took his wind away and when he came to the 

gate posts he was all in and lay on the grass verge for ten minutes enjoying 

the cooler air drifting from the torrent. The posts had the remains of decaying 

gates hanging from the hinges, and it was clear they had not been used for 

decades. 

Potholes in the driveway provided a danger for a cyclist. A combination 

of water and years of rotting leaves were hazardous for the unwary. As he 
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moved along the drive, the sunlight became dimmer due to untended bushes 

on the sides and the overhanging branches of tall trees. Edwyn found it scary 

and would not like to come that way in the dark. Then he was in the open and 

sun caught him by surprise. “Bloody hell,” he called out in awe. In front of him 

was a house that at one time would have been imposing and important. Now, 

it stood abandoned with all the signs of falling into terminal decay. Missing 

roof slates, broken windows, some finials had fallen from the gables, black 

stained the walls where gutters and downspouts had disappeared. Edwyn felt 

horror, fear, and excitement as he looked at the dower house.  

He shook himself out of his misgivings and went to the back of the 

house where he found a range of low buildings that he took to be the bothy. 

Spiders’ webs sagged from the joists, and the dirty windows gave the space 

an eerie feeling. He left a mark where he ran a finger down a dirty pane. He 

stood still as his eyes adjusted to the light. A bench had a stack of clay plant 

pots. A little fireplace contained the ashes from its last fire. From nails hung 

rusty gardening tools that could not have been used for years. The filth of 

years covered his hands and clothes. Dust drifted into the air and produced 

little specks of flashing light. He found a girl’s bicycle under a rotting canvas. 

He thought, “Maybe Rhodri has set a test for me. On the other hand, it’s more 

likely that Rhodri is too old and bloody lazy to come here anymore.” He found 

the tools he needed – spade, a bow saw, billhook, and branch loppers. After 

clearing away spiders’ webs, dead butterflies and other insects, and dust from 

the rickety table, he found a wet stone and light oil; he had everything he 

needed for his job. He cleaned, sharpened, and oiled the tools and then set 
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off to find the southern boundary wall where he’d been tasked to clear away 

any bushes and ivy obscuring it.  

As he passed one part of the house, he thought he heard singing – 

very low and indistinct. He put it down to bird song and movement of the 

breeze through the trees. He knew he was the only person there; was sure it 

was his imagination and then forgot about it. He enjoyed the first hour or so. 

He found an overgrown path that skirted around a pond covered with thick 

layers of algae, weeds and disordered water plants. Insects hovered over the 

green water, diving and soaring in the small thermals. He could hear birds 

singing, and the rustling in the bushes as small animals fled, startled by his 

approach. The path soon disappeared under tufts of ferns; brambles, nettles, 

low bushes and ivy scratched and stung his hands and face. His sweat 

attracted aggressive insects keen to taste his blood and then come back for 

more. 

“This is a damned silly thing to be doing,” Edwyn said out loud, wishing 

he had put on the insect repellent his mother had given him. Never one to 

give in, he pushed on until he found a clearing in the trees and sat down to 

eat the lunch his mother made for him, of cheese, bread, and a Mars bar. As 

he rested, he noticed a mass of high-growing ivy to one side of him – from the 

position of the sun this was the south wall of the garden. He tapped through it 

with the lopper and felt a solid surface through the stems. He sawed, cut, and 

hacked through the ivy thicket and he discovered a patch of grey granite. 

Further tapping showed the stones continued under the ivy until the 

sound of the strike changed. Instead of a hard, solid sound he heard a soft, 

dull thud. The sound of wood. For the next two hours, he hacked and snipped 
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and cursed his way through the barrier. A Tudor-style lintel appeared. Edwyn 

spoke through gritted teeth what everyone knows, “Lintels mean openings, 

and openings can be doorways”. Eventually, he found what he hoped for - a 

thick, oak door, with metal studs, enormous, forged hinges and bolts, and an 

iron handle. “Open up,” he shouted as he tugged and pushed the handle, but 

the door didn’t move. 

Exhausted, as he collected his tools the soft sound of children playing 

reached his ears. He thought it came from the other side of the wall but 

wasn’t sure. He stood for some minutes listening and the sound died away. 

He thought it was strange there were no adult voices, but he shook his head 

and set off back to the bothy. As he tugged the door closed, he heard a 

female voice softly singing and convinced himself he saw a light move in a 

lower room of the house. He grabbed his bicycle and rode at a frantic speed 

along the shadowy drive, nearly getting killed by a car as he joined the main 

road. He didn’t stop until he reached Bettws where he flopped against a wall 

to recover. His shirt stuck to his clammy skin, and his knees shook. After 

some minutes he felt in enough control to cycle home. He mentioned nothing 

of the incident to his parents who assumed his appearance was due to hard 

work. Edwyn did not sleep well due to thinking about the children and the 

singing. 
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(iv) 

 

The next morning, with an old watch from his mother, he went to the 

nursery to tell Rhodri about his strange experiences of the previous day. 

“Don’t worry about anything – it’s just your imagination working in a 

strange place.” 

“It was not my imagination. I heard the singing as clear as I’m hearing 

you. And I saw the light moving,”  

“I still say it was imagination. Birds calling and the sun flashing on 

window glass, that’s what it was.” 

Edwyn did not give up. “There’s no glass in the windows. And  what 

about the door in the wall then?” 

“What door? That wall has no door.” Rhodri’s startled question came 

with a look of alarm on his face, almost as if an old secret had been revealed. 

“Yes, it has,” insisted Edwyn. “I cut the ivy off it and tried to turn a large 

iron handle. That’s where I heard the children.”  

Rhodri remained silent for some time as Edwyn impatiently walked 

about kicking stones and picking small weeds off the path. Then Rhodri 

spoke. “You get back up to the dower. Keep away from the house and don’t 

go through any doors in the wall. They’re none of your business, and none of 

mine either. Now get off, you’re wasting my time and yours.” With that he 

moved off into one of the old greenhouses. 

Nothing unusual happened that day. Edwyn made good progress with 

clearing the bushes from the wall and collected a large pile for burning the 

next day. He thought the rusty handle on the oak gate had turned a little but 
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could not be sure. There were no children calling, and no singing came from 

the house. He felt more at ease as he cycled home along the potholed 

driveway. 

Everything changed on the third day. The temperature had risen, and 

the humidity increased. Edwyn had a hot and tiring ride to the dower house. 

Under the threat of a thunderstorm the driveway was more menacing than 

before. He rode round to the bothy, collected his tools and as he started the 

walk to the garden, he heard the singing again. He couldn’t make out the 

words, but he felt they expressed deep sadness. With a fear he hadn’t known 

before, he rushed into the neglected garden, curled down in a sheltered spot 

and wept. Waking an hour or so later he rationalised the sound was caused 

by the heat and the tiring ride he had experienced. It was all down to 

imagination.  

He worked well into the afternoon by which time threatening thunder 

clouds had started to darken the sky, and the temperature had dropped 

ominously. He wouldn’t have time to reach home and decided to shelter in the 

bothy until the storm had gone over. As he passed the oak door in the wall, he 

saw it was open – just two or three inches and not enough to see through. He 

didn’t have time to think about the cause as heavy drops of rain hit his 

clothing. 

The bothy still had the warmth built up during the day and he found a 

comfortable old wooden chair to sit in. A noise above the thunder made him 

shudder with alarm. It sounded like a prolonged scream of “Noooooo” and 

came from the direction of the old house. It was a horrible sound as if 

someone were in mortal fear. It came again, followed by loud sobbing and 
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then silence. Edwyn dashed outside and through the rain he saw a faint light 

in the same room as the last time. He ran to a window and the room seemed 

filled with a grey haze and as it slowly started to clear he saw a woman in old 

fashioned clothes lying on the floor with a hand clasped to her neck. Blood 

oozed between her fingers and a rope that seemed deeply embedded in her 

flesh. Her face was discoloured and grossly distorted. Edwyn gasped in 

horror at a man who raised a dagger and pierced the shaking body. As the 

blade struck he turned his head and Edwyn gasped in terror at the hateful and 

malevolent expression on the face, and the black eyes that stared into his. 

Then the whole scene disappeared, and the room fell into darkness. For a 

moment, rigid with dread, Edwyn stared into the room. Then, slowly, he slid 

down the wall of the building, nails ripping from his fingers on the stone walls, 

blood-coloured rain trickling onto the wet ground. He collapsed onto a bed of 

dock plants. He had no recollection how he reached the shelter of the bothy. 

The police found him the following day crumpled on a pile of sacking, 

shivering, unable to walk, and with no memory of what had happened. 

 

(v) 

 

Edwyn spent two weeks in hospital and was unconscious for the first 

few days. The doctors were concerned about his senseless ramblings and at 

first thought they may have been caused by a childhood ailment. Jumbled, 

unclear images of what he had seen came kept coming into his mind, but he 

made no order out of them and told no one. Eventually, the doctors diagnosed 

his sickness as stress brought on by extreme weariness caused by his cycle 
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ride and work, made worse by the influence of the storm. Thereafter he was 

classified as someone who may need special care. He was allowed to go 

home, but had a suspicion there was something left unsaid. He didn’t go back 

to the Dower House. He cycled to say goodbye to Rhodri and once again was 

left with a feeling Rhodri knew something that he did not tell Edwyn. 

After a few more weeks Edwyn started looking for another job. With his 

practical skills and interest in engineering he was able to obtain an 

apprenticeship with a firm of agricultural engineers. He went to college on 

Day Release and after five years obtained his qualification. Not for him 

working for someone else! He was determined to set up his own business 

and never work for anyone again. And for all of his life the distorted memories 

of the screaming, blood-soaked woman and the evil face of the man came 

back to haunt him. From this experience Edwyn developed his obsession with 

the Wynn family and the fantasy and fear that lived with him until the tragedy 

of his death. 
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Chapter 8 Nightmares 

 

(i) 

 

Sloan’s brazen approach worked. He expected Allen would speak to the 

Chairman and maybe other members of the committee and was prepared for 

a wait. He made his way along a mirrored corridor and felt the softness of the 

carpet as he walked. The drawing room was one of his favourite places in the 

Club. Here, he had learnt to hide in the deep armchairs and sofas and forget 

about the existence of a world outside his own head. The décor reminded him 

of late-afternoon sunlight – the warming yellows providing a relaxing and 

cooling atmosphere. The room filled the full depth of the building, and the 

furnishing comprised some eight or nine groups of sofas and armchairs with 

low tables in the centre of them. The male membership had not taken kindly 

to the idea of admitting women; letting them come in as guests was all right, 

but as members, never! The reform group, which included Jim, persisted. 

Eventually, the portal fell, and the Club became a more gentle, more homely 

place as a result, and most members felt better for it.  

Jim made himself comfortable in a deep armchair and looked around 

the room. On the walls hung large paintings of men in yachting uniforms, 

clearly owners who employed crews to do the hard work, and massive J 

Class yachts that ruled the seas in the early 20th century. A glass case 

protected a silver replica of the Royal Yacht Squadron’s £100 Cup; the RYS 

had never come to terms with the loss of the original to America. Jim smiled 

as his wondered what the founders of the Channel Club would think of the 
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place now. He skimmed through a few magazines, and finding nothing of 

interest to read, threw them onto a table.  

“Hello, Sir”, said an aged waiter who came to him. Sloan jumped. “I’m 

sorry if I startled you. I just wanted to say it’s a pleasure to see you here 

again. If I’m not speaking out of turn, Sir, few on the staff could believe you 

did what you were accused of. But here you are, back with us again, and I’m 

delighted to see you.” 

Recovering, Jim said. “Philips – Roger Philips, how good to see you as 

well. And thank you for your comments. I seem to remember you were 

thinking of retiring when I came last time.” 

“Still thinking, Sir. Can’t bring myself to let go. Would you like 

anything?” 

“No thank you. I am waiting for Mr Allen to tell me if I am persona 

grata, so I had better wait.” 

“Best of luck with that then, whatever it means. He’s just come into the 

drawing room, so I’ll leave you to him.” He sniffed and wandered off. 

Sloan watched in a long mirror as Allen approached – the man did not 

look pleased. Jim didn’t stand up as Allen came in front of him, but his 

manners did extend to offering him a chair. “Ah, Sloan. I see you are getting 

to know the staff again,” Allen said through tight lips that he tried to form into 

an insincere smile. 

“Mr Allen, remember I am a member, so please treat me as such, with 

respect. You are an employee of the Club, and I shall treat you as such. Now, 

what do you have to tell me?” 
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Allen’s face reddened, his eyes narrowed, and his body stiffened. He 

struggled to say, “Just remember, Mr Sloan, your membership has not been 

re-instated.” Sloan shrugged his shoulders. After some deep breathing Allen 

managed to pass on his message in a voice loud enough for people in nearby 

seats to hear. “I have spoken to the Chairman and the Deputy Chairman, and 

they agree that you may stay at the Club as a temporary member until the 

Committee has examined the circumstances of your release from prison. The 

Chairman will be in the brasserie in about half an hour, and he will speak with 

you. Your luggage has gone up to your room – 309.” 

Rather ungratefully Sloan replied, “That’s better than nothing, I 

suppose.” Then thinking better of it added, “I appreciate what you have done 

for me. Thank you.” 

Allan slipped away, slightly mollified, and Jim called Philips over and 

said, “I’ll have a gin and tonic now, please.” 

“No ice and lemon, Sir? 

“Well remembered. No ice and lemon!” 

Jim slumped deeper into the armchair, closed his eyes, and felt the 

heavy pressure behind them that told him he was about to doze off. With a 

jolt, he shook away a threatening face that appeared from his memory, 

slopping some of the drink over his shirt and the seat. A few members came 

over to shake his hand and congratulate him. He picked up a magazine again 

and put it down without opening it. He avoided eye contact with anyone where 

he thought he was the topic of their conversations. He flinched and spilt more 

of his drink when Philips told him his table was available in the brasserie. With 

difficulty he pulled himself out of his seat and walked slowly along the deeply 
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carpeted corridor to the restaurant. A fresh-faced young waiter said, “Good 

evening, Sir. I’ll show you to your table,” and then made a fuss of settling him 

down and placing the napkin on his knee.” “I’m sorry we have no Dover sole, 

and the fillet steak is not yet at its best. But we have a delicious steak and 

kidney pie. Would you like a drink, sir? A beer, or half bottle of wine maybe?” 

“I’ll have a half of Truman’s please.” This was the first normal meal he 

would eat in five years, and he intended to indulge himself with his favourites. 

Pickled herring, Wiener Schnitzel, and rhubarb crumble and custard followed 

by a pot of tea. He looked around the restaurant and spotted the Chairman, 

Anthony Curzon, chatting with members at the bar. Jim paid no attention to 

them and looked forward to his meal. Unfortunately, his stomach had difficulty 

coping with the change of diet and he did not enjoy the food. The Chairman 

had the courtesy to let Jim finish before he came over to the table, and Jim 

had the courtesy to stand up to greet him and asked him to sit down. 

The Chairman looked around the room before accepting the invitation, 

as if to see who would notice him socialising with a man of disreputable 

character. “Have a drink,” said Jim. The Chairman raised his hand as if Jim 

had made an improper suggestion. He leant across the table in a manner that 

a casual watcher would conclude a conspiratorial snippet of gossip was about 

to be passed. Jim pushed his chair away so that the room could see what 

was going on.  

“Look here, Sloan, you’re not well liked in the Club. You’ve caused a 

great deal of annoyance coming here unannounced. Some members have 

told me how cross they are that a crimin…I mean someone who’s been in 

gaol, has come into the Club without going through the usual formalities.” 
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“Oh, I see,” said Jim. “And what are the ‘usual’ formalities?” 

The Chairman had no answer to that and spluttered that Jim should 

write to the Committee explaining the circumstances and requesting re-

instatement as a member.  

“How often has the Club had to deal with circumstances like this? I’m 

not an ex-con asking for membership. As far as the Law is concerned, I was 

never guilty of a crime, and so your ‘circumstances’ rules, whatever they are, 

don’t cover my situation.” 

“Please keep your voice down. People are looking at us.” 

“That doesn’t bother me at all. So, tell me, why do you seem so 

reluctant to welcome me back?” 

“We don’t know yet you have been cleared of the charges. I’ve seen 

the newscasts and the papers, but those have no official authority. We need 

to complete formalities. The best thing is for you to write to the Committee.” 

“You are making it difficult for yourself. What I would like Mr Chairman, 

is a letter from you saying how pleased you are that I am innocent, and my 

membership will continue immediately. You were quick enough to bar me on 

the strength of newspaper reports before my trial. By the way, some 

newspapers have offered me large sums for my story; I should not want to 

mention a venerable institution like the Channel Club”. The chairman did not 

notice the amusement in Sloan’s voice, and he grimaced at the threat. He 

realised the Club would have to re-instate Sloan, but he was determined he 

would make the process as difficult and drawn out as possible. “There’s no 

need for that,” he snapped. “On my own authority, I’ll allow you to use the 
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Club as a temporary member and I’ll inform the departments. But I’d like you 

to write to me formally explaining your situation.”  

Jim considered the compromise, “All right, I’ll do that and thank you”.  

The Chairman had never liked Jim. He looked on him as typical of the 

new members who had no interest in ocean racing and had joined because of 

the status the Club provided, and the reasonably priced, first-class 

accommodation in the heart of London. He disliked that type of person but 

had the sense to realise the Club needed the income from them. He made no 

apology, and expressed no regret; just gave a defensive justification, and an 

assertion that no one on the Committee had believed Sloan guilty of the 

charges, but what else could the Club do? The threat of bad publicity had had 

a sobering effect on his attitude. He pushed back his chair with a bit too much 

energy and hit a waitress on the hip. As he left the table two members came 

over and said, “Well done Sloany, we’re delighted with your news. Come and 

join the party for drinks”. The Chairman glared at them and bumbled out of 

the restaurant. 

Jim was not ready for a night of drinking. He didn’t know these 

members well and didn’t particularly want to satisfy their curiosity with tales of 

his time in prison. He stayed for a couple of gins and tonic and felt his heart 

racing; he kept closing his eyes and tried to avoid talking. He started to sweat, 

and an unpleasant smell came from under his arms.  The alcohol effected his 

thinking and he began to slur his speech. “Must go… first night… feeling 

awful. Sorry, must get some air.” He stood up, knocking the table and 

slopping drinks. His companions looked in alarm and offered to help him.  
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“No…no…thank you…just need some air.” He walked unsteadily out of 

the restaurant and instead of going onto Pall Mall, he walked to the lifts. For 

some time, he watched people leave and enter the cabins but did not move. 

His head thumped, and his hands trembled. He kept telling himself it would 

pass. A porter asked him if he needed help. “Just a chair – it’ll pass in a few 

minutes.” He wiped sweat from his forehead and lips and tried to get control 

of himself. He’d had similar attacks in his cell and started to learn how to 

control them. This was different – he was free. He tried to concentrate on his 

tasks for tomorrow – tailor…bank… professional body; he kept repeating 

these, and slowly started to gain control, but he decided to climb the stairs to 

the third floor and avoid the enclosed feeling of the lift. 

The climb made him realise how unfit he was. He had tried to exercise 

in prison, but that had not prepared him for this ordeal. The muscles on the 

back of his legs ached, and when he reached his floor, he had to grab a table, 

overwise the carpet would have become his resting place. He gasped for air, 

deep, deep, gasps. Slowly his balance returned, and he followed the familiar 

corridor to his room. He would be comfortable there. Jim fumbled with the 

key, liked the feeling he was allowing himself in, and not having a door locked 

behind him. He struggled to find the light switch and was shocked to find it 

had all changed. The new curtains, bedspread, wallpaper, and carpet 

unsteadied him again, and he fell on the bed in confusion. Where he had 

expected familiarity, he had found a distress of new styles, and colours.  
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(ii) 

 

He was still fully dressed and struggled to wakefulness. He couldn’t 

see his watch. He had a dry mouth and an awful headache. The curtains 

were open, and he could see the glow of dull lights from the street, and the 

empty office buildings across Pall Mall. No hint of dawn showed in the sky. He 

found it – his watch showed 2am. God, his head hurt. He could smell the 

sweat on his body, and he ached from the distortion of his sleeping. His came 

to consciousness, and he saw bright flashes of dreams. Headlights on full 

beam. The other car; hitting the wall, the car slewing across the road, the 

embankment, turning over. The screaming of his wife and baby. The air bags. 

Silence - silence, and blackness. Blue lights, then blackness again. “No, 

they’re not dead! They can’t be dead!” Then silence again. 

Jim groaned. He’d had this nightmare many times before. But why – he 

wasn’t in the car? The dreams came in sequence, and he knew he would 

have the others over the next few days, but none would be as violent as the 

car crash. He shook his head, moved with difficulty, and sat on the edge of 

the bed with one hand on his head and the other steadying his body. He knew 

he would be able to rest now. He removed his damp clothes and threw them 

into a corner – his sweat still had the nauseating smell of the prison. Not 

thinking of his neighbours in adjoining rooms he ran a deep bath and relished 

the all-round heat, the privacy, and the relief. He dried himself on soft, 

Egyptian cotton towels, found his new pyjamas, closed the room to the 

outside world, and slept undisturbed until 8am . 
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(iii) 

 

Daylight came through the blinds and reflected sunlight from the 

windows of the buildings across Pall Mall. Jim felt refreshed; the headache 

had gone, and his body pains gave him little trouble. The décor in the room 

had improved, and the colour mishmash of last night had been replaced by 

neutral tones that didn’t make him wince. His feet touched the soft threads of 

the carpet, and he made his way to the bathroom, tripping over the jumbled 

mess of the bedclothes. The face he saw bore little resemblance to the grey, 

strained features he’d seen yesterday morning at the prison. The grey pallor 

remained, but some of the dark patches under his eyes had lightened. 

Although his eyes had a slight sparkle, his face was stained by what looked 

like tears. For the first time in over five years, he had a shower by himself, 

with no one jostling him for hot water – or rather, tepid water. 

With a towel around him, he sat on the edge of the bed and tried to 

sort out what he would do next. The anger and mischief he felt yesterday had 

left his heart, and he wanted to complete his tasks with as little rancour as 

possible. Tailor, bank, and professional body. He took delight in sorting 

through his bags from Webster & Grainger and selected an informal 

arrangement that made him feel comfortable and smart. 

In the breakfast room it was clear the news had spread, and many 

turned their heads to watch the “ex-con” walk into their midst. From soft 

conversations it became apparent that Jim was a celebrity amongst the 

members. He sat by himself and enjoyed his surroundings – the quiet bustling 

of service staff, buzzes of chatter from diners, and the rustle of newspaper as 
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broadsheet pages turned. One thing Jim had never got use to in prison was 

the disgusting bacon. To cook as much as possible together, the cooks 

overlapped the rashers, so the prisoners never got better than half-cooked 

bacon. This morning the bacon was firm, the eggs weren’t broken, and fried 

bread was crisp, not burnt.  

He went back to his room and called the tailors to confirm the 10am 

appointment, then called his bank and the best he could do was arrange to 

see a junior assistant manager that morning. On leaving the Club he greeted 

the condescending commissionaire with, “I hope you won’t be so grumpy 

today,” crossed Pall Mall, walked into St James’s Square, and finding the 

garden gate open, took a seat in the shade of an ancient tree. With no one 

near him he decided to think aloud to try and make sense of his position. 

“Where is the money? You can’t get away with that amount without 

leaving some trace, surely? It’s not my problem where it is, just forget about it. 

Where are all my papers? Hold on though, Dempster recommended 

Antonionis, and Antonionis recommended the barrister. The Court didn’t 

accept that someone tried to put the blame on me. But someone did and was 

successful. Why? Bugger, all this is not getting me anywhere.” The thinking 

went on and on, and eventually Jim gave up when he realised his mind was 

overloaded with ‘whys’. Time for the tailors. He walked to Burlington Street 

and took part in the ceremony of the fitting of the suit. “You have lost weight, 

Mr Sloan, so I made allowances so we can make adjustments when you 

recover. There, it looks beautiful on you, but I think you need slightly longer 

trousers, and there is a bit of puckering across the shoulders.” He pressed his 

chalk into the material. “There, that will do. It will be ready for you in an hour.” 
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“I’ve decided to stay a few more nights, so don’t rush. I’ll pick it up 

tomorrow.” With that, Jim left the shop and walked to St James’s Street for the 

meeting with the bank. This went far better than he expected. The Court of 

Appeal had dismissed his conviction and ordered the cessation of the asset 

recovery processes, and the Crown Prosecution Service did not intend to 

appeal the decision. To release all Jim’s assets, the bank needed official 

notification that the proceedings had stopped and in the meantime it made a 

facility he could use until the CPS completed the formalities.  

The next stop was the purchase of a mobile telephone. By the time he 

left, he had a functioning telephone and an idiot’s knowledge of how the thing 

worked. Going back to the Club, the receptionist told him a Mr Gray had left a 

message - he could see Mr Sloan tomorrow at 10am at his office on London 

Wall. He went to his room, confirmed the appointment, and started entering 

his contacts into the memory of his new phone. He sent his number to 

Antonionis, and also to Joe and Ena McKenzie, who had looked after his 

house for the last five years, to tell them he would come home in two days.  

Tiredness overcame him, and he rested for a couple of hours, then 

walked to Le Caprice, his and his wife’s the favourite restaurant. The 

manager recognised him and ushered him to a quiet table at the far end. 

“You’ll be out of the way of the curious here, Mr Sloan.” His eyes looked 

around the familiar room to see if he could see any changes but spotted 

nothing; the place was timeless, and also right on the fashion. The food was 

exceptional, and he finished with his favourite, that never appeared on the 

menu – frozen berries with hot white chocolate. He was tempted to think a 
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form of normality had returned to him, but then realised he still had some 

personal battles to win. 

“Thank you, Carlino, for looking after me. Once again I’ve enjoyed your 

food. It won’t be so long a gap next time.” 

“Ci vediamo, presto,” replied Carlino, giving Jim a pat on the back. Jim 

walked along St James’s Street and Pall Mall to the Club, picked up his key, 

and went to his room. Most of the fears of the previous night had gone, but he 

knew nothing would stop another nightmare. 

He went to sleep quickly, but the dream came, and no matter how he 

tried, he could not wake himself up. His initiation as a new prisoner; leaks 

from the warders about details of his crime; being done over by the thugs of 

the drug boss; the jostling, pushing; foul things in his food. He knew he had to 

suffer it until the next new lag came along. Then the face appeared – the 

large, scarred, cruel face came closer and closer to him, until it filled all his 

vision, and he twisted in his bed, and threw the bedclothes onto the floor. He 

felt cold sweat on his body. Each time, just before he woke, in the eyes of the 

face Jim would see a flash of pleading, a cry for help. 

The following day, he decided to travel by taxi to the City as he did not 

feel he could cope with the crowds and the cramped tube trains. The journey 

took longer than he’d expected due to civil engineering works. He’d never 

found London Wall an attractive street, with modern offices at the west end, 

and rather uncared for buildings to the east. Although some had received 

facelifts, the building that housed the offices of the Chartered Institute of 

Academics in Business was one that had seen the chance of improvement 

pass it by. Jim took the lift to the fifth floor.  
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This was the first time he had visited the Institute, and he found the 

offices clean, with basic furnishings. The male receptionist was smart and 

pleasant, and Jim began to feel at ease. He was shown into a meeting room 

and offered a coffee. He had just sat down when Mr Gray, the General 

Secretary came in and introduced himself. They spent a few minutes passing 

pleasantries and weighing each other up. Jim estimated Gray was in his mid-

50s, a bit overweight; his brushed-flat hair too dark to be free of dye. Gray 

wore a smart pinstripe suit, a Cambridge University tie, and had a bizarrely 

flamboyant silk handkerchief in his breast pocket. “Now here’s rather an odd 

bird,” thought Jim, “a bit too full of self-importance. I’ll have to be careful with 

him.”  

“Well, Mr Sloan, you have made the headlines in the last couple of 

days. Congratulations on your successful appeal. Now, what can I do for 

you?”  

Jim bridled a bit, tried not show it and failed. “I thought that would have 

been obvious. Following my successful appeal, I wish the Institute to re-

instate my membership. I suggest that is a reasonable thing to do in view of 

my innocence.” 

“Yes, yes, I suppose you do.” Gray, with a dramatic gesture, opened a 

file he’d brought with him and flicked over some pages. “Oh no. No. We can’t 

do that. In the circumstances, that is not possible.” 

Jim looked baffled. “What do you mean it’s not possible? What 

circumstances?” 

Gray licked the end of a finger and turned over a page that he studied 

for a few seconds. “I’m looking at the report of the Disciplinary Committee – 
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‘brought the Institute into disrepute…excluded from membership for ten 

years… must re-apply…ah and pay a penalty of £10,000.” 

“So? That’s irrelevant because I won the appeal. I haven’t brought the 

Institute into disrepute, so the exclusion cannot apply.” 

“Well, you may not think so, Mr Sloan, and the Committee may agree 

with you, but you haven’t paid the penalty, and you will never become a 

member again until you settle your dues.” Gray spoke with the voice of a 

headmaster who thought he had complete control of a wayward pupil. 

For a moment Jim was too amazed to speak. “You mean you’re still 

going to fine me even though I’m innocent and there is no basis for it?” 

“Oh, but there was at the time – oh yes, there was at the time, and you 

failed to settle your debt. The Institute instructed lawyers to recover it, but 

they failed. So, if you want to re-join, the best thing to do is to send a cheque 

for £10,000, plus interest of course, and the legal fees, and that will enable 

the Committee to reconsider your request. If you are successful, the 

Committee will refund everything to you – hmm, maybe not the legal fees. Of 

course, there is no guarantee the Committee will accept you as a member.” 

“That is complete nonsense – it’s bizarre. The Committee can easily 

waive all the penalties and re-instate me.” 

“Don’t think I haven’t discussed this with the President,” Gray replied 

smugly, “and he agreed with my recommendation. You have to prove your 

worth again. You haven’t worked for five years and more, and you may not be 

up to the standard we want. And, of course,” said Gray, as if he was delivering 

the knock-out punch, “if you are successful, you will be deemed to have been 

a member since the time of your expulsion, and will have to pay subscriptions 
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for five years, (or is it six?), which would be all overdue by the way, at around 

£300 per annum – that’ll be about £1,800… plus interest of course.” 

Jim opened his mouth to speak, but no words formed. Collecting his 

thoughts, he said, “Have you read any of Franz Kafka’s stories?” 

“Frank who?” 

Jim stood, packed up his notes, and walked out of the room, and at the 

door of the offices, turned, and said, “Do you know you’re a fool, Mr Gray?”  

“What a singularly disagreeable and bad-mannered man that was,” 

Gray said to the receptionist. “We certainly don’t want him back.” 
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Chapter 9 Back to the House 

 

(i) 

 

Jim dozed in a first-class carriage travelling at high speed towards 

Warrington. His head rolled gently against the starched, white cover of the 

headrest. A feeling of depression had replaced the excitement of his release. 

In London, he realised it really wasn’t freedom at all that he had found, but a 

new form of sentence. He was an object of curiosity to the public, and a 

person of suspicion for some members of his Club, a target for news by the 

Press, and God knows what the police thought of him. He hadn’t travelled far 

in the City, but the buildings had started to overpower him and give him the 

feeling of confinement once again. 

On the journey, his mind was in a state of reflection, and he drifted 

between deep and light sleep, unaware of the concern he was causing the 

other passengers at his table. He had rushed to Euston Station to catch a 

midday train north. He arrived in a state of confusion, due mainly to the 

emotional turmoil of returning to his home – his wife’s, and his baby’s home - 

but realising they wouldn’t be there; they hadn’t been there for over five years 

– not since, not since ... he couldn’t think about it. He wondered what 

condition the house would be in. He felt a bang on his head as it hit the 

window, and then a hand on his shoulder. 

“Are you all right, Sir? You called out, and I wondered if you needed 

something.” 
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Jim brought his eyes into focus. He saw two people across the table 

with embarrassed but concerned looks on their faces. The steward still had a 

hand on his shoulder, and a caring look, but one that showed he wanted to 

move on taking the luncheon orders.  

“Thank you. I’m sorry if I disturbed anyone. A whisky and ginger with 

no ice, please. No hurry.” 

He imagined all three knew who he was. Articles had appeared in most 

newspapers, and some journalists were trying to find new avenues to explore 

about his life, activities, and wealth – as if they hadn’t trawled through 

everything before. He wouldn’t give any satisfaction to his inquisitive 

companions, so he closed his eyes again, and allowed his head to move to 

the rhythm of the train. 

“We all know you did it. We All Know You Did It. WE ALL KNOW YOU 

DID IT.” The smooth, confident voice of the detective superintendent in that 

last interview, echoed in his ears. “If you don’t tell us, we’ll keep looking, and 

looking, even if we have to wait until you get out. Do yourself a favour and tell 

us.” 

“I know nothing about it. I keep telling you. I Know Nothing!” Jim had 

glanced at Antonionis, who looked up from making notes with an expression 

of hopelessness on his face. In the police cell after the interview, Antonionis 

suggested that Jim reconsider the not guilty plea, and warned him he saw 

little chance of a jury finding in his favour.  

“Bugger off, Mark. Of all people, you should believe me. Why do you 

keep pushing me?” 

“Your whisky and ginger, no ice, Sir. Will you be taking lunch, Sir?” 



69 
 

Jim saw the startled faces across the table and realised he had shared 

his dream with them again. “No. No, thank you – I’m getting off at 

Warrington.” Then a thought came to his mind, “Why was Antonionis so keen 

for him to plead guilty? He spoke to his companions, “I’m sorry, I have 

flashback moments; it can be distressing for people who witness them.” 

There was a slight pause, and then the elder of the two people spoke. 

He looked like a professional person, smart suit, starched shirt, and Club-

style tie. “Don’t worry about it, Mr. Sloan. It must have been traumatic for you. 

Good to see you free. Enjoy your drink, and if you nod off again, we’ll shake 

you in good time.” 

Jim looked at the caring face and nodded his head. He allowed his 

mind to drift again but made sure he didn’t sleep. He had lots to think about. 

After the guilty verdict, the Government had started actions to recover the 

money lost in the fraud, - fat chance, he had no money of that sort, but when 

thick-brained police, and jobsworth civil servants thought otherwise, the 

process was destined to go on. Antonionis had managed to delay the claims, 

and most of his wealth was intact. Even so, the police had spent years 

searching every detail of his assets before and after the fraud and found 

nothing, not even a pound, which had come from the proceeds of crime. That 

lack of evidence had helped him appeal. The police would be determined to 

save face, and Jim had no illusions that he would remain under surveillance, 

in the hope he would make a mistake. That didn’t worry him. As he had never 

had the money, they would find nothing. That didn’t prevent a feeling of deep 

anxiety, however. With these thoughts in his mind, and the smooth movement 

of the train, he fell asleep once again. 
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“Twenty minutes to Warrington.” The words didn’t quite register in his 

brain. Why Warrington? God, what an awful station to represent the great 

West Coast route in its way to the industrial North. “Change for Liverpool and 

Manchester,” the distant voice said. The West Coast mainline by-passed two 

of the great cities of the Industrial Revolution – Liverpool’s a dead end and 

Manchester is mainly east and west. That voice again,” Come on, wake up.” 

Once more, Jim pulled himself out of his slumber. He saw the friendly face 

opposite. “I’ll help you with your baggage.” The train came smoothly to a halt, 

Jim struggled with his luggage along the aisle, and onto the platform. He 

looked around. Few got off. He couldn’t think of any station that matched the 

architectural grace of York, with its long, curving platforms, and he had used it 

so often he had developed a comforting attachment for it. But Warrington 

Bank Quay was at the other end of the scale. There was nothing in its favour. 

It was a fine example of industrial neglect, resulting from under-investment, 

and lack of interest by the infrastructure owner. Even more depressed Jim 

hurried of the platform to find a taxi. 

 

(ii) 

 

Jim worked his way through the barrier and walked towards the taxis. 

“Jim! Jim! Over here”, came two excited voices from some distance away. 

“We’re here. Over here.” He turned, and through the moving people spotted 

Ena and Joe Mackenzie. He stopped in astonishment. No words came, as he 

tried to make sense of what he saw. They ran up to him and hugged him. 
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Ena, with tears in her eyes, rubbed her hands along his arms and shoulders. 

Joe could hardly speak, but he didn’t need to, for his face showed his delight. 

“We knew the truth would come out. We knew you didn’t do it. I can’t 

believe you’re back,” said Ena, not letting go of Jim’s arm. Apart from a few 

grunts, Jim could not respond. His eyes were damp. For the first time in five 

years, he was with people who cared for him, and whom he trusted beyond 

anyone else he knew. They had helped to keep him sane with their letters of 

news and gossip. He shook his head in sadness and joy, as they took charge, 

bundled him and his luggage into their battered Toyota, and set off for Hatton, 

a pleasant but growing village to the south of Warrington. He remembered the 

first time he met the couple. He couldn’t believe that Joe’s curly mop of black 

hair was not dyed. A friend told Jim that Joe was an expert in all he did but to 

be prepared for slowness and precision. Despite the frustrations Joe had 

caused Sam and Jim, they learnt to live with the man’s eccentricities. Ena 

was more down to earth and zoomed through her work with speed and 

efficiency. 

Little was said on the journey, all of them holding back the emotions 

that lay inside them and respecting each other’s privacy. The car passed old 

industrial buildings, waiting for demolition and redevelopment. It crossed the 

River Mersey, and then over the Ship Canal by the high-level bridge. Jim 

began to forget the changes he had seen, as they headed into the country. 

The nearer the car came to Hatton the colder Jim felt. The countryside, 

the narrow lanes, and the village registered in his mind, but he did not 

recognise them. When the car turned into the driveway and he saw the 
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house, he had no feeling of homecoming, excitement, or joy. He had arrived 

at a home he didn’t know. 
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Chapter 10 Sale and Move 

 

(i) 

 

English has no word for it. Hiraeth. It’s a mixture of longing, yearning, 

homesickness, and nostalgia for times and places past. The Welsh diaspora, 

from the coast of Patagonia to the coalfields of Pennsylvania felt it and died 

with it, knowing they would never return to the land of their birth. Jim Sloan 

had it and decided the time had come to go back home to Wales. 

Seeing his old home again had taken him by surprise, not because of 

emotions recovered from deep in his memory, but more because he had no 

emotions. He had no feelings for the house. It was as if he saw it for the first 

time. He quite liked the external design of the mid-Georgian building, but 

there was nothing exceptional about it – there were many buildings like it. The 

gardens had once been pristine but were now unkept. Weeds grew in the 

gutters. He saw a couple of cracked windows, a downspout hung loose. The 

hinges of the gates were rusted, and the driveway had water-filled potholes. 

The brass name sign, ‘Hopkins House’, was tarnished and hanging on one 

screw; he had always wondered who Hopkins was  but never bothered to find 

out. It was a cold vision, and Jim felt a chill enter his body. 

“I’ll drive to the back door,” said Joe. The old car bumped in the 

potholes and came to a stop in the shadow of the building.” 

Ena said, “We came yesterday, brought milk, lots of food, and we filled 

the freezer and the fridge. Joe, get the bags in, and I’ll make some tea.” They 

all moved to the wooden porch at the back door, which had peeled paint and 
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a broken window. Ena opened both doors into the house, and Jim entered for 

the first time since his arrest. Emotions hit him, but he controlled his reaction. 

They were in the rear of the hall, and the smell of dampness, dust, and stale 

air caught in his nostrils and on his skin, and involuntarily he wiped his face 

and hands. Nothing looked as he remembered. Furniture was covered, 

pictures had been taken down, and carpets were covered with some form of 

plastic protection. Dust particles drifted in the moving air and sparkled in the 

sun. He stood and looked about but could make no sense of what he saw. He 

was in an unknown place, with the only certainties in his world being Joe and 

Ena. 

“I’ll get the kettle on,” said Ena. “Why don’t you go into the drawing 

room?” 

Fearing what he would see there, he said, “No, I’ll come into the 

kitchen.” And there the process of healing started, to begin with through the 

ordinariness and familiarity of holding a warm mug of tea, and being with 

people he trusted.  

Joe rushed his report, as though he wanted to get everything out 

before Jim collapsed at the shock of returning. “The gas company turned the 

supply off some time ago and won’t reconnect without your written consent; 

there’s no central heating. The electricity is connected, so you have power 

and lighting, and hot water with the immersion heater___” 

“And don’t forget we’ve a large supply of timber stored for the fire, and 

there’s coal,” interrupted Ena. 

“…and your bed is aired, and we have opened the windows in the 

large guest room…” 
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“…there are clean sheets, pyjamas. And towels, and we’ve replaced 

the soap, as the bar you left had become cracked and dry. I washed some of 

your old clothes, and ironed them, and they’re in the wardrobe.” 

“I’ve not been able to check the drains – there is a smell somewhere. 

An engineer is coming to service the central heating on Thursday next week. 

Anything else, Ena?” 

“We’ve put all your mail in the cupboard by the front door – mostly junk 

if you ask me, but you’ll still have a job going through it, and___” 

“…your car is in the garage covered in sheets and dust. I got the local 

garage to prop it off the ground, and I started it a few times each year – they’ll 

collect it tomorrow and give it a service. You’ll need to apply for the vehicle 

licence, MoT, and insurance.” 

Silence fell. Jim had his mug topped up with tea, and Ena and Joe 

waited for him to speak. “At the moment, I cannot find suitable words to thank 

you for what you have done for me over the last few years. You kept faith 

when others didn’t. Your letters and visits brought me back from some deep 

and dark places and kept me on the right side of sanity – I think! Thank you 

for all you’ve done looking after the house and keeping it in order.” He 

paused. “I think I have decided to sell the house and move away. I can’t 

explain now, but I’ll tell you when I sort myself out.” 

“We’re not leaving you alone tonight. We slept here occasionally, and 

we’ll sleep in the back bedroom – you need someone to keep you company 

over the few next days.” 

“Thank you, but I’ll need space as well. I warn you, some nights I have 

nightmares, and they may be noisy.” He noticed the glance Joe gave Ena.” 
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(ii) 

 

He ate the food Ena and Joe had prepared for him that evening but 

had hardly spoken since he returned to the main bedroom, where he found 

the atmosphere heavy and black. Joe had locked the room up as soon as the 

police had finished searching, and no one had entered since. After the shock 

of opening the door, Jim had walked across the room leaving footprints in the 

dust, to draw the curtains in order to bring in light. Pieces fell off some of the 

material, the result of moth damage and the carpet showed the destruction 

caused by the grubs. Thick dust and cobwebs lay on every piece of furniture, 

and hung from light fittings, and the coving. The bathroom was covered in a 

thick grey powder, and dead insects scattered the floor, the sink, the bath, 

and inside the extractor fan. The bedroom windows and sills were smeared 

with dust, cobwebs, and dead flies. Everything he touched brought minute 

grains of powder into the air. He moved to the wardrobes but felt physically 

sick by the desolation he saw around him and rushed back to the bathroom to 

try and vomit away the misery he felt. 

He slept in the large guest bedroom, which Ena and Joe had kept tidy 

and clean. For three days he kept to himself as his mind came to terms with 

the loss of his wife and child. All the memories, and physical evidence of their 

lives together would have to be examined, and in the case of clothing, 

disposed of. The police had removed his files, books, computers, and mobile 

telephone, and they were most probably stored in a damp warehouse, now 

useless. Antonionis telephoned him a couple of days after he returned home 
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to say he had demanded the return of all personal and business possessions. 

The police had trouble finding where they were stored, and it would take 

some weeks to deliver them. Mark assured him he would make the largest 

claim he could against the police, Home Office, certain newspapers, and any 

other body that had contributed to his conviction. Jim said he wasn’t bothered 

about anything apart from the photograph albums. During those three days, 

he only opened the door to take food from Ena. He lay in the bed most of the 

time as typhoons of thoughts spun in his mind and kept him in a bewildered 

state of consciousness. The nights brought him no peace. Blue lights featured 

in his dreams. A voice kept asking whose baby was it? The loneliness and 

bullying in prison brought cold sweats. Just before dawn he always had the 

same dream, a hard, brutal, scarred face rushed up and stopped just in front 

of him. The face changed to one of admiration and smiles and then faded. 

Always his mind lightened as he remembered Harry ‘Brute’ Harrison whom he 

taught to read and write, and who for ever afterwards had been his guardian.  

On the fourth morning, Jim came out of his despondent mood. His 

feelings had turned to a slow, burning anger about his situation, but he was 

wise enough to know that anger would take him nowhere. He controlled his 

breathing, telephoned Antonionis, and gave him precise instructions about the 

action he was to take. Government agencies, certainly, but no newspapers or 

individuals. He wanted restitution, and if anything came to light that pointed 

fingers to other places, he would think about action later. He set himself 

targets for what he had to do, the first being re-connecting with contacts in the 

UK and abroad. That would be difficult as they would have moved on and 

found new people to deal with. 
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During the next weeks he slowly began to recover his old demeanor. 

With the help of Ena and Joe the greyness disappeared from his face, he 

pulled his shoulders back, and the humorous sparkle started to reappear in 

his eyes. His speech became more forthright as he realised he didn’t have to 

take care of what he said. Wandering around the village brought him into 

friendly contact with many former neighbours. Ena and Joe stayed for two 

weeks, by which time they believed Jim was able to look after himself once 

more. Gas was reconnected; his car was tested, serviced, and cleaned, and 

he was ready to drive it. His driving licence renewal was in its way, and after a 

slight delay, the insurance cover arrived. 

The doors to the nursery and the marital bedroom had remained 

mental barriers. After a few more weeks, he felt he had the strength to deal 

with the most unpleasant tasks of all. He had allowed Ena to clean the rooms, 

so he was not faced with the depressing sight of the dust of years lying on 

everything. He started with the nursery, where he had his first sensation of 

guilt. Tears fell from his cheeks as he tried to recall the look of his son, the 

gurgles of happiness, the cries for food and of distress, and the smell of dirty 

nappies and baby oil. And then he had gone, before he’d a chance to bond 

with him properly. Jim decided everything would go. The furniture, carpet, and 

clothes; the mobile, window blinds, lights, and toys. He would get the 

decorator to remove the wall stickers of Winnie the Pooh, Piglet, and Eeyore, 

and redecorate the room.  

The bedroom he and Sam shared was much more difficult to deal with. 

For the first day, he sat in a chair trying to cope with emotions he knew would 

bubble up. Every time he opened a wardrobe, he caught the scent of Sam’s 
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Jil Sander perfume that remained on her clothes. That first day was too much 

for him and he remained in the chair for most of the time thinking. He 

remembered how he and Sam had met, the honeymoon, and some other 

holidays; work stresses brought home by both of them; arguments that were 

fierce and short; and the joy of the pregnancy and the baby. Then the 

accident. He could face no more. He went to the guest room and spent a 

sleepless night. 

The following day he asked Ena if she could help him clear out the 

bedroom. Two days later, she and Joe arrived, prepared to spend a few days 

helping. Joe was instructed to find things to do in the garden, and Ena and 

Jim worked out a plan. First, they would tackle his wardrobes. He had always 

liked looking smart, and had an impressive collection of fashionable clothes, 

all of which were at least six years old. What was the point of fashion now? 

Who was he going to impress? His old suits ended on the bed, and most of 

his sports coats. Two dinner suits and double cuff shirts followed, then ties, 

and many pairs of shoes landed on the pile. Why had he bought so much? A 

couple of overcoats, and two raincoats were added. He held onto socks, 

pants, and pullovers. Half a dozen bottles of aftershave balm came out of the 

bathroom. Shelves of towels and linen, much of it never used, were added to 

the pile. The day ended with Jim’s contents reduced to normality, and all the 

throw outs were moved to another room.  

It had been an emotional effort, but it helped Jim face the task of 

dealing with Sam’s things, which was now made easier. He decided all the 

clothing would go. He was surprised to find out how much she had 

accumulated. Sam had been one for fashion, but this was ridiculous. Dresses, 
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skirts, and jackets were crammed into her wardrobes, all but a few having 

designer labels. Some drawer seams had pulled apart due to the amount of 

clothing stuffed into them. They cleared out the smaller items, and Jim told 

Ena she and Joe could select anything they wanted. The remainder would go 

to charity shops. The spell had been broken, and energies spent. Tomorrow it 

would be easy sorting out jewellery and other valuable possessions. 

 

(iii) 

 

Between the three of them they had tackled most of the minor 

renovations needed. The former gardener started coming on some evenings 

and weekends to clear away the overgrowth, and the old form of the gardens 

had soon started to re-appear. Builders and decorators used years ago had 

promised to put in extra hours, and slipped slates, blocked gutters, and 

broken downspouts were repaired, and stains and damage dealt with.  

The only matter not resolved was the smell of the drains, which 

gradually worsened over the weeks. Unable to find a drain company Jim and 

Joe decided to sort out the problem themselves. But before he could 

concentrate on that difficulty, he received a telephone call from Merseyside 

Police telling him the items removed from his house at the time of his arrest 

would be returned in the next few days. This turned his mind to thoughts of 

coping with the emotions of the memories that these would bring. He could do 

nothing until then, so, the following day was chosen for the drain clearance. 

“I have an idea. I’ll get the high-pressure water hose and that should 

clear the blockage.” The idea was good in principle but failed to take account 
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of an important law of physics – the one about equal and opposite reactions. 

High pressure water squirting against a solid object in a narrow pipe was 

bound to cause a surprise. The first blow-back of excrement and water was 

startling and it was as well that Jim kept his mouth closed. After ten minutes 

the water started clearing and the flushing of a lavatory produced a rush of 

wash that cleared the remaining obstruction. All was well, apart for Jim whose 

face and clothing were covered in a wet, brown slime. “I’ll hose you down,” 

smirked Joe, “don’t move.” Showered and changed Jim collapsed in the 

drawing room, hoping for some time to recover. Joe appeared, “Jim, do you 

want the door open or closed? 

“Close it, please.” 

“You know, if I close it no one can get through without opening it.” 

“That’s all right, close it please.” 

“But someone may have their hands full, won’t it be better to leave it 

open?” 

“Leave it open then!” Jim put his hands to his head.  

He had forgotten about Joe’s options tricks. Something needs doing 

and Joe gives, say, three options of tackling it. The easy answer is for Jim to 

tell Joe to decide. This springs the trap, for Joe will say there are too many 

difficulties and feels Jim should make the decision. Jim then selects an 

option, and Joe gives a reason for not using that one. He does the same with 

other two options, leaving Jim very frustrated. Inevitably, Joe will then say 

then something like “If you do it this way…..” which is the workable, 

unmentioned fourth option. Jim could never win; it was like trying to find the 
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conjuror’s pea under the cup – whatever you chose the pea was always 

somewhere else!  

 

(iv) 

 

The van from the police turned up two days later. The driver wanted 

Jim to sign blank delivery notes which Jim refused to do. He insisted that 

each of the ten unmarked cartons be opened, and brief notes made of the 

contents.  

“Look mate, I was told to drop off ten cartons here, and that’s what I’ve 

done, so sign the docket otherwise I’m taking them back.” 

Jim looked at the large boxes on the driveway. “You’d better take them 

back then. I’m not signing unless I know what’s in them.” He walked away 

towards the house. 

“Alright, all right. I’ll open them and you put short details on the delivery 

dockets.” With reluctance the driver opened each box, and Jim spread the 

contents on the lawn and photographed the stacks.  

“That’s it then. Thank you for staying.” The driver couldn’t make out 

whether he was genuine or taking the piss. 

“Why did the police not want you to know what was in the boxes?” 

“I’ve no idea, Ena, but I’ve learnt not to take matters at face value 

when it comes to dealing with the police. Come on, let’s get them inside.” 

Later in the day, when he was in the house by himself, he started 

opening the cartons. He thought it may be an emotional experience and was 

shocked he had no feelings about it at all. He was surprised by the volume of 
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files and documents. An old laptop computer was locked, and he had no 

password. His old mobile phone had a decaying battery. There were his 

business papers, address books, his passport, and loads of statements. In a 

way, he wasn’t too bothered, for he’d have destroyed most of the papers by 

now anyway. What galled him was the intrusion into his private life by people 

only interested in finding a dark side to his actions. He found some things 

belonging to his wife, and it infuriated him that they had tried to incriminate 

him by seeking evidence from his dead wife’s belongings. It was too much for 

him to absorb. He stacked all the boxes in the kitchen and decided to put 

them into storage.  

As he repacked the cartons, he spotted a small notebook with 

delightfully embossed covers. He didn’t recognise it and opening it saw his 

wife’s neat, clear, rounded script on the pages. He used to tease her about 

the care and slowness of her writing. A distant, sad smile came to his face 

and then disappeared. “That’s about all a convent school did for me – not 

much education but at least we had style,” she would reply. He skimmed 

through some of the pages but couldn’t fathom out what the writing 

represented – some of the letters could be initials. The numbers could be 

dates or maybe times. It looked like a shorthand or code. He couldn’t be 

bothered trying to understand it and put it in his bedroom to study later. 

 

(v) 

 

The house, in the small Cheshire village, had a great response as 

soon as it appeared on the market. He had barely started to think about what 
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he would do when the agent had announced the first viewers. Jim had given 

instructions that he wanted no part in showing people around, and that was 

the sole responsibility of the agent. He intended to go out when the viewers 

came, to avoid any curiosity. Half a dozen viewings took place in the first 

week, and a number intimated they would make offers. At the beginning of the 

second week, the agent called once more. 

”Mr Sloan, Gareth Able here. I have had a request for a viewing from a 

gentleman who said you know of him. He gave his name as Sir Nigel 

Kettlewell. Is he known to you? 

Jim was stunned. Sir Nigel Kettlewell QC. The prosecuting counsel at 

his trial. The man who had made his defence seem like a fairy story. What the 

hell? He gasped and could not find an answer. 

“Mr Sloan. Are you there? What would you like me do?” 

“I’m sorry, Mr Able. You caught me off guard. I’m thinking. Just give me 

a few moments … Yes, I know him. We met in fraught circumstances. I had 

hoped I would not meet him again.” 

“I see,” said Mr Able, but didn’t see anything at all. He waited for his 

client to continue. 

“I am confused. I cannot understand why he would want to view. Did 

he say anything else? Did he mention my name? 

“Yes, he did, and he said he was planning to retire in the next year or 

so and intended to find a house near where he was brought up. He’ll stay in 

London for the time being but was extremely interested in seeing your house.” 
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Jim was suspicious. How did Kettlewell know he still lived here? Mind 

you, he supposed it was common knowledge, for no matter how much he had 

kept to himself, news of his movements occasionally appeared in the papers. 

“Try and assess whether he is genuine, or whether it is a snooping 

visit. I’m in all day.” The last thing Jim wanted was a reminder of his trial. He 

wouldn’t meet the man. He’d go out for the day. He couldn’t bear to see 

Kettlewell in his house. But if he were genuine, he would have pleasure in 

taking his money. 

Two hours later, Able telephoned again. “I’ve spoken to Sir Nigel again, 

and I’m convinced his interest is genuine. He and his wife are staying in 

Liverpool this coming weekend, and if possible, would like to see the house 

on Saturday. How is that with you?” 

“That’s fine. I’ll be away from the house by 10, so any time after that.” 

Able paused for a second. “Sir Nigel said he would like the opportunity 

to meet you in less stressful circumstances, and hoped you would be 

present___” 

“No. No! Definitely not. I never want to see the man again___” 

Able interrupted, “He said he would like the chance to pass on to you 

something that you may find of interest. He gave no hint what it was, and 

would tell me no more, apart from repeating you may find it important. The 

viewing is not dependent on you seeing him.” 

Jim’s response was quick. “Tell him of my reluctance to meet him, 

which I am sure he will understand. I’m not making a promise, but if I happen 

to be home on Saturday morning, I’ll see him.” 
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Saturday came, and Jim made no move to go out. He had thought 

about possible reasons for Kettlewell wanting to see him but had found none 

that could justify the request. Just before Kettlewell arrived, he wandered into 

the woods still unsure what he would do. Eventually, he thought, “Sod it! 

There could be no harm in meeting the old bastard.” He returned to the 

driveway as the visitors were leaving the house, and he increased his pace to 

reach them before they got in their car. Mr Able spotted him, and said 

something to the viewers, who turned towards Jim. Able, with some 

embarrassment, introduced the Kettlewells to his client, and with fumbling 

apologies went to his car, and drove away. 

The meeting was not easy. Memories of the trial were in the minds of 

both Sir Nigel and Jim and caused a cold spot between them. Sir Nigel 

thought Sloan would have a grudge against him, and Jim thought Sir Nigel 

would see him as an escaped fish, who had caused a blemish on the 

barrister’s reputation. They stood watching each other, and then Lady 

Kettlewell said, “Why don’t I make a pot of tea?” and headed towards the front 

door. The men looked after her, shrugged, and followed her inside.  

“I don’t know where anything is,” said Jim, weakly. 

“I’ll sort it out. Why don’t you find somewhere to chat, and I’ll bring the 

drinks to you?” 

Jim led the way to the drawing room, where the men found easy 

chairs, and settled in them with looks of misgiving on their faces. The 

atmosphere broke again when Lady Kettlewell arrived with the tea, “Give me 

a shout if you want more. I’ll find somewhere to wait out of your way,” and left 

the room. 
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“We’ll talk about the house later,” said Sir Nigel. “I appreciate you 

allowing me to see you – it could not have been an easy decision to make.” 

Sir Nigel’s direct, polite, and easy way of talking caught Jim’s attention and 

made him concentrate more closely. “I’m not going to waste your time: I’m not 

offering apologies and justification for your sentence – the jury based its 

decision on the information the prosecution had available, and it came to the 

correct decision using that information.” He sensed a movement by Jim and 

held up his hand to smother the coming protest. 

“You may not believe what I’m about to say, but I am breaking my 

profession’s rules of confidentiality by telling you, and I hope you will 

appreciate the trust I am placing in you. If it ever comes into the open, I shall 

deny this conversation took place.” He continued without waiting for Jim to 

respond. “I, and my junior, were not altogether convinced of your guilt. There 

was too much circumstantial evidence. The CPS was determined the trial 

should go ahead - I expect under pressure to find a scapegoat for the failings 

of the Government’s financial monitoring, rather than through evidence your 

guilt. Please, let me finish – this is most important. 

“I’m now going into deeper waters, for I feel you would have won your 

case if you had had a less bumbling and a more supportive legal team. I’m 

not saying it was incompetent - that’s too strong - the homework wasn’t done 

thoroughly. At my age one gets a feel when something is not right. I don’t 

know whether the problem was with your barrister - maybe he hadn’t been 

briefed properly by - what’s his name? - Antonionis, that’s it. It was as though 

they accepted your case was lost from the beginning. It worried me. Also, one 

of your witnesses, Dempster, I think he’s called, used innuendo to undermine 
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your position. For example, he made very subtle inferences that maybe the 

car crash that killed your wife and child was not what it seemed. That was 

damaging, and your barrister didn’t correct the impression it left. That’s all I 

have say – far more than I should. Very unprofessional of me. You’ll have to 

look between the lines. Take heed, and I hope everything works out for you 

now.” 

Jim sat in silence, his face looking at his knees. After a couple of 

minutes, he looked up, and said, “I don’t understand what you mean about 

Dempster – he’s my friend. What did he say that was so damaging?” 

“Have you seen him recently? Did he visit you in prison? I’m sorry, Mr 

Sloan, I’ve said all I intend to on the matter. Let’s find my wife and talk about 

the house.” He stood up and opened the door. “Mary – where are you?” They 

found her in the snug, settled comfortably on the sofa. ”We are delighted with 

the house. It is a jewel of a building, and we compliment you on the way you 

brought it back to life since you returned here - it must have been in a state. 

Subject to surveys, and legals, we would like to buy it and will speak to your 

agent on Monday. You have some nice furniture that’s in keeping with the 

house, and if you wish to sell any, we would be interesting in buying.” 

The barrister stood up, “Come on Mary, we’ve taken enough of Mr 

Sloan’s time,” he said and walked out of the room. Mary looked at Jim, 

smiled, hunched her shoulders, and followed her husband. Jim was left with 

his mind racing in many directions, but he recovered in time to show good 

manners by waving his visitor’s farewell.  
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(vi) 

 

There followed eight weeks of agitated activities for Jim and the 

Mackenzies as they struggled to make the house ready for the buyers. 

Contracts were exchanged and a completion date set. 

On the day he left, Jim had a last wander about the house. An unlit 

hearth is a place of sadness. It’s cold where joy and brightness once were. 

Maybe some deep embedded gene from ancient times gave Jim the need for 

the warmth and comfort the fire had once provided. He passed his hands over 

the ashes and thought he felt a fading heat; it reminded him of a spirit leaving 

a body. He looked at the partly burnt logs that had so recently burnt brightly; 

but now he saw them as representing dead love and unachieved ambition. 

The sigh he stifled was not so much for the past as for his future. He knew he 

had to move on physically as well as emotionally. 

The anxious buyers had made an offer above the asking price, much 

to the surprise of Mr Able, and he rationalised this by saying the house was of 

exceptional quality. If a few legal problems had not delayed completion, Jim 

would have had difficulty in coming to terms with all the decisions needed to 

move from a house he had lived in for many years. What to sell, what to give 

away, and what to keep. By good fortune, Sir Nigel and Lady Kettlewell 

bought most of the furniture, and many other items that they thought were 

“appropriate” for the style of the house; this saved Jim the expense of a 

removal van and storage. Jim set aside a few special pieces he would keep 

and take with him. The rest went to an auctioneer.  



90 
 

 Jim surprised himself with the number of visits he had to make to 

charity shops and tips with long forgotten items he had found in little-used 

cupboards, backs of drawers, and the outbuildings. Now it was all gone. He 

gave the agent and Royal Mail his new address as care of the Channel Club. 

His car was packed with his suitcases, and he was ready. 

Silence filled the house. He went into each room, and it seemed that 

his memories went before him. He caught the sound of familiar, and now 

distant voices, and fragile scents teased his nose. Passing images filled his 

mind of people loved, many liked, some disliked, and others who came once 

never to return. The moment he left the house and turned the key in the lock, 

these ghosts would disappear for ever. Except, maybe, for the few who had 

always been a benign presence there. The little boy in green breeches who 

walked on the terrace; the woman in the black, flowered dress who had no 

upper body and appeared in two of the rooms; and the naughty children who 

altered the cooker controls and had caused he and Sam numerous moments 

of frustration. He hadn’t told the buyers about these - they never asked, and 

he did not have to declare them in the sale papers. They may have lived here 

for hundreds of years and had as much right to stay in the house as the new 

owners, and they had never done any harm. He left a bottle of champagne 

and a welcome card in the kitchen, went outside, and locked the door. 

The garden had been his joy. He and Sam had taken a few years to 

decide how to deal with the derelict lawns, weed infested flowerbeds, and the 

wooded hillside that had turned into a jungle. He felt pride with what he and 

his wife had done. Where there had been neglect they had made order and 

beauty. A chance visit to a garden in Southampton and a great amount of 
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inspiration had provided the motivation to start on the task that had taken ten 

years. Colours for every season. Ancient herbs for cooking and medicines; 

aphrodisiacs, and plants to ward off pestilence - he had them all. Ena and Joe 

had done their best to look after it when he was away, but it needed a great 

deal of effort to bring it to order again.  

He smiled and wandered around rather aimlessly, enjoying the 

soporific smells of valerian, thyme, lavender, and so many others, drifting on 

the warm air of the summer morning. Bees and insects buzzed about their 

businesses on clover, lady’s bedstraw, marigolds, and tansy. A flash of red 

came from a great spotted woodpecker as it swung on the bird feeder; he saw 

the blue of a jay as it dared to come out of the trees to snatch a few bits of 

food left on a wall. Two gentle looking collared doves caused havoc with the 

magpies and crows. The yellows of spring had given way to the reds, blues, 

and whites of summer. He could feel the cord that tied him to the house 

loosening and mentally took out a knife and cut it. He was free.  

His telephone rang. His solicitor told him the sale had completed, and 

the money was on its way to his bank account. He gave Ena and Joe an 

emotional hug and promised to let them know his new address. He passed 

the keys to Joe to take to Mr Able. He drove away and did not look back. He 

took the road south out of the village towards Queensferry. He was going 

Home. 
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Chapter 11   Return to Conwy 

 

(i) 

 

Jim felt sentimental as he recalled journeys as a child with his parents. Rather 

than use the new dual carriageway that by-passed industrial villages, resorts, 

and caravan parks, he took the old inland roads where he could stop 

frequently to visit places from his memory - the former army camp at Kinmel 

Park where his grandfather trained in WW1; the “marble” church at 

Bodelwyffan, and Gwrych Castle at Abergele, which his grandfather had once 

considered buying – thank God he hadn’t! 

At Queensferry an almighty flash storm brought traffic to a halt. It 

cleared as quickly as it appeared, but the road remained dangerous for some 

time afterwards. Desperate for a drink and food, Jim stopped at a tacky 

looking wayside café on the outskirts of Abergele. He decided the food could 

wait but reckoned the proprietor could not mess up cappuccino. The pretty 

waitress would have looked much prettier if she had not been so miserable. 

To get to the lavatory he had go outside, down the side of the building, 

through a chain screen in a side door into a storage area, then through a cold 

store area. Not impressed, he was pleased he had made the right decision 

not to have the food. 

He reached Conwy late in the afternoon and found a hotel in the centre 

of the town; it was a bit pricey, and too noisy for his liking but at least it was 

convenient. He looked around the town, walked to the Tudor Plas Mawr, then 

up to the Norman castle, and finally made his way to the quay, busy with 
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holiday makers, and fishermen preparing for the evening tide. He felt isolated 

and lonely in the town of his birth, and weirdly ill at ease. He had given up his 

previous life on a whim, to escape the fears and bad memories, and now felt 

depressed at the enormity of what he had done. He thought he had 

rationalised each step of his decision, but the ache in his stomach told him he 

had not taken account of being a stranger in his own country. 

Jim kicked a stone along the quay, bought an ice cream and found a 

bench that looked out over the estuary. He felt wretched with his life, his 

decision, and his future. A woman brought her two children to share the 

bench; he shuffled up a bit but didn’t pay them much attention. 

“Lovely view, in’it?” He glanced quickly at the woman but made no 

response. “Are you from round here? You look familiar. Mind you, many 

people do these days. I put it down to wanting to look like actors in the films. 

Gareth! I’ve told you not to pick your nose – not in public anyway!” Gareth 

wiped his finger on his shirt, pulled a face at his mother, and ran to the quay 

side. 

Jim looked up for the first time. “I am from here. Born in Conwy, left 17 

years ago, and arrived back today.” 

“I hope your glum face isn’t because you’ve come home. Cheer up. 

Sure, there are nuisance tourists in summer, and it’s as dead as a 

crematorium in winter, but apart from that it’s all right … Gareth stop Gwen 

throwing stones at the gulls! Those bloody kids! I can still hear a bit of your 

accent – it’s there even though you’ve tried to go English. If you come back to 

live here, you’ll have to go Welsh again. Do you still have the Welsh? Where 

did you live? What’s your name? I’m sure I know you___” 
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Jim had to stop the battery of questions. “I’ve lost most of my Welsh – 

never used it once I left – just have snippets left. My family lived on Hendre 

Road___ 

“Some nice places there, I bet___” 

“My name is Jim Sloan, and I’m looking for somewhere to lodge.” 

“I knew I knew you, well knew of you. I’m Gladys Jones. My ma used 

to clean for yours. Nice house. I used to like going there. Why have you come 

back … Gareth don’t do that … do you remember me? I was just a kid then.” 

Poor Jim was nearly at the end his patience. “Look Gladys, It’s nice 

hearing about old times, but I’m tired after my journey, and I want to get back 

to the Coronet Hotel for a wash.” 

“Goodness, you’re brave staying there – you do know it’s haunted? A 

chambermaid, and a cat apparently.” 

“There you are, then. I don’t believe in ghosts.” He stood up, looked at 

Gladys for the first time, and had a sense of recognition; he looked at the 

brawling kids, and wondered what his child would have grown up like. He 

turned away, then looked back, “If you know of a quiet B&B, out of the town, 

somewhere like Henryd, Tyn-y-Groes, Ro Wen, places like that, I’d be 

pleased to know of them. Here’s some money for ice creams – the man over 

there looks as if he could do with the business.” He smiled at her and walked 

away feeling more encouraged, leaving Gladys to recover her children from 

the mud of the foreshore. 

He felt much better after a wash and a change of clothes. He enjoyed 

his evening meal, not so much because of the quality of the food, more due to 

flavours he had not tasted in a long time. The room was not to his liking – the 
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curtains were dust covered, and the wallpaper nicotine stained. It overlooked 

a busy street, and when traffic reduced, the noise of drinking came from the 

bar, and from pedestrians moving from pub to pub. The water gurgled down 

the bathroom drains, but the comfortable bed gave him a good sleep – his 

first without a nightmare. He didn’t encounter the ghostly chambermaid but 

felt a mild thump on the end of his bed. 

On his way downstairs to breakfast he noticed naive and well-

varnished paintings of people on some door panels. The receptionist told him 

there was a message for him and handed him a piece of paper. There was no 

name, just ‘Mrs Carys Parry, Ty Fach, Rowen Road, Tyn y Groes’. Well, at 

least Gladys heard what he’d asked, he thought. He enjoyed the breakfast, 

collected his car, and drove through the gentle countryside, catching glimpses 

of the river to his left. On his right, the land rose through fields and woods to 

the craggy hills – he seemed to remember a Roman road came through 

somewhere, presumably linking to the fort at Caer Rhun. 

He had no trouble finding Mrs Parry. Tyn-y-Groes was a crossroads 

with few houses. Turning right, he saw the house immediately - detached, and 

made of stone, its limewash-covered walls glared in the sun. A straggly 

rambling rose struggled over the wooden porch, its deep red flowers 

impressive against the background of white. Jim drove off the road into a 

short driveway. The garden was tidy, windows and lace curtains clean, and 

the paintwork in order. A rough-hewn piece of slate with Ty Fach carved in it 

hung by the door. Jim was impressed, and knocked on the door, which swung 

open. 
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He heard some murmuring and shuffling from the end of the short 

hallway, and then an attractive woman maybe in her early 40s appeared 

wiping her hands on a blue apron. She was tall and slim, with greying hair 

gathered into a bun, and Jim assumed her ruddy face came from life outdoors 

rather than a bottle. As she came out of the shadow of the hall, Jim spotted a 

cheerful face with laughter lines at the sides of her eyes and mouth. 

“Helo, sut wyt ti?” she said with a soft voice. 

“Yn dda iawn, diolch,” replied Jim. “Fy enw I ydy Jim Sloan. Mrs Parry, 

I’m struggling with Welsh – may we speak in English? 

“Of course. I was expecting you; Gladys came round last night with the 

children and said she had met you on the quay. I remember your parents – I 

visited their house once. I know what happened to you, and I’m glad to see 

you won your appeal. There was so much gossip about it when you went to 

trial, and it appeared in the local papers. Mind you some of us, those who 

knew the family, didn’t believe you did it, but I can tell you a story or two. Why, 

that Mrs___” 

“It's all behind me now, whatever people thought at the time, they have 

the truth now,” interrupted Jim, wanting to stop what looked like a tale about 

disbelieving locals. 

“Yes, you’re right. Call me Carys. Now, I understand you’re looking for 

accommodation?” 

“I am.” Jim explained he wanted time to get over his experiences, to 

find work locally, and to start his lecturing business again. Ideally, he wanted a 

bedroom, and a separate study, and breakfast. Internet and telephone 

connections were important. He expected he’d want the accommodation for 
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at least a year, but most probably longer than that. “I need somewhere where 

the owners and staff are discrete and keep my work confidential.” 

“I can do that, but I’ll have to think about it. It sounds attractive, but it 

would mean I would lose regular visitors, and I don’t want to risk that; they 

may not come back when you go.” 

“I know that can be a problem. It’s really nice here – I feel comfortable. 

The alternative is I find a cheap hotel to begin with to allow more time for me 

to find somewhere.” 

Carys was not having that. A year’s income was too much to let go, 

particularly as the holiday season was almost over. “We were thinking of 

refurbishing the cottage across the farmyard. We haven’t had the time we’ve 

been so busy. It’s in reasonable condition – just needs some painting, and 

cleaning, and airing. It has two bedrooms, its own facilities, and electricity. My 

mam lived there until she passed a few years ago. Do you want to see it?” 

 

(ii) 

 

The following morning, he had a good breakfast, packed everything, 

paid his hotel bill, and drove back to Tyn-y-Groes. His room in the B&B was a 

bit small and frilly, but sufficient for a short stay. The windows of the cottage 

were open. Carys had dragged her son, Jason, away from his books, and he 

was sullenly whitewashing the inside. Young Alice, the cheeky-faced and not 

so young Jill of Everything, was in a happy mood cleaning the rooms. She 

cleared the fireplaces, and lit pieces of paper to make sure the chimneys 

drew. She made sure the lavatory flushed, washed the windows, and spent 
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ages cleaning the little kitchen – Jim took an immediate liking to her. Mr Parry, 

Gavin, enthused by the thought of year-round income, acted the part of 

project manager, though no one paid any attention to him, and eventually his 

wife pushed him back to the dairy. 

Jim unpacked his essentials in the B&B and took the rest to the 

cottage for safe keeping. He negotiated a deal with a telephone and Wi-Fi 

provider and received promises that everything would be installed in the 

cottage within three weeks. What more could he do? He ticked the list off on 

his fingers – the last was Carys agreeing to do his laundry. He ate with the 

family that night and found that Jason was not all that grumpy after all. 

 

(iii) 

 

Next day the good weather continued, and Jim decided to walk down 

the valley and enjoy recovering memories from his childhood. He told Carys 

that he’d be out most of the day, and she made him a couple of sandwiches, 

even though he said he would find a café. 

“Where are you going?” called Jason as Jim left the house. 

Jim turned and saw the lad pushing a bicycle. “I’m thinking of walking 

beyond Trefriw and coming back on the other side of the river. Depending on 

how I feel, I may catch a train back from Llanrwst to Tal-y-Cafn.” 

“That’s a good walk – must be 15 miles. D’yer feel up to it?” Cheeky 

bugger, thought Jim, but before he could respond Jason continued. “D’mind if 

I walk with you for a bit? I’m delivering things to Caer Rhun Hall. I do odd jobs 

there a couple of mornings a week.” 
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Jim nodded. “Why not? It was an accounting college when I lived here. 

Fledgling bloody bean counters spending a few months at a time swatting to 

pass exams. They were let out occasionally and used to block the road on 

their so called ‘walky-talky’ exercise and pissed in the hedgerows. Once I 

knocked a couple of over whilst cycling.” 

“You don’t like accountants?” 

“They’ve done me more harm than good. The old place is still going 

then?” 

“Just about, I’ve heard the business is up for sale. Here we are – see 

you; da boch.” 

“OK, hwyl fawr!” Jim continued on his way along the narrow, twisting 

road towards Dolgarrog, the village stricken by a burst dam 80 years ago. He 

remembered his class being shown a film taken shortly after the breach. The 

greyness of the images, the lack of sound and the devastation in the village 

left him with nightmares for some days afterwards. They were always the 

same, about huge boulders bouncing down the steep hillside, people trapped 

in the cellars of houses and rotting bodies never found. Nowadays schools 

would have a trauma counsellor on hand! The destruction trail had all but 

disappeared, masked by trees and bushes and further up the hillside by a fan 

of bracken, ferns, and heather. His parents never took him there; they always 

drove by without stopping – something about an aunt killed in the horror. He 

remembered a few lines of a poem he had heard at school, and that same 

sense of terror touched his shoulders once again: 
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The skies closed. Lightning assailed the fleeing man 

And the deluge of water, stones, and mud took his life. 

 

As he approached, he had an awareness of suffering still lying on the 

village although there were few physical signs of distress or damage. He 

remembered the jumble of boulders visible from the road, but the entrance 

had changed. As he started to cross the road two idiots on small motor bikes 

almost knocked him over and drove off with fingers in the air. When he 

recovered from the shock he crossed to an unpretentious semi-circular 

garden of slate that had an obelisk listing the names of the dead, mainly 

women and young children. An information board said most inhabitants were 

attending a film show in the village hall and escaped the avalanche. He 

looked at his watch and decided he had time to explore further. He soon 

realised that this was the real memorial to the dead with its sense of 

tranquillity, beauty, and calmness. The noise of the road disappeared, and the 

only sounds came from gentle movements of leaves and singing of birds. The 

confusion of boulders, huge, large and small lay where they stopped rolling 

80 years before. 

Jim followed a winding path formed amongst the chaos, rough, wet, 

and steep in places and flat and easy in others. Over time dead leaves had 

formed fertile loam in which mature trees and bushes now grew that gave a 

verdant and cooling canopy. Many woodland flowers and ferns flourished 

across the ground and on moss covered boulders. The granite sides of the 

stream, scoured clean by the flood, glistened in the sunshine, and cold, clear 
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water gently flowed over rocks into shallow pools before tumbling over low 

falls towards the valley floor. 

The effect on Jim was unlike anything he had experienced apart from 

the tragedy of his wife and baby. He steadied himself and carefully followed 

the path until he found a small pool under the lee of rocks that must have 

been at least 15 feet high. When he looked back he couldn’t recall what really 

happened. He felt the enclosed warmth of the morning, heard a trickling of 

water dripping from high, smelt the scents from the plants and experienced a 

harmony with Nature so strong that made him fall asleep. 

“Remember us,” said a voice in his mind. 

In his dream Jim said, “Who are you?” 

“We are the unburied who have no graves. We are the forgotten ones. 

The unrecorded. The unknown and restless ones. Do not forget us.” 

At the moment the voice faded Jim came out of his sleep; he looked at 

the large rocks and thought he saw a figure dissolving into the foliage. He 

stayed on the bench for some time and watched water seeping through 

mosses, and insects touch the surface, creating expanding circles of ripples. 

 

(iv) 

 

It seemed the town had prospered, with the hydro-generation plant still 

running, a bypass of the original village, and talk of a big new leisure facility. 

He shook his head clear of the memories and as he continued his walk to 

Trefriw his mood lightened as the black thoughts disappeared. He had a 
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snack in a pub, little thinking that this village would have a deep influence on 

his life over the next few years. 

He thought about catching a bus back to Tyn-y-Groes but feeling 

refreshed, he crossed the narrow bridge to the other side of the river at 

Gwydyr Castle and walked to Llanrwst. He regretted that decision, for by the 

time he reached the town he was limping badly from burst blisters. He needed 

more than a snack and found a pleasant hotel near the centre where he 

ordered a meal, was given plasters by the receptionist, and made a poor 

attempt to protect his feet. Increasingly, conflicts intruded into his mind, as he 

tried to work out his abilities and his future. He did not enjoy his meal and 

finished quickly to give himself time to hobble to the railway station to take the 

short train journey to Tal y Cafn. The restaurant next to the station there had 

been his favourite when he lived in Conwy. Now, it was empty and pitiful in its 

abandonment. 

He shuffled on to the bridge, disappointed that his childhood feelings of 

mystery did not touch him. He had always thought it was magical. He 

remembered standing there as a child with his father when an all-embracing 

mist came in with the tide. His father told him of the Coraniaid, a demonic 

people who brought plagues to Wales. There was no hope for anyone who, 

on May Day, heard the awful screaming as a red and a white dragon fought. 

He had snuggled into the folds of his father’s overcoat, hidden his face, and 

cried. 

“What bloody nonsense,” he thought. “I’ve been in a black mood since 

Dolgarrog and now I’m remembering silly fairy tales”. As his eyes followed the 

dark, racing waters of the ebbing tide, he had to admit the bridge still had a 
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magical and mystical atmosphere to it. With another “Bloody nonsense” he 

started the painful walk to Ty Fach to re-examine what he should do. He 

admitted to himself he had made a mess of his life but couldn’t see what else 

he could have done. 

He asked Carys if she knew any stories about the dam collapse and 

whether more people died. He watched her eyes light up as she pulled local 

gossip into her mind. Her grandmother had told her mother that a man, 

woman and two children were seen walking towards the cottages just before 

the boulders and the flood came down. “Well, no one knew whether it was 

true or not. They had not been seen before, were never seen again, and no 

one ever knew who they were. Grandma said all the bodies were badly 

mangled and so they couldn’t say whether there were 16 or 26. The 

authorities had 16 names and that was what went to the enquiry. I’ve heard 

that people have seen ghosts in that wood and heard the awful screams of 

the dying as the rocks came upon them.” Carys shrugged her shoulders as if 

embarrassed by what she had just said. 

“I don’t believe in all that guff, ghosts, and voices from the other side 

nonsense. Goodness, look at the time. I’m knackered. I’m going to bed.” A 

form of depression came on to him. He couldn’t concentrate on his training 

courses and spent a couple of days moping around the B&B. Carys did her 

best to find out the problem, but Jim wouldn’t open up to her – everything was 

deep in his mind, and he couldn’t find a way of putting his thoughts into 

words. The delightful Alice treated him like a young lad with mumps. She sat 

beside his bed and talked friendly nonsense. In the end Carys suggested he 
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reads books of poetry, and one poem caught his attention. It gave him a 

message, a message that made no sense: 

 

I was in prison 

Until you came; your voice was a key 

Turning in the enormous lock 

Of hopelessness. Did the door open 

To let me out or yourselves in?  

 

With the verse came the names of Sam, Dempster and the baby. What did it 

mean? How where they connected? 
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Chapter 12  Dempster 

 

(i) 

 

Those few lines made Jim think a great deal. Had his release from prison 

made him free or was he now a puppet in someone else’s plot? He spent 

another couple of days walking the lanes in the district and his lonely 

meditation helped make up his mind. He remembered Sir John Kettlewell’s 

comment that Dempster’s evidence had damaged him at the trial, but why 

would he say that? He and Dempster had been friends, or least 

acquaintances, for years and he trusted the man – what had changed? He 

always explored the causes of any doubts he had and the only way to sort 

this one out was to speak to Dempster himself. 

They had not spoken for five or six years – not since Jim’s trial and the 

lack of contact made Jim doubt whether Dempster was the right person. On 

reflection, he had no one else he thought he could trust, so he made the call 

and spoke to Dempster’s secretary. 

“I’m sorry, Mr Sloan, Mr Dempster has a demanding week, and I 

cannot see him being free to see you in the next four or five days. The best I 

can do is take your details and he’ll call you when he can. Is that alright? 

Thank you for calling.” That’s typical of the Dempster he remembered, always 

giving the impression he was too busy to see you. The call from the secretary 

half an hour later saying Mr Dempster could see him in Liverpool at 11.30 the 

following day took Jim by surprise. How odd that a man supposedly so busy 

could find time at short notice for a meeting, and to go out for lunch. But he 
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didn’t think too much about that at the time - he was grateful the opportunity 

had arisen. 

 

(ii) 

 

Dempster was the chairman of a family-owned, and long-established 

overseas trading business. He looked out his office window on the second 

floor of the Cunard Building. His father told him of the days when great liners 

crossed the world and tied up a few hundred yards away. Then hundreds of 

cargo ships worked their trade across the wide-spread Empire. Now, what 

shipping remained was nearer the mouth of the estuary at the modern 

container port. Apart from ferry boats, the tankers at the Tranmere Oil 

Terminal, and the occasional Royal Navy ship being repaired at Cammell 

Laird, Dempster would be lucky to see any movement on the Mersey.  

The office building was a reminder of the great days of Liverpool as a 

centre of world trade. His office suite had mahogany-panelled walls, high 

ceilings, and intricate coving. The decorations expressed confidence and 

success, but that was in the golden years. Now it gave a false impression of 

the man at the window and of his business. He looked the part; a smart, 

tailor-made suit, a white starched shirt, and a silk tie would impress many who 

didn’t know him. The pampering with scented oil on his thin hair spoilt much 

of the impression he tried to make. The ringing of the telephone on his desk 

brought him back to the present. “Who is it? Oh yes, send her in, please.” 

Dempster opened the door and welcomed an equally smart woman, who had 

a determined and business-like manner. “Come in, Mrs Reilly, sit down.” He 
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did not offer refreshments for he expected the meeting to last no longer than 

10 minutes. 

“Mr Dempster, you told me on the telephone you know Edwyn Wynn-

Jenkyns.” 

“I’ve met him a couple of times socially - I wouldn’t say I know him. 

Why do you ask?” 

“I’m speaking in strict confidence. He has a business in Trefriw. The 

bank told him to sell the unprofitable part and that’s due for completion in a 

few months. The rest is profitable, but it doesn’t generate much cash, and 

that’s a puzzle. The bank has an interest and, discreetly, wants to find out if 

there’s anything amiss. I’ve come to you in the hope you may be able to give 

me some information about the man. On the surface he looks successful and 

prosperous.” 

Dempster asked, “What will you do if you can’t sort it out?” 

“We’ve given him six months’ notice of calling in the loan on the part 

being sold. The company’s servicing the rest of the debt so I have no official 

worries. I believe he doesn’t seem to understand his obligations to the bank, 

or the need for urgency. It would be a great shame if it failed. The local board 

of the bank is monitoring it. I would like to know where the business cash 

goes.” 

Dempster paused and looked at Mrs Reilly’s face. He wasn’t going to 

get anything else out of her. She looked at her watch as a sign she was 

finished and made to stand up. 

“Just a minute. I’m too busy at the moment to help, but in an hour a 

man I mentored some years ago is coming to see me. He’s thinks of himself 
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as an academic, but he has a quick financial brain, and great ability. We’ve 

been out of touch for a few years. I’ll ask him if he’d like a short consultancy 

job if you like?” 

“Anything you can do would help. If he’s interested let me have his full 

details. That’s it. Thank you for your time.” Mrs Reilly walked out of the office. 

 

(iii) 

 

As Jim walked from Lime Street Station to the Cunard Building, he 

tried to picture Dempster, who was 10 years or so older than him, and saw a 

man of elegant ease, confidence, a sharp and ruthless business sense, and a 

rather a smooth manner - but was he too smooth? Jim still wondered whether 

Dempster was the right person to talk to, but then, he was only asking for help 

in finding a job, so it couldn’t do much harm. Half an hour later Jim walked 

into the office. The two former close colleagues didn’t move towards each 

other. “Been a long time,” said Dempster. 

“Why didn’t you come see to me in prison? You didn’t write; you didn’t 

contact me when I won my appeal. You cannot imagine what it was like – to 

begin with, at any rate. I was suicidal at one point, and the only people who 

visited me were the couple who looked after my house. Apart from them, the 

only help I had was from a so-called prisoner therapist.” 

An awkward pause followed. Jim watched intensely as Dempster tried 

to think of a response. “I hope you don’t take it personally, but you know I’m a 

businessman whose standing depends on a clean image. I couldn’t afford to 

be seen visiting Strangeways – there are cameramen outside all the time.” 
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“Huh, that figures. And no letters?” 

“Come off it, Jim – you know I never write letters unless I have to.” 

“You really are a self-centred bastard.” 

“Well, people have said so.” 

Jim didn’t let go. “I heard an interesting tale the other day from 

someone who was close to my trial – not a witness, but someone with 

experience of criminal cases. He said your evidence was particularly weak, 

especially under cross-examination, and he believed it undermined my 

defence.” This riled Dempster, and he said he had done his best for Sloan, 

whose solicitor had vetted his evidence statement. 

“That was Antonionis, wasn’t it? Someone you recommended if my 

memory is correct. Anyway, since I left prison, I’ve been in a forgiving mind, 

even though you didn’t have the courtesy to make contact.” He smiled coldly, 

and added, “I could do with your help, please?” 

With his grievances not forgotten, just repressed, Jim offered 

Dempster his hand, and after an exchange of insincere friendly greetings they 

sat down in comfortable, leather armchairs around a small table. “I’ll organise 

some coffee, then we can talk.” Jim explained his circumstances and asked 

Dempster for advice in finding a part-time position. He explained the difficulty 

he had with guilt, loss of self-confidence, and lack of purpose. Dempster said 

Jim must decide if he feels the guilt is justified. If not, he should try and realise 

he had no grounds for feeling that way. 

After an hour, Dempster stopped the discussion, and said, “Let’s go for 

lunch.” They walked across the Pier Head and ate in an Eastern restaurant 

above the new ferry terminal. The view across the river was stunning. Over 
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coffee, Dempster said he knew of a man near Conwy, but hadn’t met him, 

who was in desperate need of good quality business help. He made no 

mention of the bank’s interest. He talked about the business a bit and asked 

Jim if he would be interested. Jim said he would like to meet the man. 

“Right. I don’t want to make the introduction; that’s for you to do. 

Firstly, mentioning me will produce a blank look on his face, and secondly, I 

can’t recommend you because I don’t know your current capabilities. I can’t 

afford to get something like this wrong”. 

Jim thought what a cold-hearted bastard Dempster was, ”You mean 

you won’t risk your reputation in case it gets tarnished by associating with a 

falsely imprisoned old lag?” A red warning flashed in his brain. 

“Something like that, but look, I’m trying to do you the favour you asked 

for. If you don’t want my help, I’ll finish now,” Dempster glared across the 

table. Jim said nothing. Dempster continued, “His name is Edwyn Wynn-

Jenkyns. I gather he’s a bit of an oddball – thinks a lot of himself. Made plenty 

of money but has become unstuck because he can’t run a business of the 

size it has become. You can do a check at Companies House - EWJ 

Solutions Ltd. From what I’ve heard he has no black marks, so he should be 

honest. He’s in some form of agricultural engineering – don’t know what 

exactly. I gather he shows at Eglwysbach Agricultural Show. Now, that’s in a 

few weeks, so if you go, you’ll have a chance to meet him.” 

Jim sat in thought, then said. “I may do that, though I know nothing 

about engineering, but I’ll look him up.” 

“It’s not an engineer he needs – it’s someone with common sense, and 

the ability to stand up to him.” 
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“You said you haven’t met him, so you don’t know his family 

circumstances then?” 

“That’s right. I think he may have some children in the business.” He’s 

lying, thought Jim. Why? He stood up, and thanked Dempster for his time, the 

information, and the meal. 

“Good seeing you again, Jim. Maybe we can do it again some time.” 

“Yeh, maybe you’ll be more at ease with yourself then.” 

They crossed the Pier Head, shook hands, then Dempster walked to 

his office, and Jim headed up to Lime Street. On the train back he had many 

misgivings about Dempster. “Why didn’t he make contact when I was in 

prison, and particularly since I won the appeal? Why wouldn’t he give an 

introduction to Wynn-Jenkyns?” Jim could not make any sense of Dempster’s 

evasive attitude. “Why did he lie when he said he hadn’t met the man? Why 

was he so edgy? What is he up to?” Everything about the meeting made Jim 

feel uneasy. He was sure Dempster was holding back. Why did he feel so 

pessimistic about the man now? The answer may lie in meeting Wynn-

Jenkyns. 

The train passed the caravan blight that sprawls along the North Wales 

coast from Prestatyn to Abergele. Jim could just recall staying with 

grandparents in a static caravan somewhere near Prestatyn, and he thought it 

was a wonderful place. The site ran alongside the railway, and it was a great 

adventure using an old farm crossing to place coins on the line and wait for 

trains to flatten them. He smiled as he remembered his grandparents had 

never found out. Now, he shuddered at the miles of landscape abuse by 

planners, sometimes on both sides of the track, and wondered what the land 
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had been like before the coming of motor vehicles. Another feeling of despair 

caused him to close his eyes to try to hide the memories that confused him, 

but it made the problems worse. A concerned traveller opposite asked if he 

was well as his face had gone white, and his hands shook. He said it must 

have been something he'd eaten and thanked the woman for her concern. 

When he collected his car at Llandudno Junction, he noticed dark clouds 

collecting out to the west, a certain sign of a downpour, and a bad omen for 

the holiday makers. 

By the time he reached Ty Fach the sun had disappeared behind the 

lighter clouds at the front of the coming storm, and beams of light cast 

speckled patterns on the fields and hills. Carys greeted him enthusiastically. 

“The cottage is finished. The last coat of paint went on this morning. It still 

smells a bit, but it’s all right to live in. I’ve aired the bed, and the heating’s 

been on since lunch. I‘ll get you a cuppa, and then I’ll help you move your 

things over. You’ll love it.” 

He had difficulty winding down, with the chattering from Carys, and 

occasional interruptions from Alice. The first rain hit the windowpanes, and 

the dust in the yard puffed into the air from the downfall, then flowed in brown 

rivulets down the drive and pathways, and into the street. “Oh dear! There’s 

no point in trying to move in this weather,” said Carys as she looked out of a 

window and watched the rain flowing down the glass. “Sir John’s soul will be 

spinning in its watery purgatory tonight.” 

“Who’s Sir John?” 

“Come on, don’t say you’ve forgotten about Sir John Wynn, and his 

black soul, and you being brought up nearby? 
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“I remember something – vaguely. What’s the story?” He felt 

imprisoned by the coming tale of folklore. All he wanted was to go to his room 

to rest and think. “Please give me the abridged version, Carys. I’m tired and 

I’d like to go to my room and pack a few overnight things.” 

A look of disappointment crossed Carys’ face. “Oh, all right. I’ll tell you 

the full story another time. The Wynn family once owned all the land round 

here. They claimed they were descended from the Kings of Gwyneth___” 

“And that Wynn-Jenkyns down the valley claims he is a direct 

descendant of Sir John – he’s a bit nutty – all the family are, except___” 

“Alice! Who’s telling the story?” Carys re-adjusted herself in the chair, 

gave Alice a critical look, and continued. ”Anyway, Sir John had a bad 

reputation, a really bad one. There’s a story he got a housemaid pregnant, 

murdered her when she threatened him, and walled her up in Gwydir Castle 

or some other building – her body has never been found___” 

This time Jim interrupted. “Do you think this may be because it isn’t 

there, it didn’t happen, and it’s just a myth?” 

This confounded Carys. “Well, anyway. It’s said he persecuted 

Catholics, and his soul is doomed to the depths of the pool at Rhaeadr y 

Wennol awaiting forgiveness for his sins. The story goes that it moves 

towards the surface by a barleycorn in a century, so he’s got no chance of 

redemption, has he? This storm will stir the waters, and he won’t like that. 

There’ll be some trouble for sure.” 

Alice chipped in again, “And the funny thing is, some say his eldest 

son, another John, became a Catholic after his dad died. That’s irony, i’n it?” 

“Thanks, Alice, I was just about to say that.” 
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Jim averted the bickering that was about to start by asking what they 

knew of Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns. Carys glared at Alice, got in first, and said, 

“He’s reckoned to be an odd one. After money all the time and he has no love 

for anything or anyone. Alice has a cousin, Renee, who once worked for the 

wife… what’s her name?” 

“Heledd,” chipped in Alice. 

“Yes, Heledd. Nice woman from what I’ve heard.” 

Alice saw her chance and took the stage. “Funny family. Some say 

Heledd has a drink problem. Edwyn’s a bit mental, that’s what people say but 

maybe he’s just different - it hasn’t stopped him making loads of money 

anyway. They have four children - I can’t remember their names. The eldest is 

a girl, beautiful, but feisty. There’s a son and another daughter in the 

business, and a second son who’s a dropout, and a sponger.” 

“What does Edwyn look like?” 

Carys and Alice glanced at each other, as if neither wanted to speak. 

Jim lifted his eyebrows in a question. 

“Go on Alice, you know more about him.” 

Reluctantly, Alice gave her opinion. “I’ve never met him. I only know 

what Renee has told me. I gather he’s quite tall – not as tall as you I don’t 

think – black, oiled hair going grey, clothes that don’t always fit him, and 

shining shoes. Renee says no one can miss him, ‘cos he always hovers near 

important people – if you want to know the best people at a do, you just have 

to watch Edwyn, according to Renee.” 
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“Thank you for that,” said Jim. “Look, I’m tired, and I’m going to pack. 

It’s still belting down, but I’ll try and find a gap to get across to the cottage.” A 

loud clap of thunder shook the building. 

 

(iv) 

 

The telephone rang. “Wynn-Jenkyns speaking.” 

“Edwyn, it’s John Dempster. ‘How are you? How are the children and 

Heledd? We haven’t seen each other for some time.” 

“Oh, yes. I’m fine.” 

“Edwyn, that matter we talked about when we met last. I think I may 

have the solution. Are you interested? 

“Go on,” came an indifferent response from Edwyn, then, “Look John, 

there’s something I’m watching on television. Can we talk later?” 

“What do you mean? I’ve got the answer to your difficulty, and you 

want to watch bloody television! It’s now or leave it.” 

After a pause, Edwyn said, “Carry on then,” 

“I saw a man today who fits the bill for everything you want. I’ve only 

just met him, so I can’t recommend him, but I know of him. You’ll have heard 

of him. His name is Jim Sloan – he’s just won an appeal against a prison 

sentence for fraud. He was a business consultant, and training provider, and 

wants to start again. I expect he’ll get a fair amount of compensation from the 

Home Office. Seems like a nice bloke, and he’s just moved back to Conwy. I 

gave him your name and told him I hadn’t met you. I said you’ll be at the Fair, 

most probably near your stand. He’s about five feet ten inches, well built, with 
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black hair, blue eyes, and pleasant looking. He might be a great help and 

should satisfy the bank.” Another pause followed. “Are you still there, 

Edwyn?” 

“Yes. I’m thinking. I need to give the matter some thought___” 

“Look Edwyn, all I can do is give you the information, it’s up to you 

now.” 

“I don’t like being pushed into things. I’ll think about it.” 

“There’s no pushing. Don’t make a problem out of it until you’ve met 

him. You either talk to him, or you don’t – it’s simple. Just let me know if 

anything comes of it.” 
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Chapter 13  Eglwysbach Show 

 

Jim got soaked moving his things from the house to the cottage, but at least it 

was warm, and they dried out quickly. He was glad to get away from the 

chattering of Carys and Alice. The bedroom was painted in a pinkish 

limewash – not his colour, but at least it gave a cosy feel to the room. The 

sheets were rather thin, but he could sort this out himself. The other rooms 

had fresh white limewash. The Parry’s had certainly pulled their fingers out to 

get the building in order. The shower room and the kitchen sparkled. (Not that 

he intended to use the kitchen). The furniture was old pine and looked in 

place in the cottage. The telephone and Wi-Fi would not be fitted for another 

fortnight. 

He continued his wanderings around the district and one day walked to 

see his old house at Conwy – that was something else he found he had no 

attachment for. He recovered his fitness and by meeting many of the locals he 

found his Welsh improved as his memory came back. The Wi-Fi and 

telephone arrived after many frustrating delays and then he had the annoying 

pleasure of getting everything to work. He was far away from completing his 

plans but at least he had the chance to tell his old clients that he was back in 

business. 

Carys reminded him of the Eglwysbach Show and he offered to drive 

everyone there. “Don’t worry about that. Gavin and me are going so we can 

take you.” 

“I’d rather go by myself if you don’t mind. I still get tired and___ 
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“Look, you ’ave to be there by eight or you won’t park easily. Be ready 

by seven thirty. We don’t stay long after lunch so if you feel tired, we’ll bring 

you home then.” 

The next morning, he sat in the back of Gavin’s old Defender and 

bumped his way to the fair. He was pleased he’d accepted the offer, for 

although Eglwysbach was only a few miles away, the journey involved 

twisting and narrow lanes and traffic was already queueing when they 

reached the outskirts of the village. Late-showers with protesting animals, and 

agricultural equipment blocked one of the entrances and the road was 

congested in both directions. Jim had no interest in animals and country 

affairs and wandered off by himself, spending the time looking at clothing, 

artefacts, and machinery, leaving the Parry’s to give intimate examinations to 

sheep and cows they had no intention of buying. He disliked crowds and 

resented the waves of people pushing in different directions. He felt tense and 

out of place, possibly because of the dominance of spoken Welsh, a 

language he had not regained complete confidence with. He found a haven 

from the heat and pressure in the tea marquee. 

Eventually, he secured a seat, sat with a deep sigh, and looked around 

the space. A noisy group of men and women seemed set on drawing attention 

to themselves with loud laughter and raised conversations. He noticed a man 

standing on the edge of the circle of people - he seemed to want to join the 

centre of the group, but no one would let him in. He had an athletic body, fine 

black hair with touches of grey; the style of the cut, and the overuse of hair oil 

making him look spivvy; maybe that is why the group felt uncomfortable with 

him, thought Jim. Or maybe he was a social outsider because of his 
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background, schooling, or success. Whatever it was, no one wanted to talk to 

him. His clothing was unsuitable for a country event, looking expensive, ill-

fitting, and unfashionable; the only point that stood out was the brilliant shine 

of his shoes, and even these looked out of place. Jim watched the responses 

of the group to the man’s presence; the people knew who he was but wanted 

little to do with him. When he offered to buy drinks, everyone politely declined 

and bought their own. Then someone said it’s time for an event in the arena 

and the group moved away, leaving the man behind. That must be Edwyn 

Wynn-Jenkyns, said Jim to himself. 

Later in the day, heavy rain drove people back into the tea tent. Jim 

bumped into the man and introduced himself. Jim was right; it was Edwyn. 

“Hello, busy isn’t it? I’ve just moved back to Conwy to start rewriting my 

education courses.” After a few minutes of general chatter, they found a table 

and ordered food. Jim felt Edwyn was grateful for the chance to speak to 

someone and enjoyed the soft voice he had with a noticeable Conwy valley 

accent. They found many things to talk about and Edwyn had read some of 

Jim’s articles. When he started quoting extracts from them Jim decided it was 

time to move on. 

“Lovely meeting you, Edwyn. Maybe we’ll see each other again. I have 

to find my transport.” The pressure of the crowd wouldn’t let him get away and 

Edwyn kept close to him as they moved towards the entrance. 

Edwyn had a fear of employing anyone with greater ability than his, as 

it would mean letting go of some control. In the last couple of years, this 

obsession with control had caused the business to decline because he 

refused to accept that his skills were too limited. Giving up even a small 
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amount of authority was a sign of weakness. He was the richest man in the 

district, liked people to know it, and felt he was more important than anyone 

else. “No one has been as successful as me,” he told Jim. To his credit, it took 

only a little effort for him to recognise Jim as a person who could help him sort 

out the business mess. He struggled with the invitation. 

“Oh, do you have to go? Give me a call when you have time. There are 

things I would like to talk to you about. How about 11 on Thursday?” Jim 

accepted and received a business card from Edwyn, who then disappeared 

into the crowd. Jim watched him go and thought how Edwyn had asked for 

the meeting at Jim’s convenience and then set a date and time himself. With 

a barely noticeable shake of his head, he started to recognise the 

complexities of the man and began to look forward to the next encounter. 

As Jim left the tent, a man from the morning group, now unsteady on 

his feet, grabbed his arm and said, “A fly has better chance of getting off 

sticky paper than you have of getting away from Jenkyns. If you let him, he’ll 

stick to you like shit to a shovel. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.” And with that he 

staggered towards the bar. 

 



121 
 

Chapter 14  Aborted meeting 

 

 

Jim had plenty of time for his meeting with Wynn-Jenkyns, and decided he 

would drive to Llyn Grafnant, a lake in the hills above Trefriw that he 

remembered from years ago. He was a member of a climbing club that used 

a former farmhouse as its ‘hut’. It was funny, but all he could remember of the 

place was cold water washes and the testicle shrinking iciness of the lake, 

even at the height of summer. Today he had the opportunity to relive a few 

memories of the days he roamed the hills, climbed severe rock-faces, and 

saw the world from mountain peaks. 

He enjoyed the gentle, valley countryside as he drove to Trefriw. 

Sounds and odours filled his senses as he manoeuvred along the narrow, 

twisting lanes, and passed cottages looking at their summer best. He was not 

yet at peace, for he still had worries, but thoughts of the loss of his family, and 

imprisonment had gone from his head in the delight of this summer warmth. 

Mark Antonionis had called that morning to say the Home Office had agreed 

the principle of the claim for compensation for the miscarriage, but the details 

had yet to be sorted out. What could go wrong with the day? 

The car struggled up the steep road. He stopped at a picnic site just 

below the end of the lake and listened to the radio for quarter of an hour. A 

faint mist had started to rise off the mountains in the warming air. Trees 

surrounded most of the lake and it looked as if access had improved on the 

far side. He recalled it as an other-worldly place with rock-pitted fields 

reaching up the barren hillside to the crags on the skyline. Occasional, 
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meagre, abandoned or ruined cottages once sought sanctuary in isolated 

places shielded by outcrops or stunted trees for shelter. He didn’t recognise 

anything and with disappointment returned to his car. He was thankful the 

parking area did not have an ice cream and mobile fish and chip vans. As he 

left the site, he noticed the only other car had started to move. Jim was ready 

for the slow, dangerous drive to the valley bottom. He knew it was an accident 

area with vehicles going into banks, hedges, and down slopes on the 

deceptive zigzags. 

His eyes caught the movement of the black car some way behind him. 

“He’s moving quickly - it’ll need to slow”, but it didn’t slow. The car drove 

erratically from one side of the road to the other, missing an oncoming vehicle 

by inches. With shock, Jim realised the driver was trying to overtake him, but 

the road was too narrow. Almost too late, it dawned on him the driver was 

trying to force him off the road and into an embankment. Sweat dripped from 

his head down his neck and forehead. His hands slipped on the leather of the 

steering wheel. He saw his only chance, and swung the car into a bend, 

slewing it across the road raising a cloud of dust and small stones, into the 

entrance area of a farm lane, feeling the tyres spinning on the thin gravel 

before his car skidded to a stop against a grass mound. 

The black car passed with its headlights on full beam. It clipped a 

drystone wall as it entered the curve, dislodging stones into the field behind. 

“He must be drunk,” Jim thought, as the car slowed a little, but the driver had 

no time for subtle driving; and drove across a planted area, spinning grass 

and soil as he fought to keep control, removed another stretch of stone wall, 

and clipped a tractor pulling a muck spreader. The collisions slowed it a bit, 
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and it managed to get through the zigzag by taking an unintended, but 

accident-saving straight line. The car churned up the verges, demolished 

some more walling, and continued in its free flight down the hill. 

Jim sat shaking with fright in his car. His back and trousers were 

soaked, and his hands clenched tight. His head collapsed on the steering 

wheel, and loud gasps came from his throat. His body rocked, his throat 

rattled. He was in shock and made no attempt to get out of the car. “Not 

again, please, not again. Why now?” He couldn’t make sense of his words. 

The farmer, having first inspected his tractor came over to Jim. “You’re 

alright then? Did you see that? The bloke must be drunk. He could have 

written off my tractor. God, you look awful. Are you sure you’re OK?” 

Jim nodded. In a funny way he was amused by the farmer’s first 

concern being his tractor and only afterwards checking whether Jim was a 

mangled corpse. “Yes, I saw it. At first, I thought the driver was drunk as well, 

for he seemed to want to overtake me.” He took a deep breath. “I think he 

tried to drive me off the road.” 

The farmer seemed astonished. “Accident or attempted murder, either 

way, I’d like your details please, then I can pass them to the insurance 

company… and maybe the police.” 

“It happened too quickly; I didn’t see it all. I’m going to the police 

myself.” 

“You look white. Take a bit of time before you drive. Just scribble down 

where I can contact you.” With that, the farmer drove off leaving Jim to a few 

minutes of silence, apart from his wheezing. He found some gravel damage 

to the car but nothing of significance. Feeling enough in control, he drove a 
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little way into the shade of trees, and there a shaking, sweat-dripping hand 

turned off the engine. He clambered from the car, steadied himself on the 

bodywork, sat down on a low wall bordering a small stream, and closed his 

eyes. The sound of the water brought some peace to his mind. He looked 

around and recognised the early 19th century industrial scenery. A narrow 

valley with steep sides, fast-flowing streams, and the remains of old mill 

buildings. Raw wool would come on straining packhorses along steep and 

rough mountain paths. Then the canals came, and then the ages of steam, 

and most significant of all, the railway. In the space of a generation, it 

changed social positions, it made some people rich. It made others poor and 

destitute. A few of those businesses survive but most of the mill buildings had 

gone along with the grand houses built from the gains of entrepreneurial skill 

and extravagance, monuments to ego, self-image and the short-lived social 

status that came with those deceptions. Just over the hill was the huge slate 

quarry that funded the building of Penrhyn Castle two centuries ago and the 

family had left 60 years ago. Maybe if a distant heiress had not been forced to 

give up the estates on marriage the family would have had a different destiny. 

Jim shook himself out of the reverie. He stood up with difficulty. His 

skin was sticky, and he had an unpleasant odour coming from his body, but 

he had to meet Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns in ten minutes and he didn’t want to 

miss what could be a life-changing opportunity. He found a packet of facial 

wipes in his bag and washed as best he could in the stream. Feeling steadier, 

he continued his drive down the hill and parked at the end of the mill lane. As 

he walked up the road, in the shade of the tall trees, a two-storey mill came 

into view above a hedge of uncut hawthorns. The line of the fire escape steps 
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took his eyes to the top just as a door opened, and a figure in a white shirt 

and grey suit came out onto the platform, locked the door, and started to hurry 

down the steps. The figure scurried like a frightened spider trying to avoid a 

bird. This was the man Jim Sloan had come to meet. It was Edwyn Wynn-

Jenkyns. 

Jim carried along the gravel lane. On his right, he could see how nature 

had started to recover from the industrial destruction of the past, as trees now 

covered the hillside, and he could hear the sweet song of blackbirds, the chatter 

of chaffinches, and the angry calls of crows. The mill building closed in on his 

left - an unattractive, desolate structure with no redeeming features. He came 

into an open area at the back of which was a stone house of dirty grey. Water 

from leaking gutters had left stains down the walls. Moss covered the roof, and 

a couple of rowan saplings sprouted from gaps in the slates. A recently 

registered Jaguar saloon stood by the main door; fresh dents and scratches on 

the rear wing gave Jim some of a clue about the owner. 

“What the hell have I come to?” said Jim to himself as he walked 

through the entrance. On the right of the hall, a door opened into an untidy 

office, occupied by an equally untidy person, who didn’t look up from his work. 

A staircase went up the left side of the hallway. Jim passed this and found a 

glass hatch in the wall and a curled sign that said “RECEPTION”. Seeing no 

instructions, he knocked. A slatternly girl, with mousy, greasy hair, pulled the 

glass back, looked at him and said nothing. 

“I’m Jim Sloan. I have an appointment with Mr Wynn-Jenkyns in a 

couple of minutes.” 

“You’re not in the appointment book,” came the challenging reply. 
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“He wrote it in his pocket diary.” 

This flummoxed the girl, and she fell silent. Then, she said, “Wait a 

minute,” and closed the hatch with a thump. As Jim stood and waited he 

heard a babble of conversation from the interior of the office ending with 

“You’d better phone him then,” followed by more silence, and a hushed 

conversation with someone else. 

The hatch flew open. “He’s not in! You’ll have to come back.” 

“Of course he’s in. I saw him at the mill, and you’ve just talked to him.” 

The hatch closed. A few minutes later it flew open again, and the mousy girl 

re-appeared.  

“He’s busy. He has an important customer with him.” Jim nodded 

acceptance, customer or not, and looked around for somewhere to sit, but 

there was nothing. A face appeared around a partition at the end of the 

hallway. 

“Don’t take any notice of her; she’s a bit nutty. I’ll find you a stool. 

Would you like a cuppa?” Before he could reply, the face disappeared and 

then a woman returned with a high mill stool and thick brown tea in a cracked 

cup. He thought people like this were figments of screenwriters’ imaginations, 

but here was a living example of Nora Batty. He sat down slowly and looked 

at the woman. He saw a friendly, wizened face, full of character. He 

expressed his thanks. “Don’t mention it lad. You’ll need it! I’m Doris, by the 

way.” 

Jim knew exactly what Wynn-Jenkyns was doing. Delayed meeting; no 

seat, and a dirty cup of tea. He was trying to make Jim feel uncomfortable to 

have the upper hand when they met. He’d seen it before in his consultancy 
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work. Wynn-Jenkyns had obviously spent a few quid on a couple of days’ 

training, but Jim had spent a few years at it and knew all the angles. The 

answer to any deliberate delay was the 15-minute test. If the person hadn’t 

appeared after quarter of an hour, the visitor left. It was an effective way of 

turning tables and saying, “you’re not that important to me, I have something 

better to do”. He studied his watch. After 14 minutes, he went to the glass 

hatch and knocked. It slid open, and the scruffy girl looked at him without 

speaking. 

“I have to go. I have another commitment I can’t miss. My regards to 

Mr Wynn-Jenkyns.” Complete confusion crossed the girl’s face. This was not 

supposed to happen. Jim turned away and walked to the door. He stood 

looking at the trees and the scenery and then he started to stroll along the 

lane. 

“Mr Sloan! He’ll see you now.” He walked on. 

“Mr Sloan!” He continued walking. 

“Mr Sloan!” A different voice. He stopped to remove an imaginary piece 

of gravel from the sole of his shoe. “Oh, Mr Sloan,” called a woman’s voice 

that required attention. He could hear her shoes on the gravel. He turned, 

adjusting his face, and saw a younger, smarter girl, maybe about twenty-five, 

with bright intelligent eyes and an easy manner. “I wonder what she’s doing in 

this place?” Jim thought. She stopped in front of him. “I’m Selene. I thought 

you dealt with that situation very well. Edwyn’s always trying stupid tricks like 

that. He thinks he knows everything about man-management but doesn’t 

have a clue.” 
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“Sorry Selene. I’m on my way. Mr Wynn-Jenkyns can find me if he 

wants to arrange another meeting.” He smiled. Then he turned and walked 

back to his car. “Round 1 to me”, he said with some pride. Selene stood 

watching him for a short time then returned to the office. 

He noticed more scratch marks on the paint left by the flying gravel 

thrown up by the spinning wheels. It was superficial, so maybe he wouldn’t 

claim. He joined the main road and turned towards Conwy. He saw black skid 

marks on the tarmac where a vehicle had slewed round, but there was no 

sign of it. Thick, black clouds had started to climb high into the sky and would 

soon cover the sun, and he sensed heavy rain would follow. After a few 

minutes he saw blue lights flashing at a bend in the road and slowed down. 

Three police cars, an ambulance, and a fire responder blocked the road, and 

a black car had spun round and now protruded from a hedge a short way 

ahead. 

A young policewoman had the task of instructing drivers to turn their 

vehicles in the narrow road and find another way. Jim wound down the 

window and the policewoman, in a shapeless yellow hi-viz coat and worn, 

baggy trousers said, “Where are you going?” 

“To Tyn-y-Groes.” 

“You’ll have to turn round and cross the river by Gwydyr Castle to 

Llanwrwst. We’re going to be here a long time.” 

Jim looked at the crashed car. “I think that’s the car that nearly drove 

me off the road about an hour ago. Was the driver drunk?” 
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“Oh! We don’t know – not that it matters too much for he’s dead now. 

You’d better see the traffic officers and give a statement then. Pull your car 

onto the verge. Find PC Williams and tell him I sent you over.” 

After putting the car onto the soft verge, Jim ducked under the blue 

and white tape and walked to the collection of emergency officers. Police in 

yellow, paramedics in green and the fire officer in navy blue. They all seemed 

to have jobs to do, but why so many? Despite his Welsh name, PC Williams 

had a broad Liverpool accent. He had a tape measure in his hands, and 

turned his pleasant, but concerned face to Jim with a look of “How the hell did 

you get here?” Jim ignored it and explained what had happened on the 

mountain road. 

“Definitely the same car by the sound of it. We think its brakes failed. 

The driver did well to avoid an accident. Can you wait a short time until I finish 

measuring?” 

Jim nodded. “I think you’ll find it’s more than that. The driver tried to kill 

me.” He wouldn’t follow the 15-minute rule this time. Half an hour later 

another constable came over to see him and Jim gave an account of the 

incident and why he believed it was an attempt at murder. Over the next few 

days three other officers of increasing rank interviewed him. Jim’s trial and 

release remained fresh in recent police memory and the local chief inspector 

then referred the incident to the Chief Constable. Taking note of the “Keep 

Informed” marker placed against Jim’s name, the Chief Constable read the 

file and forwarded the information to Superintendent Anthony Willoughby at 

Special Branch in London. 
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Chapter 15  A Drive in the Mountains 

 

(i) 

 

Rain had fallen for two or three days, and although the river stayed below 

danger levels, the run-off of water from the mountains caused concern for 

residents and businesses near the flood plains. Animals had sought land 

above the waters, and a few groups of cows and sheep were isolated on 

raised land on the meadows. The weather had changed, and the promise of 

sunshine welcomed Jim when he went down to breakfast. He had planned to 

spend the day writing an article for an academic magazine, but in the warmth 

and freshness of the morning, he changed his mind – it could wait. Leaves 

and small twigs covered the roadway, brought down by the rain and wind. The 

humidity had increased with the growing heat, and this induced him to drive to 

Llandudno and enjoy the smell of the sea, maybe walk up the Great Orme, 

and find somewhere relaxing to have lunch. It was time to be by himself; his 

concentration with writing had left him weary, and although the nightmares 

had lessened, he still suffered from them on occasions. 

Deciding on the longer route, he crossed the river at Tal-y-Cafn and 

drove by back roads coming to the sea by the Little Orme. As a child he loved 

the beach at this end of the bay, for it was never as crowded as the town end. 

He looked at the green of the Little Orme, where the rain-speckled grass 

sparkled in the drying air, and the white dots of the sheep moved in their 

newly growing coats. The view towards the town had been spoiled by the twin 

addictions of increasing demands for tourism and second-home seekers. 
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Since his last visit more development had encroached on the green spaces, 

and many houses that were homes were now small hotels or B&Bs. He 

remembered the old arguments of how second homeowners took the money 

from lettings, closed in the autumn and did nothing to contribute to the 

community. Locals said the newcomers made little effort to learn even the 

basics of Welsh, and he knew of some areas where the language was never 

heard. 

Jim shook his head and brought his eyes to the beautiful sweep of the 

bay, the delightful Victorian terraces of hotels, the pier, the lofty headland that 

is the Great Orme, and the beetle like trams making slow progress on the 

gradient. Time to move on. He drove into the centre of the town and was 

fortunate to find a parking space by the shops on Mostyn Street. As he 

struggled to climb out of the car, a voice said, “I thought you would have had 

a better car than that.” He thought he knew the voice but couldn’t place it. A 

woman stood in front of the midday sun, so he didn’t recognise her either. “Let 

me give you a hand, you must be older than you look.” She pulled an arm, 

and Jim climbed out and saw the smiling face of Selene. “We meet again. You 

look surprised.” 

Jim was indeed surprised and took a few seconds to recall the 

attractive young woman in front of him. “Hello”, he said cautiously, “Selene, 

isn’t it?” 

“I usually leave a better impression than that after a first meeting,” she 

said, with a tease in her voice. 
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Jim caught his breath as he tried to think of a response. He stumbled 

out a silly, “Sorry, sorry. You caught me unawares. I’d not had a good day 

when we met at Trefriw. What are you doing?” 

“I’m buying some things. I am moving to London to a new job and 

leave the day after tomorrow.” Jim had a feeling of disappointment but had 

the impression Selene watched him carefully to see his reaction. Why would 

she do that to someone she’d never meet again? Beautiful and intriguing. 

“I hope everything goes well for you. You’ll find it strange working in the 

big city compared with that peculiar mill at Trefriw. Maybe I’ll meet the owner 

one day.” 

“You’ll find the mill is not the only peculiar thing about the business, but 

I don’t want to put you off before you meet Edwyn. Have you time for a 

coffee? I’m in no hurry.” 

“That’ll be nice. I have nothing planned and had thought of having a 

relaxing few hours away from my training programmes. Where shall we go?” 

As Selene led him across the road to a small and quiet café, the sun 

shone through her cotton dress, outlining the profile of her well-shaped legs, 

and glistened in her wavy, blonde, shoulder-length hair. Jim could not help but 

admire her, but realising she seemed pleased by the attention confused him. 

He quickly dismissed the thought that the meeting was not by chance. “They 

serve good coffee, and delightful Battenburg.” They settled into comfortable 

chairs, and when the order arrived, Selene said, “Are you going to tell me 

about yourself?” This caught Jim on the hop again. He had no intention of 

telling Selene the details of his life – it was too raw for him. He waffled a few 

generalisations and hoped to get away with them. 
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“You’re very cagey. Mind you, I can understand why, with the 

experiences you’ve had. Sorry, I asked at the office who you are, and then I 

did a few internet searches. Maybe you can start recovering from the traumas 

now.” Jim refused to be drawn. He tried to take control. 

“Where will you work in London?” 

“I don’t know where it is yet. I’m staying with a friend in Kilburn. She 

works in hospitality, and she found it for me”, said Selene with confidence. 

“It’s good you have a friend who can show you about. Be cautious 

about job offers; there are lots of dodgy businesses. You’re an attractive 

woman – you’ll need to take care.” Oh God he thought, he’d floundered again, 

felt his cheeks and ears blushing, turned his eyes away, and took a long drink 

from his cup to try and hide his embarrassment. When he looked at Selene 

again, she smiled at him, and said, “Thank you.” 

A silence followed for a short time as each took in the recent words. 

They had more coffee, both went for a wee, and then Selene said, “Do you 

fancy a drive into the mountains? My favourite run is towards Bangor, then up 

the Nant Ffrancon Pass to Capel Curig, and down to the Swallow Falls. It 

looks as if it’s raining up there, but I’m willing to go, if you’d like to come.” 

“Yes, I’d like that. I did lots of rock climbing and know the mountains 

well at the top of the pass”. When Jim looked back on the meeting, he 

realised the little he said was mainly inappropriate. For some reason, Selene 

had taken the trouble to find out a great amount about him but had said 

nothing about herself. He had been absorbed by her personality, and almost 

before he realised what had happened, his car was in a carpark, and Selene 

was racing in an untidy, opened-topped TR6 towards Telford’s suspension 
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bridge, out through Conwy’s town wall, and on to the dual carriageway along 

the coast. Jim had never liked open cars, and he felt dishevelled and 

exposed. 

“Slow down when you get to Penmaenmawr. I want to have a look at 

the spoil tip from the quarries.” 

“That sounds boring.” 

”Maybe, but I have never understood why the whole hillside doesn’t 

slip. It’s an amazing sight. I don’t know what the angle is, but it must be 50 

degrees at least, and there are houses underneath it. I wouldn’t want to live 

there.” And then they were passed, speeding towards Bangor, before Jim 

could mention the gruesome murders that took place in the town a few of 

decades before. 

 

(ii) 

 

Selene turned off the Bangor road and headed through pleasant 

countryside towards the slate-quarrying village of Bethesda. They left behind 

the sun, the temperature dropped, and dark clouds started to cover the sky. 

The village had supplied much of the world’s slate up to a hundred years ago. 

Groups of small, utilitarian, terraced houses, and a few shops came up to the 

pavement along most of the main street and reflected the decay of the town’s 

main industry. Whilst the great Penrhyn quarry still produced slate, it was a 

fraction of that at its peak, most of the jobs had gone, and the village declined 

for want of population and income. Jim had never liked the village, for its 
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setting amongst the high hills and the grey of the slate spoil heaps gave it a 

sad majesty. But maybe he saw signs of new life. 

Heavy rain started to fall and carried along the gutters pieces of 

newspaper, food takeaway containers, and other detritus, all of which would 

end in the river, and be taken to the sea at the Menai Straits. Selene found a 

place to park, and they pulled the roof over the car. They struggled with an 

umbrella against the wind and the rain, and dashed across the road, filling 

their shoes with water from the gutters. They went into the first haven they 

found – a double-fronted, greasy spoon café with grey paint peeling off the 

woodwork, spray splattered windows, and dirty net curtains showing in the 

upstairs rooms. Jim pushed the door, but the wood had swollen, and he had 

to put his shoulder to it before it opened. The need for hot drinks overcame 

any squeamishness they felt about the disgusting sight they saw inside. The 

smoking ban had not reached this café, and smoke choked the air, and walls 

were covered in a sickly nicotine yellow colour. The large front windows 

dripped with condensation, and little rivulets trickled to the rotting windowsills. 

The place had an unhealthy, humid atmosphere. 

The time-warp voice of Perry Como drifted from a small radio. A couple 

of uninterested staff had placed cigarettes on the edge of the counter whilst 

they cleaned tables with filthy cloths. Wet and demoralised customers looked 

into their drinks, and then at their watches as if they wished a bus would 

arrive to take them out of the purgatory. 

The only free table was by the door to the lavatory, and a nasty smell 

drifted out each time it opened. Hanging askew on the wall was a grease 

covered picture of David Lloyd George. Jim wiped the seats, and they 
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squeezed behind a table that was hardly big enough to hold the stained, 

stainless steel coffee pot, cracked cups resting on stained saucers, and a 

plate that held the wet remains of numerous cigarettes. The coffee was cold, 

and Selene suggested it was left-over from an earlier customer. Selene and 

Jim looked at each other, put money on the table, pulled the door open, and 

ran back across the rain-lashed road to the car. By the time they got inside, 

they were soaked. No hot drinks, but Selene produced a couple of cans of 

pop, and they sat in silence for quarter of an hour until the rain eased, and a 

ray of sunlight appeared through the grey of the clouds. 

“That place was like a haunted house full of spirits wondering which 

destination they will end up at,” reflected Selene, and shivered. Jim wiped the 

condensation from the windscreen, and they set off up the pass towards 

Capel Curig. 

Some of the sights brought back memories of Jim’s climbing days. The 

old road ran on the other side of the valley, and it must have been hell for 

horse drawn vehicles to use. As they drove higher, the pressure of the water 

was so great in places against the drystone walls that gushes spouted half-

way across the road. Jim admired the ease of Selene’s driving, avoiding the 

hazards of the water, and some boulders that had rolled onto the road. He 

didn’t speak, as he was too alarmed at the fear of distracting her. His hands 

gripped the edges of his seat, and his legs were rigid. 

Reaching the top of the pass, Selene pulled into a carpark, and they 

climbed out into the drying atmosphere. “That was great,” she said. The rain 

had woken the little streams into torrents of silver and grey as they rushed 

down the mountains towards the road. The river was in spate, and they could 
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hear the roar as the waters tumbled to the lip of the falls and fell hundreds of 

feet to the valley floor. This had always been Jim’s favourite place. The 

amphitheatre of the Devil’s Kitchen, with its massive cliffs awed him. The 

shark’s-tooth shape of Tryfan, steep and demanding, was his favourite 

mountain. It was close to the road and gave easy access for novices and 

extreme climbers alike. 

“Get in. I’m going.” 

“Hold on, I’m not finished. Do you know the legends of the place?” 

Selene shook her head in boredom – Jim didn’t notice. “It is mystical. The 

valley up there is called the Devil’s Kitchen, or as our people call it, Twll Du, 

the Black Hole – that’s much more threatening.” Selene’s look now bordered 

on impatience. “The lake is named after Prince Idwal Gwynedd, who was 

murdered there on the orders of a jealous nobleman in the 12th century. No 

birds ever fly over the lake. What do you think of that?” 

Selene looked at him blankly. “I don’t believe in fairy stories.” 

“Fairy story or not, I experienced a weird moment hereabouts. I 

accepted a challenge to spend a night alone on the summit of Tryfan and 

then, as the sun rose to jump from one of the monoliths to the other. It 

sounded easy. During the night, a thick mist blanked out the moon and the 

stars. I was damp and cold. At some point I heard stones sliding nearby – 

someone or something was moving. Then a black shape came out of the 

cloud and bright eyes glared before me. It made no sound – it was the red of 

its eyes that scared me.” He shuddered. “I was petrified, and cold sweat 

soaked my clothes and sleeping bag”. Jim stopped and took deep breathes. 
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“Those eyes held a message, a warning – ‘This is my realm. Beware.’ And 

then it disappeared”. 

Selene sat in silence for a moment. “You’ve just made that up. You’d 

earn a place at the Eisteddfod with that.” 

“Take it at face value or not.” insisted Jim. “I didn’t attempt the jump 

across Adam and Eve on the summit. As the sun rose the mist lifted and the 

800 foot precipice was too scary, so I lost my bet.” 

“That just convinced me you’re talking crap,” Selene said with a touch 

of indulgence in her voice. “It was a good tale, but it went on too long.” 

“Well, you’ll never know. But I did find out later that Sir Bedivere threw 

Excalibur into Llyn Idwal and he now sleeps in peace on Tryfan – awaiting the 

call!” 

“That’s it, get in the car –we’re going. We’ve been here long enough.” 

Selene revved the engine, and drove on to the A5, spinning the wheels as 

she went, and headed south towards Capel Curig. 

After a few minutes she asked, “What do you see when you close your 

eyes?” 

“That’s an odd question. Why?” demanded Jim 

“Some can learn about another’s ambitions and worries, and the future 

sometimes by what they see with closed eyes.” 

“Where on earth did you get that idea from? Now it’s your turn to talk 

crap. You’re trying to get your own back!” 

“No, I’m not. Come on, Jim, play the game - it’s all fun, really. Two 

minutes will do.” 
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Jim scoffed again but went along with it reluctantly. He didn’t like the 

idea of telling anyone about the dreams and visions he had. 

“You can open them now. What did you see?” 

Jim thought quickly. He believed Selene was a young woman with 

many secrets and he thought the only way of protecting himself was by 

challenging her. “I don’t want to, but I’ll tell you if you tell me what you see 

behind your eyelids.” 

The car swerved, but Selene kept control, frightening the driver of an 

on-coming car. “No, I can’t do that.” 

“Can’t, or won’t? Pull into the side, and let’s talk.” Selene found a layby 

and brought the car to a stop. “What’s all this about, Selene? It seems you’re 

testing me for some reason. What are you trying to do? 

Selene didn’t speak for a few minutes. “Yes, I am testing you.” Jim 

made to speak, but Selene put her hand up. “No, don’t.” After a few more 

minutes she said, “I want to know who you are, why you have come back to 

the valley, and what your future is. You seem to have a lot bottled up. Talking 

about problems can do good – well, sometimes it can.” 

“And knowing what I see behind my eyelids will help you do that? 

Talking about my problems, assuming I have any, will help you solve them for 

me?” 

“Might do. I’m not assuming anything – I know you are trying to escape 

from something. You can’t run away for ever – try facing it.” 

“You’re weird,” Jim said defensively. Mockingly, he added, “Do you 

think you can solve whatever problems I have?” 
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“I’m not weird, I’m different, and I always have been. You’re right, I 

can’t solve your problems, but I can try to help you solve them.” 

Jim shook his head in disbelief. “Let’s go back to the start of the 

conversation. Will you tell your experiences if I say mine? I’ll go first if you 

want.” Another pause followed before Selene said she agreed. 

Jim drew in breath, and said, “Right. I see darkness. Then the picture 

starts to lighten, and the face of my dead baby appears, only she isn’t my 

baby. I see my dead wife, and the darkness comes back. It always ends with 

the ugly, smiling face of a prisoner I helped.” 

“What’s his name?” 

“Harry Harrison. We called him ‘Brute’ because of his size; he didn’t 

mind – he thought it was a mark of honour. He was in for aggravated assault, 

but underneath the layers of protection he was a gentle person. Maybe he’s 

like you – you won’t let anyone inside your protection. Anyway, he got in with 

the wrong people, who used him,” 

“How did you help him?” 

“We shared a cell. He frightened me rigid the first time I saw him. I 

started by teaching him to write his name.” He saw Selene smile. “Then I 

taught him to read – it was a slow job because he had no self-confidence. By 

the time I came out of prison he had read all the Enid Blyton books and had 

started on Arthur Ransome. He loved reading – a light had switched on in his 

head. Towards the end of my sentence, I had given him writing lessons, and 

that was a challenge. His hands were so large he could hardly hold the short 

pencils the prison provided in the classrooms. He kept at it, and I imagine his 

writing now will be similar to that in an eight-year old – neat and rounded. He 
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was like a bodyguard for me. The bullying finished when Brute put the word 

out. He grew in confidence and was learning to cook in the prison kitchen 

when I came out. You know, in a way I miss him. Sometimes I wonder what 

happened to him.” 

Jim felt Selene touch his hand – it gave him a warm and gentle 

sensation. “You still need protection. He will protect you again, but... Let’s get 

going,” 

“Hold on. You promised to tell me your experiences.” 

“Later, I’m hungry. Let’s get off to Capel.” She put her foot down, spun 

the wheels again, and pulled onto the road without much regard for the slow-

moving line of traffic. The drive to the village took a few minutes, and there 

the traffic thinned as vehicles turned right towards the Snowdon Horseshoe. 

Although Capel Curig appeared in bold letters on Jim’s Ordnance Survey 

map, he had forgotten how small the place was. Surely, it’s not a village – it’s 

a string of houses along three roads. A beautiful location, but not a place to 

find a meal at three o’clock in the afternoon. 

They drove off towards Bettws-y-Coed. “There’s a hotel near the 

Swallow Falls – we can eat there,” shouted Selene over the wind noise. “It’s 

alright, but at least it’ll be food.” Nature had covered much of the scars 

produced by the glaciers ten thousand and more years ago. Jim’s school had 

inspired his love of these hills, and he saw the evidence of the glaciers all 

around him. Polished bedrock, terminal moraines across the valley width as 

the glaciers melted, and lateral moraines, showing the edges. It was all to be 

seen if one knew what to look for. Now, rocky remnants showed in the fields 

and woods, and sheep grazed around them. 
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“Alright” was a compliment for the hotel. Although the architecture had 

a pleasant aspect, it had not seen new paint for many years. Added to which 

a disaster had hit the building. The rain of the last days had found its way 

through holes and weaknesses in the roof and windows, drips were filling 

buckets and bowls that littered the floors of the dining room and lounge, and 

all the windows had soggy towels on them. Carpets and furniture were 

soaked. God knows what it was like upstairs. The desperate manager must 

have seen them as the only bright moment in the day and greeted them with 

enthusiasm. Despite the chaos, it seemed the kitchen had escaped the flood, 

and the chef provided a tasty meal of cold meat with a salad. They sat at a 

table in the kitchen and talked. 

“You promised to tell me about your visions when you closed your 

eyes. I’m not letting you off.” 

Selene looked around to make sure no one else was in the kitchen. 

She paused, then said, “I see numbers and letters. Mostly they are single 

numbers, but sometimes they form what appear to be dates, all in the last 

hundred years. Occasionally, the letters make up words, even people’s 

names.” 

“Have you tried to make sense of them?” Jim’s mathematical mind 

triggered an interested response. 

“No. They started when I was about twelve. I see something almost 

every day. What is interesting, looking back, the name ‘Jim’ formed on the day 

before you turned up at the office. It may be coincidence, or maybe 

something else. That’s why I came out to see you that day. It’s weird.” 
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“That is very odd,” said Jim. “If you make notes of what you see, 

maybe you’ll find a pattern.” 

“No, I’m not interested in that – it would take too long. I laughed at my 

dad because he would say every time he blinked he saw piles of money. I 

used to think he was joking but found out he was serious!” 

“What can you tell me about Wynn-Jenkyns? He seems an odd fellow, 

the way he played that game to avoid me. How did you find him to work for?” 

“You’ll have to make your own assessment of him when he finally 

allows you to meet him. Yes, he is odd, but he’s got a sharp brain. He wants 

control of everything. Trouble is he thinks making some decisions loosens 

that control, so he can take ages to make his mind up.” 

“Where are your family? Are they local”, asked Jim? 

Selene didn’t answer for a time, and Jim was about to ask again when she 

said, “I have no family here, that’s why I’m going to London. Please don’t ask 

anything else about them. Come on, I’ve finished, let’s go.” Startled by the 

revelation, Jim stood up, paid the bill, and they both went into the sunlight.  
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Chapter 16  Carrie Cavendish 

 

Cavendish knocked gently on her boss’s door. She’d heard he had been in a 

foul mood all morning and had no wish to upset him further. Although she was 

his star assistant, he never showed favouritism and was just as likely to take 

her to task as any of the others on the section. “Come in.” She could hardly 

hear the soft voice of Superintendent Anthony Willoughby as it struggled to 

reach through the door. She opened the door and said, “Inspector Cavendish, 

Sir”. 

“Come in, come in,” his enthusiasm showing the respect he had for his 

subordinate. “Carrie, welcome – it’s good to see you again. Sit down. It’s 

been too long.” The pleasantries took a few minutes and then Willoughby 

opened the folder in front of him. “You may not be pleased to know I have 

need of your special knowledge. Take your mind back to the Bank of Eastern 

Settlements and the fraud you broke there run by Stella MacDonald.” A grunt 

came for Cavendish. “I told you we were after a much bigger crook than 

MacDonald. After we pulled you out you did an excellent job running the 

agent, er – what’s his name?” He shuffled his papers, “John Powell, the man 

the FBI put in the bank. As you know, he went back to Washington where the 

trail went cold. By chance, he has found a lead that  looks as if it will justify 

opening up the investigation again.” 

Cavendish started to speak, but Willoughby put his hand up. “Do the 

names Jim Sloan, Mark Antonionis, and John Dempster mean anything to 

you?” 



145 
 

Carrie thought for a moment and then said, “I think Antonionis is a flash 

lawyer I’ve seen on television. Sloan, the man gaoled for a fraud he 

supposedly didn’t commit and got out on appeal, Sir.” 

Willoughby nodded. “It’s Sloan and Dempster I want to talk to you 

about. We’ve had report from North Wales Police that Sloan reported an 

attempt on his life when a car tried to drive him off the road. The driver 

crashed the car and was killed a short time later, and they haven’t identified 

him. The car was stolen in Birmingham some days before the attack.” 

“Really? I wondered when he would come back on the radar.” 

“Did you know he was up at Cambridge a year or so before you? He 

was at Queens’ – I see you were at Jesus. Try and think whether you came 

across him. I still have doubts about his innocence. If he is innocent, what do 

we know about why he was set up? We still have no idea who is behind the 

fraud, but a bit of news from our friends may show if there is a link between 

the Bank of Eastern Settlements and Sloan, and possibly Dempster and 

Antonionis. Our friends have asked us to look for the connection.” 

“I have some news about those two, Sir. I hear Sloan and Dempster 

had a tiff a few weeks ago. Due to the Royal Navy work at Cammell Laird our 

security people have a watching brief on possible security and criminal risks 

in the area, and both are on the list. They spotted Sloan going to Dempster’s 

office and then going for lunch. They argued - it appeared to be personal. If 

there is no evidence that connects Sloan to the fraud he may know something 

Dempster wants. Antonionis worked for Sloan in the criminal case, and 

making his compensation claim. I don’t think they have been in contact apart 

from that.” 
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Silence followed for a moment, then Carrie broke into Willoughby’s 

thoughts. “So, what do you want me to do, Sir?” Willoughby looked annoyed 

at the intrusion, but he respected Carrie’s bluntness. 

“After we’ve finished, you will have an update on what we know. You’re 

going to Philadelphia tomorrow. You will meet your old chum Powell, and he 

will give you a deep briefing on everything the FBI have discovered. You will 

be there for a week, so make the most of it. I want the case active again and 

you will lead the investigation, so make it happen. The boss has agreed you 

will have the temporary rank and pay of Chief Inspector to give you more 

clout. You will have the resources you need. No one outside your team will 

know what you are doing. Choose them carefully. After your meeting come 

back here and you can ask any questions.” 

Carrie came back two hours later. “That didn’t take long. I asked more 

questions than I got answers. Sloan seems a pretty dull character – maybe 

it’s the effect of the loss of the family and the spell in prison. But the incident 

at Conwy shows he’s being targeted for some reason. Who by? Dempster 

maybe? It’s interesting Dempster has many overseas connections and travels 

a great deal. Did you know Dempster was refused a US visa about 20 years 

ago?” 

“That is interesting – something Powell will be able fill you in on. Off 

you go and pack. Have a good flight and keep in touch.” Willoughby put his 

head into a file, and Carrie pulled a face as she left the room. His voice 

followed her, “I saw that.” 
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Chapter 17   The Hanging Woman 

 

Selene turned to him, “Do you believe dreams can come true?” 

The heat increased as the storm clouds passed over, and wisps of mist 

pirouetted around the branches of the trees. The road dried, but the gullies 

still ran with muddy water. Selene had caught Jim off guard. He asked himself 

the same question many times since he went to prison. His dreams 

sometimes showed disturbing glimpses of the deaths of his wife and baby, 

and sometimes Dempster’s features had appeared. “I don’t know. Maybe they 

do, sometimes. Why do you ask?” 

Selene looked at the treetops above Jim’s head and after a short delay 

decided she would tell her story. “I assure you my tale is true.” She paused as 

she collected the facts together. “I want to show you something as I tell you – 

but you’ll get your feet wet.” She set off, assuming Jim would follow. He 

watched her walk away, admired the movement of her hips and then decided 

to follow. “Are you coming or what?” she shouted over her shoulder. She was 

pleased with her skill in enticing him. 

“Hold on. Give me a clue about the dream before you disappear. Come 

on, I’ll believe you.” 

Selene stopped by two sets of ancient gate posts, turned, and looked 

at Jim. She paused for a moment. “I’ve not told this to anyone. Some years 

ago, I kept having dreams, bad dreams, about a young woman hanging from 

a beam in what may have been an ancient kitchen. Her face was horribly 

distorted, her eyes almost popped out of her head, and her fingers were 

bloodied as she tried to loosen the rope around her neck. It was hideous.” 
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Selene stopped and took a few deep breaths. “I know her name was Annwyl - 

I don’t know how. Each time I sensed someone else was there, but I never 

saw who.” She spoke more rapidly as she explained the nightmares lasted 

over two weeks, then stopped for no reason.” Jim thought she looked 

flustered as she breathed deeply again. “I’ll tell you the rest some other time. 

Come on, don’t lag behind.” She turned into the second driveway. “Watch 

where you walk down here – years of dead leaves have made it very boggy 

and smelly.” Large drops of cold water fell off the trees as they walked, and 

water trickled down the trunks. 

“What’s down here,” asked Jim, sensing he was about to ruin a pair of 

new trainers. 

“It’s an old house – it was owned by a big land-owning family - maybe 

Tudor, or even earlier than that. It’s been abandoned for decades.” 

“So, why are we getting our feet soaked and clothes splattered in mud 

to look at a ruined house?” 

“If you keep quiet for another few minutes and watch where you walk, 

I’ll tell you.” 

Jim ignored her, slipped on a stone and fell onto both knees in the 

filthy, smelly mixture of leaves and stagnant water. Jim glared at Selene and a 

smirk flashed across her pretty mouth. She walked on leaving Jim to sort 

himself out. They had to push through wet bushes that had encroached on 

the drive, but as they reached firmer ground the view of the house appeared 

through the undergrowth. “It’s worse than I remember – if I’d known it was this 

bad, I wouldn’t have brought you.” 



149 
 

Jim stood looking at the house. “Wow! It must have been a wealthy 

family that built it.” The roof had disappeared apart from a few slates in one 

corner clinging to rotting timbers. Some of the remaining window frames had 

pieces of lozenge shaped glass still held in place by narrow strips of lead. It 

looked as if the front door and the windows had been boarded up ages ago 

and most of the wood was hanging loose or had disappeared. From what Jim 

could see all the floors and the staircases had gone. Moss covered much of 

the weather-stained walls, and a few saplings grew from gaps in the mortar. 

Remarkably, the chimney stacks survived, and these rose, if not majestically 

then dramatically above the ruin they once heated. It was a scene of 

complete abandonment, desolation, and despair, made worse by the 

encroachment of tall, threatening trees. 

“I wish you hadn’t brought me. There is a deep despondency and 

melancholy here.” 

“What do you know about it?” asked Selene sharply. 

Surprised by the tone of her voice, Jim turned to look at her. “I know 

nothing. I didn’t even know it existed. Why have you brought me here? It’s an 

uncomfortable place – it’s ghostly almost.” 

“That’s silly. It’s just an old ruin.” 

“You’ve been here before, haven’t you? When?” 

“Ten or 12 years ago – I can’t remember.” 

“Why were you here?” persisted Jim. 

“You’re asking too many questions. I can’t remember why I was here, 

that’s enough.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 
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Selene began to regret she had brought Jim, but she was too 

frightened to have come by herself. It was a secret she had kept for many 

years and now she risked revealing it. “Let’s go. I’m getting cold.” 

The sun remained high in the sky and its heat had started to dry their 

clothing. Jim ignored Selene and started to move to the side of the house 

intending to see the back. “Come on, Jim,” she shouted but being ignored 

again she reluctantly followed him. 

“This architecture is as impressive as the front. They must have been 

very wealthy. Mid-16th century I’d say. It’s criminal that it has decayed like 

this.” He walked to a window, noticed the boarding was loose and started to 

pull it. 

“Not that one!” screamed Selene. “For God’s sake don’t!” 

“What’s the matter with you? It’s loose. I want to see inside”, said Jim, 

with a surprised look on his face. “It’s been off before. I’ll put it back.” 

“I don’t want you to. It’s not right. It’s not yours to mess about with.” 

Jim stopped. “What’s the matter with you? Something happened when 

you came last time, didn’t it?” 

“No!” came a shrill reply. 

“Are you going to tell me what it was?” Jim watched Selene’s face 

closely - it had gone white, and a gleam of anger showed in her eyes. She 

clasped her fingers together as if she were pleading with him. 

“I’ve told you, nothing happened.” 

“I don’t believe you. I’m going to look in. I won’t pull the board off – I’ll 

just peek around it. If you don’t want to watch, go around the corner.” Selene 

didn’t move. Her fingernails dug into her palms and her teeth painfully rasped 
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against each other. Jim turned back to the window, pulled a corner of the 

board away from its fitting and looked at the darkness within. 

“My goodness. The stench! It’s dampness, rot, and there’s something 

else. It’s as if something has died in there. God, it’s awful!” He turned his 

head away and took deep breaths to clear his lungs. He coughed up phlegm, 

spat it on the ground, and then almost vomited. One more look. He went back 

to the window, held his breath, switched on the torch in his mobile phone and 

shone it inside the room. Faintly, he could make out a stone fireplace with a 

large arch and what seemed to have a dark space beneath for the hearth. 

There was no ceiling, but he could make out some litter-covered flag stones. 

He sensed a movement above the floor. He must be mistaken and looked 

more closely. Something seemed to hang in the air – he couldn’t be certain 

but thought it had a vague shape of a woman. He could make out what 

looked like a noose around her neck and then the vision cleared, and he saw 

a tormented, bloated, blood-drained face. The apparition held out a bruised 

hand towards him and then it vanished. In shock, he let go of the board, 

which clattered back into position, and he dropped the phone. He had to take 

deep breaths before he could move. It must have been his imagination, he 

rationalised; there’s nothing like that in real life. He steadied himself and 

hurried off to find Selene. 

She was at the front of the house standing in a patch of sunlight with 

her shoulders bowed and her hair in disarray. A look of relief came to her face 

when she saw Jim. “I’m never coming back here. Don’t ever mention to 

anyone that I’ve been here! Do you understand? Never! Ever!” The flash of 

anger brought colour back to her face and she straightened her body as she 



152 
 

gained control. “We’re going!” With that, she turned and started walking 

towards the obstructed driveway. She sensed Jim had not followed her, so 

she turned. “Did you see anything?” 

“I don’t know. I thought I had but it was my imagination.” 

Selene didn’t reply and continued walking. Once again, Jim followed 

her. He found the driveway claustrophobic as it seemed the canopy of trees 

had lowered to an almost threatening height. They walked in silence until they 

reached the main road and then stopped. 
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Chapter 18   The Falls 

 

They looked at each other’s distressed, mud splattered figures. Jim had a 

look of relief and Selene could not hide the fear she had felt. “Are you going 

to tell me the rest of the hanging woman story? You stopped at an interesting 

part.” 

Selene glared at him, and answered with an abrupt, “No.” Then added 

a little more softly, “Not now. Maybe never.” 

“But you’re leaving, so I’ll never find out”, he said. Selene remained 

silent. “Why are you leaving?” Another silence followed. 

“My father has obsessions.” 

“What sort of obsessions? “ 

To Jim’s annoyance, Selene waited again, as if she were giving 

evidence in a court case and had to think carefully about her answers. Selene 

delayed, not because she was careful about what she said, but was 

questioning why on earth she was saying anything to a stranger. Eventually, 

she said, “Let’s walk to the falls and I’ll give you one example, and that’s it. 

His first business computer had only six columns for pounds or five columns 

with comma separators – he bought it on the cheap and spent more money 

sorting it out than the cost of a modern one. He wanted both commas and six 

columns, so one of the office girls had to ink in the commas on every print-

out. What a waste of effort! He can’t understand any amounts that don’t have 

comma separators. And he couldn’t understand why the girls usually stayed 

only a few weeks. That was a small incident!” A pause followed. 
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“What are you holding back? I can tell there’s something else. Don’t 

you trust me enough to tell me?” 

“I don’t trust anyone, and I met you only a few days ago, so you have 

no chance.” Jim felt a needle stab his chest. Silence followed as they walked 

along the road. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, but that’s what I feel. There are 

people I’ve known all my life that I don’t trust.” They came to the gate to the 

falls, and her words were almost lost by the roar of water. “I’m leaving 

because another obsession my father has is the belief that a woman should 

stay in the home, look after children, cook the meals, and be supported by a 

husband. He won’t give me any responsibility in his business, even though 

I’m well qualified, and he will leave it to my fucking useless younger brother, 

who doesn’t know a flywheel from a spinning top. He will leave me a share in 

the contents of the house, and any investments he has. How medieval is 

that? God knows what will happen if he dies before my mother, for I can’t 

stand her. She is so weak.” She stopped talking, having realised she had said 

too much. Then she said more brightly, “Have you seen there’s a full moon 

rising. It’s very special to have the sun and moon visible at the same time. 

Let’s see the water.” 

The gate was closed, but Selene knew a way in she had used before. 

They walked along a muddy path to a viewing platform, and there the mighty 

power of the swollen river hit them. Jim had seen nothing like it before. There 

was no sign of the falls –just a torrent of wild-moving, white and brown water 

of such violence and speed that it overshot the top pool and dropped into the 

one below. The sound made speech impossible, and Jim turned in awe to 

speak to Selene, but she wasn’t there. She had given no sign; she had just 
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vanished. With some anxiety he went back to the gate, and found steep and 

slippery steps down to the torrent. There he saw Selene on a small platform 

that jutted into the maelstrom in the lower pool. He held his breath as water 

surged onto the concrete. What the hell was she doing holding a stupid, 

useless, open umbrella? 

“Selene! Selene! For God’s sake, come back! You’ll get swept away!” It 

was no use – she couldn’t hear anything over the roar. With great care, he 

edged down the steps, holding shrubs, and putting his hands on the ground to 

steady himself. The force of the spray almost knocked him over a few times, 

his clothes became soaked, and his ears felt numb from the blast of the 

water. When he reached the platform, he grabbed the low safety rail for 

support. 

The noise increased. Selene stood still on the wet concrete as if lost in 

deep thought, looking at the sky, the faint full moon, and the bright sun, 

unaware Jim had joined her. He went to her, and for the first time in over six 

years he felt a desire in his body and in his mind, at the sight of the young 

woman. Her clothes and hair were drenched, and her dress clung to her, 

outlining the shape of her legs, body, and small breasts with the hard nipples 

pushing through the weave of the thin cloth. The sun created a rainbow in the 

spray. Jim wanted to hold her but held back because he feared what her 

reaction might be. 

Selene noticed Jim and raises her arms towards the moon and 

shouted into his ear, “I am protected here. The soul of Sir John Wynn lies in 

this pool, where it will remain until he completes his penance.” She put a hand 

on Sloan’s chest and said, “You’ll learn more one day.” That touch made Jim 
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raise a hand towards her breast, but she moved back, shivered, and said 

abruptly, “I’m getting chilled. Let’s go to the car,” and she started climbing the 

steps, but Jim pulled her back, put his jacket around her shoulders and held 

her close to his body. There was no response from Selene, apart from, “Come 

on.” Jim was confused by Selene and his emotions. He started to stammer an 

apology, but Selene put a finger on his mouth and touched his cheek with her 

lips. 

“You’re not really of this valley.” 

“Why do you say that? My family has lived here for generations.” 

Selene looked at him. “I mean you’re not of the people here, of the 

blood, of the land.” 

Somewhat dismayed by her words Jim replied, “I’ve traced my 

ancestors back in the Conwy valley for over 350 years.” 

With a dismissive shrug Selene said, “That’s what I mean. You’re not of 

this land. You don’t belong here. What is time anyway? I have no interest in 

time. Now is what matters. Time means nothing to me”. This outburst left Jim 

confused as it contradicted her comments about his family roots in the valley. 

What is the matter with the woman? Jim made a move towards her, but she 

put up her hands. “I want you to understand that my body is my soul. I have 

no other faith. I do not preach. I am me. I change for no one. There is no 

heaven and no hell in my world. If people don’t like me then tough tits on 

them. I put no obligations on anyone and will accept no obligations.” She 

paused and looked Jim in the eyes. “You don’t understand but maybe one day 

you could. Let’s go.” 
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Jim pulled her back. His speech reflected the confusion in his mind. “I 

see a beautiful woman with her mind in turmoil, with jumbles of ideas that she 

cannot even speak of. Selene, what is it about this place? You are seeking 

some sort of self-discovery, and you’re so disorientated that you don’t know 

how to do it.” Selene pulled herself away without looking at Jim and walked to 

her car. 

They said little on the drive to Llandudno, and the only good thing 

about their journey was their clothes nearly dried in the hot sun. At the 

carpark, Jim struggled out of the car, and turned to say, ‘Thank you’, by which 

time the TR6 had moved away with Selene waving an arm in the air. Jim 

watched and wondered. He bought a mug of tea, found a bench on the 

promenade, and reflected on the day. 

He had never been out with a girl he would call beautiful. He’d known a 

few, but had always avoided getting close, most probably because of lack of 

confidence. Maybe Selene’s brashness was due to that. At first, he thought 

she was a tease, whose only object was to take the piss out of him, but when 

he went over the conversations, he began to see that she had many 

problems, amongst them bitterness, and maybe was seeking for a steadying 

relationship that she couldn’t yet identify or find. Bloody hell, he wished he 

hadn’t made a move to touch her and wondered whether her reaction was 

because she was emotionally cold, or due to his clumsy attempt to hold her. 

Not that it mattered now, as it was unlikely he’d see her again. But he wasn’t 

disappointed about that. He wouldn’t have known how to cope with her. Hell’s 

bells, he was glad to get away. 



158 
 

Selene had no such thoughts as she drove down Mostyn Street and 

turned on to Conway Road. She’d enjoyed the afternoon and had found Jim 

pleasant company. He had almost made her tell her secret about the dower 

house and the Falls and that worried her. However, she felt rather pleased 

with herself for keeping quiet and for leaving Jim quickly without a goodbye. 

She expected he was now intrigued and confused as that was what she had 

intended. 
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Chapter 19  The Meeting 

 

(i) 

 

Jim made no attempt to contact Edwyn as he suspected he would receive a 

call at some point and had no wish to waste time with a man who needed 

help but was arrogant enough to believe he was in charge of everything he 

dealt with. Jim had plenty to do rebuilding his business. He wrote to all his 

former clients telling them of what had happened and inviting them to contact 

him if they had any matters they wanted to discuss. He didn’t expect much 

success, but it was worth a try. In addition, to that he worked on developing a 

training scheme he had thought up in prison. 

He didn’t forget Edwyn completely. In the early days he had plenty of 

spare time and started to look into Edwyn’s activities. He could find no 

references on the internet, which reflected a desire for privacy. Carys and 

Alice provided some local gossip but nothing apart from the news that Selene 

was Edwyn’s eldest child nothing interested him, and he wondered why she 

hadn’t mentioned it. He had more success at Companies House where he 

found copies of the filed documents each of which was always submitted on 

the last day of the filing deadline. Edwyn took advantage of the small 

company exemptions, and the information on view was limited. What he 

found more interesting was the shareholders’ names in the Annual Return. If 

Edwyn did come back to him Jim would have a few questions to ask. 

After a month Jim received a telephone call from Edwyn asking for 

another meeting. He spoke in a way that Jim later came to know well. It took 
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the form of an oblique invitation that was not an invitation. He made no 

apology for his earlier behaviour. 

“I’ve thought about our chat at the fair and there may be something in 

what you say.” Jim did not respond and waited for Edwyn to continue. He 

thought the line had disconnected, then Edwyn spoke again. “It can be slow 

setting up a new business. You most probably don’t have all that much to 

do.”“I’ve plenty – it’s a busy time.” Another delay followed. 

“Um, um, um. That’s good. I just thought you may like to talk about a 

few things.” 

“Not really. You made your position clear. Unless you are requesting 

another meeting to discuss how I can help you?” 

“Um, um… well, yes, I suppose that’s it.” 

Jim knew what Edwyn was trying to do. He was attempting to get 

advice without paying for it. He skimmed through his empty diary. “Let me 

see, I can see you a week on Tuesday at 9.30.” 

“Could you make it 10.30?” 

“No, I can’t. In fact, nine would be better for me,” replied Jim, to which 

Edwyn agreed reluctantly. “Edwyn, I lost a half day’s work due to you playing 

games. I knew you were in the office, and the receptionist was lying. I studied 

business psychology at university and many of the training courses I ran dealt 

with it. You’re not very  good at it. I recognised straight away your clumsy 

attempt at one-upmanship. I’m happy to meet you so long as you don’t play 

more childish tricks. Do you agree?” Edwyn remained silent. He did not know 

how to respond to direct talk. He stuttered and tried to start a new 

conversation but agreed when Jim told him he would not attend otherwise. 
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(ii) 

 

On the day, Jim arrived ten minutes early for the meeting. Edwyn’s car 

was not outside the office. Scaffolding had gone up on the building and 

workmen milled around, so at least repairs were underway. The scatter-

brained receptionist was behind the sliding hatch and told Jim that Edwyn 

was expected. He arrived five minutes late, using a separate entrance, and if 

Jim had not heard the car outside no one would have known. Doris offered to 

make a cuppa, but Jim refused, remembering what happened the last time. 

Ten minutes later a message came for Jim to go upstairs. 

Jim followed wooden stairs up the dark well, taking care with the shaky 

bannisters and squeaky, uneven steps. The corridor had two doors; one 

marked with ‘EWJ’. He knocked but didn’t wait for an answer before entering. 

The original door had fibreboard and hardboard attached to each side, 

making it about a foot thick in a crude attempt at soundproofing. Jim’s 

reaction was Edwyn must be paranoid about privacy, and full of self-

importance. The man stood up from a threadbare armchair, covered by a 

stained blue fabric. Edwyn offered Jim an upright, hard-backed chair, from 

which he had to move a pile of old newspapers and to Edwyn’s annoyance he 

placed them on the desk that took up about half the room. With the little game 

over they sat down and talked a few pleasantries. 

Edwyn explained his background, and the life he had as a child. He did 

well at school and thought of going into law, but did not get high enough 

grades, and he would have struggled financially anyway. He was apprenticed 
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to farming machinery engineers. He resented deeply the deprivations his 

parents suffered in the mill. He droned on about how he made his wealth and 

bought the mill to show he had made money. He did not make a success of it 

and had agreed to sell it for a good profit. Edwyn claimed he had never 

recommended anyone should be made redundant, but his conscience did not 

seem to be troubled that fifty of his former employees would be sacked 

immediately by the new owners. He retained a separate single storey shed for 

the engineering business, and the former manager’s house for the office. 

Jim prompted him about his family and staff. Edwyn didn’t mention his 

wife, but said he had three children, two of whom worked in the company. Jim 

asked about the “blonde girl” and got a curt “She left” response. “I understand 

she’s your elder daughter, so you have four children?”  

“She left,” Edwyn repeated. 

“Everything is doing well,” said Edwyn. “The firm has plenty of orders, 

the business is growing, the bank supports me; I employ good staff and have 

excellent children in the business.” He had habit of sweeping his right hand 

upwards, (much like a Nazi salute, Jim thought), as a way of emphasising 

how much money he had made. Edwyn had a tic of constantly looking at a 

clock on the wall opposite his desk, as if he wanted to end the meeting or to 

be somewhere else.  

Jim was not encouraged by what he had heard and seen. The state of 

the offices, unimpressive staff, and an insecure owner with possible mental 

issues, who boasted about his achievements in ways that belittled others, 

worried him. Most probably a bully as well. Jim expected Edwyn would offer 
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him a job and made an excuse to leave before that happened. But Edwyn 

kept talking. 

Jim interrupted with some difficulty “Who are your talking to?” 

Wynn-Jenkyns looked at Jim with his mouth open. “Um, um, I’m talking 

to you.” 

“No, you’re not – you’re talking at me, and I’m not interested. I haven’t 

been listening for the last few minutes, or hadn’t you noticed?” Jim had a 

reputation for making abrupt interruptions. It broke into useless conversations 

and helped him judge the character of the speaker. He was not impressed by 

Wynn-Jenkyns. “You’ve talked a lot, but you haven’t said what you want from 

me. Why am I here?” 

“You wanted to see me.” 

“No, if you remember, you asked me to come.” 

Wynn-Jenkyns stuttered again. “The bank says I need someone to 

bring more professionalism into the business__ 

“Is the bank right? Is that what you want? You seem to be someone 

who doesn’t like taking advice.” 

In his discomfort, Wynn-Jenkyns looked at the wall clock again, and 

then at his wristwatch. More stuttering came, then, “I wouldn’t say that. I need 

to think about it. I built this business from nothing__ 

Jim interrupted again. “Edwyn, you’ve told me that already. Now you 

need to tell me what you want me to do, if anything. Never mind what the 

bank wants, what do you want, it’s your business? I am not joining you with 

an unclear brief of my role.” 
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A look of irritation crossed Wynn-Jenkyns face. He didn’t like being 

spoken to like this. He didn’t like Sloan. He didn’t like the bank interfering with 

his business. He didn’t like his children. He was a realist though, and knew he 

would have to give way, and admit a weakness for the second time in his life. 

If he employed Sloan, it would keep the bank away, and he could keep Jim 

away from anything that mattered. “I want a successful business that makes 

lots of money. I don’t want it for me, I won’t benefit___” Jim raised a hand, and 

Wynn-Jenkyns stopped. “Alright. I know what I want, but I don’t know what I 

need to get there. That’s the help I’m after.” 

“Thank you, that’s a breakthrough,” said Jim, with relief. “Assuming we 

agree my fees, I suggest I prepare an outline for us to discuss. I’ll need to 

speak to your staff, including your children, examine your accounts, and look 

at the bank facility documents. I’ll work three days a week and should have 

something for you in a fortnight after I start.” 

Edwyn had looked uncomfortable at the mention of the fee. Jim held 

his ground about it, and after an unnecessary half hour of discussion got what 

he wanted. He would start on the Monday of the following week. He felt 

pleased with himself and looked forward to a few days’ work at the company 

before settling down to his training courses again. 

“A final question. I see you are the only family shareholder in the 

company, with 15%. The rest are registered in the names of two trustee at the 

London address of McGuire, Antonionis, and Staples. Is it a discretionary 

trust? If so, who are the likely beneficiaries? I have used Antonionis – how did 

you meet him?” 
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Edwyn did not answer. Instead, he shuffled amongst papers on his 

desk and said, “I’ve studied the question of monopolies in Tudor England. 

They were like modern professional monopolies – solicitors and surveyors in 

particular.”  

“Sorry, Edwyn. Your comparison is well off target. Not for me thank 

you.” Another distraction attempt failed, and he pushed back the chair, stood 

up and left the office. 

 

(iii) 

 

As Jim returned to his car, he had a feeling of uncertainty. Edwyn hadn’t 

asked him any questions about his background and experience. Dempster 

and Antonionis with connections to Wynn-Jenkyns? That’s more than 

coincidence. He could understand a link to Dempster as Liverpool is the 

nearest financial centre. But why have London solicitors to act as trustees? 

That didn’t make any sense.  
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Chapter 20   Dempster Again 

 

Jim called Dempster the following day and told him he had met Edwyn, and 

how difficult he had found it to get any sort of sense out of him. “This was the 

second attempt to see him. The first time he pretended he was busy, so I 

stayed a few minutes and left. Yesterday we had a meeting – of sorts. He kept 

repeating himself, coming back to the same subjects, and it seemed his only 

objective was to screw me down on my charges, and to denigrate all my 

experience. What a weird man he is. Full of his own achievements and giving 

no credit to anyone else. He gave the impression everything was all right and 

didn’t want anyone to help him. God, you should see his office. I can’t believe 

anyone can work in a rat hole like that. Is he a bit autistic? I couldn’t keep him 

on one topic for more than a few minutes, but when he spoke, he went on for 

ages into the minutest detail of what he had done and how no one was better 

than him. In the end I told him, politely, I was wasting my time and stood up to 

leave.” 

“He’s certainly an odd bird”, said Dempster. “I don’t know what 

spectrum he’s on but he’s certainly weird. I should have told you to be tough 

with him, but it seemed you found that out by yourself.” 

“He gave the impression you and he knew each other rather well – 

social events and things like that.” 

“Hardly,” said Dempster. “We’ve met at a couple of bank dinners, but 

I’ve never got to know him. He’s not the person who lets you know him. You 

had a good try with him, anyway.” 
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The bugger’s lying again. “I did more than that,” said Jim. “Before I 

closed the door, he was out of his chair and asked me sit down again. He said 

he’d been testing me! When he realised I was prepared to walk away it was 

easy to agree terms with him. I start on Monday. I reminded him I don’t stand 

deviousness and if he tries it again I’ll leave for good.” 

After a slight pause Dempster said, “That’s bloody marvellous. It looks 

as if he does need you after all. It surprises me mind you, - he’s a ditherer. 

You won’t find it easy – he’ll most probably test your frustration levels. Well 

done.” Another pause followed as Dempster thought of his next comment. 

“Jim, will you do something for me? Seeing I helped you get the position you 

could be useful to me.” Jim greeted this with silence. “Look, Jim, I did you a 

favour, now you could do one for me.” 

After a short delay Jim said, “I’m grateful to you for giving me the lead 

– what do you want?” 

“I would like to buy Edwyn’s business, and now I’ve got you on the 

inside you can be a great help to me with information about customers, 

suppliers, profits, cash flow, and the rest___” 

Jim was aghast. “John, I don’t believe what you just said. You don’t 

have me ‘on the inside’. How long have we known each other? You were my 

closest confidant, and you think I’m the sort of person who would breach 

every moral rule I have followed in business. I’m astounded at you___” 

“I’ll make it worth your while___” 

He didn’t have time to finish the sentence. Jim disconnected the call, 

stood looking at the handset and gasping deeply as he tried to make some 

sense of what had just happened. He now knew the man he had trusted for 
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so long really was a disreputable shit. His memory kept flashing back to 

before his arrest and many wild theories gave him a disturbed and sleepless 

night. Dempster, Antonionis and Wynn-Jenkyns – what’s the link between 

them? 
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Part 2 

Some are who did appear 

Intent on wily schemes 

By craft and tricking means 

In pangs of affliction 

To wrong the innocent 

 

Taliesen, in The Mabinogion 
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Chapter 21   Idris and Lowri 

 

(i) 

 

Edwyn did not appear in the office during the two weeks of Jim’s work. The 

slovenly receptionist, who informed him her name was Lauren, treated Jim 

with great mistrust and once again told him his name was not in the diary, and 

she had no idea where Edwyn was or when he would come in. According to 

Doris, the cleaner and collector and retainer of gossip, it was unheard of for 

Edwyn to be absent for so long. As time went on she said the atmosphere 

became more relaxed not having him wandering about causing confusion. 

The staff could concentrate on their jobs without having to deal with silly 

questioning and attending time-wasting meetings. Jim learnt quickly that 

although Doris was the most junior employee she had more common sense 

and perception than many of her seniors and he could rely on her to speak 

openly. 

 Jim wondered whether Edwyn was playing another psychological game 

or whether he had some reason for not wanting Jim to do the work they had 

agreed. Or was it just bad manners? The reception shutter had slammed 

closed, and Jim was left standing in the narrow hallway thinking of his next 

move. He heard a soft noise over his shoulder and turning saw Doris 

mouthing something and pointing towards the front door. After a little more 

miming he realised he was directed to the untidy office he saw on his first 

visit. 
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 The door was partly open, and he knocked and receiving no response 

pushed it open. The office was disorganised, and an untidy young man sat 

behind a computer monitor and keyboard and didn’t lift his eyes or head when 

Jim walked in. 

“Yes?” 

“I’m Jim Sloan. Edwyn has arranged for me to do two weeks’ work 

here.” 

“Don’t know anything about it. You’ll have to speak to him.” 

“He’s not in and no one knows when he’s due back.” 

“Sorry, can’t help you then.” As far as the untidy man was concerned 

that was the end of the conversation, but Jim persisted. 

“What’s your name? 

At last, the man showed some attention to his visitor. “I’m Idris Wynn-

Jenkyns, Edwyn’s elder son. I’m the financial controller What do you want?” 

“It appears I want you. May I come in?” 

 

(ii) 

 

That first meeting proved difficult for both Idris and Jim. The former 

didn’t believe a word of what Jim told him and looked on him as a potential 

conman whose objective was to take advantage of Edwyn’s absence. Jim 

asked Lauren to vouch for his earlier visits and Doris did her bit to help. 

Eventually, Idris gave way and asked Jim to explain what his brief was. As 

Edwyn rarely put anything in writing this became the next obstacle, and Jim 

had to make do with his notes. 



172 
 

“I am here because the bank had concerns about its security and 

wants an experienced person to carry out a brief review of the business, in 

particular why it is profitable but appears to have some liquidity difficulties.” At 

the last comment Jim noticed Idris gave a slight wriggle in his chair, but the 

man said nothing. By the end, an hour of talking an uneasy tolerance had 

developed between the two that was helped by Idris learning of Jim’s recent 

background. A short time later Idris changed to a state of helpfulness, a most 

unusual condition for him but it would take another week before he showed 

any trust in Jim. 

“Why don’t I show you around the business? There’s just Lauren and 

Doris downstairs, who you’ve met, so we’ll go upstairs to meet my younger 

sister, Lowri.” He led the way up the creaky stairs and knocked on the door 

opposite Edwyn’s and walked in without waiting. 

“This is my sister, Lowri. She is in charge of collecting debts, paying 

suppliers, and sorting out problems. In the corner is Anne, who is Lowri’s 

assistant.” Jim felt he looked at Lowri a little too long for he was stunned by 

her likeness to Selene. Whilst her features were similar they were much softer 

and more attractive. He spent a few minutes talking to Lowri and said he’d 

like to speak to her about the jobs she did. Idris interrupted abruptly, “Right, 

let’s go into the workshop and meet the people there.” 

Jim knew little about agricultural machinery, but he recognised the 

high-quality steel the company used. The foreman, Ned Longton, showed 

them around the shed and explained the work they did. Under Ned there were 

four full-time male mechanics and a female clerk. As they walked off the shop 

floor Jim turned to Ned and said, “What do you do with the metal offcuts and 
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scrap?” He caught Ned’s hesitation and the quick glance he made towards 

Idris before replying. 

“You’ll have to speak to Edwyn about that. He arranges for disposing of 

all the scrap.” Does he now? thought Jim. They had a look around the outside 

storage areas and then walked back to Idris’s office where Doris brought in 

two mugs of tea. “The workplace is tidy and clean and looks well-organised,” 

said Jim. 

“Yes, Ned is a stickler for order and controls. He objects to people 

wandering round who have no tasks to do.” 

“Is that why he was touchy when I mentioned scrap? It was something 

he didn’t want to talk about.” 

After a slight hesitation Idris said, “Yes, I noticed that. Maybe he felt 

you were intruding into his space. Why are you so interested in scrap 

anyway? We have good record for recovery.” 

“Mmm, that’s good. Often it is something businesses forget about. 

Have you time to talk now?  

 “I’m busy today and tomorrow but could see you any time on 

Wednesday.” The arrangement was made, and Jim left with a request that 

Ned find some time for him tomorrow. He went upstairs to see if Lowri would 

see him and there he had more success. 

 

(iii) 

 

Unlike the other members of the family Lowri was approachable, 

pleasant to speak to and open with her comments. She seemed to have no 
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rancour with her junior position in the business and was happy to get on with 

her work. She had chosen Anne herself despite opposition from her father, 

who had tried to thrust someone else into the job. 

They spent a few hours talking and Lowri explained how the systems 

worked. Jim found nothing wrong with what Lowri had set up but noted 

concerns about delays in the payment of creditors and the amount of extra 

credit some customers took. Anne had an early lunch and Lowri became 

more forthright in her responses to Jim’s questions. 

Cash was always tight. Often she had difficulty balancing the funds 

Idris said he had with the demands from suppliers; it was stressful at times, 

and she received occasional threats to stop supplying and even vocal abuse. 

She often had arguments with Idris, but he always claimed he had to rely on 

Edwyn for the money. Some debtors caused problems, nearly all of them 

where Edwyn had set the terms. 

“Tell me about the battle you had to appoint Anne?” 

For the first time Lowri hesitated. Jim smiled at her, and she turned her 

face away. “It may be important to help me understand the business,” 

encouraged Jim. Lowri kept her eyes averted and fiddled with a pencil. A 

gentle movement of her shoulders and slight sigh told Jim she was about to 

speak. 

“Please don’t tell anyone I told you this. It caused an enormous row at 

the time with Dad. Idris was more or less on my side, and my husband 

wanted me to leave if Dad had got his way.” Lowri then told the story with 

initial embarrassment and then growing confidence. 
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“I asked for an assistant as I could not cope with the family, the 

business disputes, and my normal work. Idris and I agreed we would 

advertise for someone, but Dad was adamant he knew a person with great 

experience who had just been made redundant. Dad said she’d earned 

£30,000 a year and had a BMW automatic provided by her employer. Now he 

wanted to push her into a job that paid £12,000. To keep him quiet we agreed 

to see the woman so long as he did not come into the interview – he was not 

happy about that, but we insisted.” 

Lowri took a deep breath as she cleared in her mind what to say next. 

“When she came into the room Idris and I couldn’t believe someone would 

come to an interview appearing the way she did. She was squat, fat, and had 

enormous breasts…” Lowri stumbled a bit and continued with a sign of anger 

in her voice … “Her dress was well above her fat knees, and she hitched it up 

further as she sat down. To make it worse, she wore a tight-fitting pullover 

with a tiger’s face on the front.” She hesitated again, just for a second. “The 

eyes matched the position of her…” - she stopped again waiting for her voice 

to calm, and she waved her hands in front of her breast; “…nipples -  she was 

appropriate for a low pub where big boobs might sell more beer. She was 

disgusting. Idris and I had an enormous fight with Dad afterwards when we 

refused to employ her, and Dad keeps going on about it. I don’t understand 

him.” 

Jim understood very well, and the story gave him an interesting insight 

into Edwyn’s character. By the time he and Lowri had finished talking he had 

made her see the funny side of the incident and they ended up laughing 
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about it. It was good to have broken the ice with at least one member of the 

Wynn-Jenkyns family. 

 

(iv) 

 

Gaining the confidence of Idris proved more difficult. He was guarded 

and resentful about his position in the business and the way his father ran it. 

The meeting on the Wednesday helped produce a form of rapport but Idris 

disclosed nothing of particular interest and that, Jim suspected, was because 

Edwyn did not trust his son with anything that was confidential. 

Idris recorded all bank transactions in a cash book. He or Anne made 

the bankings at the branch in Llandudno. Idris decided which suppliers got 

paid, but Edwyn was the only signatory on cheques. Whilst Idris was 

explaining the cash book to him Jim spotted payments that had no details. 

“What are these for?” 

“Don’t know. Dad makes them to Penrhos Bank. He never tells me 

beforehand. The first I know is when the bank statement arrives. I’ve given up 

asking him ‘cos I can never get a straight answer from him; can’t get any sort 

of answer in fact. It makes a bugger of the cash flow – sometimes I don’t 

know where I can get money to pay wages.” 

“Does anything ever come back?” 

“Not really. Sometimes small credits arrive that seem to be for interest. 

Apart from those there’s nothing.” 

Jim pressed a little further. “What about the auditors – don’t they ask 

for information?” 
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“The company is “small” and doesn’t need an audit. A firm of 

accountants in Llandudno prepare the year-end accounts and sends them to 

Companies House and the Inland Revenue. I’m not allowed to get involved.” 

 “Have you looked at the company file at Companies House? 

 “No, I’m not interested. If Dad wants to run the business like GCHQ that’s 

up to him. I get on with my job. He pays me well and that’s what interests 

me.” Jim did not reply. In his mind he compared the negativity Idris showed 

with the erratic dynamism of Selene and the gentler ability of Lowri. He 

wondered whether he would get to meet Emrys. 

He spent the next four days finding out how the business ran. This 

involved examining systems for estimating, costing, ordering, purchasing, 

payroll, stock control, and dispatching. Lowri gave him the names and 

addresses of some of the largest suppliers and customers, and Jim chose 

half a dozen to drive past to get an idea of what they did. One name was that 

of Emrys Wynn-Jenkyns, who had a small unit on an industrial estate in 

Conwy. 

By the end of the second week Jim had finished his report apart from a 

few minor matters he had to check which he dealt with over the weekend. He 

had tried a few times to contact Edwyn without success. No one in the office 

had heard from him since Jim arrived and had no idea when he would return. 

On the Monday after he finished, with the report under his arm, Jim drove to 

the factory in the mid-morning and Edwyn’s car was outside. He greeted Idris 

and Doris, climbed the stairs, put his head around Lowri’s door to say hello, 

knocked on Edwyn’s door and walked in. Edwyn was behind a pile of papers 

on his desk and looked up in shock when he saw Jim. 
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“Hello, Edwyn. You’ve been incredibly quiet for the last two weeks. I 

had thought you would be around to give me guidance.” 

“Um, I was called away, very important,” mumbled Edwyn. 

“And you didn’t think to tell me or your children?” No response came 

from the agitated Edwyn. “Never mind. Your people were most helpful, and I 

obtained a great deal of information.” Edwyn looked startled. “So, I was able 

to complete my report without input from you. I’ve listed lots of questions that 

you should look at. There are considerable weaknesses in all departments, 

but I am sure you know that. Unfortunately, because you control all the strings 

I couldn’t come up with any recommendations of substance. Does the 

company’s bank know the purpose of the money you transfer to Penrhos 

Bank?” Edwyn’s face turned white at the mention of Penrhos, and a 

spluttering sound came from him as he tried to reply. Jim ignored him and 

said, “I’ve included my invoice with my report – payment in seven days if you 

wouldn’t mind, please. If you need me to explain anything in my report you 

know where I am.” With that Jim left the office and drove back to Tyn-y-Groes. 
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Chapter 22  The Fort 

 

(i) 

 

Jim had never doubted himself not even during his trial and imprisonment. 

Through those harrowing years, he had always believed he would be 

acquitted, and he came to accept imprisonment as a temporary and 

inconvenient loss of freedom. He had spent his time in academic studying 

and had devised training courses to help prisoners adapt to life outside. He 

had expected some difficult adjustments, but he had not anticipated 

everything that had confronted him. 

The attempt to run him off the road caused the most questions and 

although he tried to push it out of his mind, he had disturbing dreams about it. 

His realisation that Dempster was an untrustworthy man hit him hard. Meeting 

Selene had caused a sense of uncertainty in his ability to assess people. He 

supposed talking with Edwyn had restored some self-confidence but the 

connection between Edwyn, Antonionis and Dempster had created another 

problem area for him. All of these had occasionally displaced Sam, the baby 

and their deaths from his thoughts. 

He couldn’t believe how much he missed Sam and her practical and 

logical mind. He missed the way she could spot and sort out difficulties he 

had not seen, annoying as that had been on occasions. As time passed the 

hurt had lessened and solving the problem of the car accident slipped deeper 

into his mind. It was just part of the whirl of issues that floated in his mind in 

the days after his meeting with Edwyn. One morning when Jim lingered over 
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breakfast Carys said, “Cariad, I’ve not seen you look so miserable before. 

Can I help?”  

Jim paused. “I have a lot on my mind, not least the work I did for 

Wynn-Jenkyns.” 

“If you think I can help let me know. I’m only across the yard. You could 

do with some colour in your cheeks, you look pale. Why don’t you go for a 

walk tomorrow? – I’ll make some sandwiches.” 

“I think I’ve walked most of the interesting tracks and places___” 

“You haven’t been to Pen-y-Gaer,” interjected Carys. 

“Pen-y-Gaer? I’ve heard of it – it’s an ancient fort, isn’t it? Where is it?” 

“Something like that. It’s a bit isolated, but it’s only a few miles away. 

The quickest way is to take the Dolgarrog road. But if you want an interesting 

route away from traffic, go through the village towards Ro Wen and then 

follow the signs to Llanbedr y Cennin. It’s a winding road and it will tire you 

out.” 

“Good idea. I’ll think about it.” 

Frustration with Edwyn’s lack of interest caused Jim great annoyance. 

He hadn’t felt emotions like that before and wasn’t sure whether to keep 

involved with the man if he offered him more work. He didn’t dislike Edwyn 

and recognised he had a number of positive traits, one of which was his 

apparent ability to make money. Jim found his character fascinating, 

particularly the self-belief in his own opinions and the disparaging manner in 

which he ignored the views of people whom he considered lower than himself 

in status and wealth. He had a sycophantic interest in seeking out anyone 
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who was richer or of a higher position in the misguided belief he would obtain 

social or financial advantage from the contacts with them. 

Because of the directness of his report on the business and the 

highlighting of its poor management Jim thought he’d not get more work from 

Edwyn. If so, it didn’t bother him - it would give him more time to concentrate 

on his education projects. Even so, he would love to look further into the 

psyche of the man and what made him so obnoxious and yet so interesting. 

He had never come across a person like Edwyn before and was sure he 

could learn a great deal from him. 

He decided to put Edwyn behind him and to have a week off. Despite 

living much of his early life in Conwy and having walked and climbed in the 

area he had never visited the Iron Age hill fort at Pen-y Gaer. Abandoned 

before the Romans came it held an impressive position in a solitary area west 

of the valley, high on the hills above the village of Castell. The weather looked 

set fine for a few days, so tomorrow would be the day.  

 

(ii) 

 

“Carys, I’m going to follow your idea to walk to Pen-y-Gaer tomorrow. 

Would you make me a snack and a flask of coffee please?” 

“I know I said it, but you wouldn’t catch me going up there. It’s 

supposed to be an evil place.” 

“Now you tell me! What do you mean by evil?” Jim asked with a tease 

in his voice. 



182 
 

Carys didn’t reply. Jim noticed Alice watching her, and then she turned 

to him. “Round about here it’s said the Ancients lived there and they carried 

out human sacrifices, torture, that sort of thing. It’s supposed to be a bad 

place.” 

Jim was not going to let this go without showing up their silly 

superstitions, particularly as Carys had suggested it in the first place. “Have 

you been there?” Both said they hadn’t. He shook his head at them in 

amusement, “How do you know there were human sacrifices?” They didn’t 

reply. “So, you’re relying on old gossip are you?” Jim said he would leave 

about 10am and went back to his cottage to spend the evening reading. 

The next morning, he collected the sandwiches and flask from Carys 

and said he would have lunch at the pub at Llanbedr-y-Cennin – he couldn’t 

remember the name___ 

“The Sun Inn,” prompted Alice. 

“That’s it. I’ll take the road round to the west until I reach the gate and 

then follow the path to the fort, have your snack there, and then come down 

the hill to Dolgarrog and walk home. What do you think – eight to 10 miles?” 

Carys spoke again. “I’m not happy you’re going by yourself but you’re 

as stubborn as my Gavin; he says you should take warm clothing and 

waterproofs and not to get caught by the weather. It changes quickly up there, 

so be careful.” Having given her advice, she turned and went into the kitchen. 

Alice lingered a little longer then gave Jim a broad smile and followed. 

Jim was an experienced climber and had prepared himself well for his 

walk. On mountains he had seen weather change in minutes from searing 

heat to thunderstorms and he never took anything for granted. 
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(iii) 

 

The narrowness of the road took Jim by surprise; he felt he could touch the 

hedgerows on either side if he stretched out both arms. The danger for a 

pedestrian was obvious, and he kept to the grass verges as much as he could 

and twice came close to being hit by fast moving vehicles. The lane, for it was 

no better than that, was a roller coaster of sharp climbs, descents, and tight 

turns. The hedges reminded him of the sunken roads of Cheshire and Devon, 

and the air trapped in the hollows became exhausting in the heat. He wished 

he had taken the main road, level and easy, towards Dolgarrog. Occasionally, 

a break appeared in the hedges, and he got beautiful views of the magnificent 

scenery. He consoled himself with the thought of refreshment at The Sun.  

He finished his water before he came to the steep climb to Llanbedr-y-

Cennin when he realised how challenging it would be to reach the village. The 

road had narrowed, and farm traffic came along it, sometimes blocking all of it 

and the verges. Jim was devasted to find the pub closed. He could hear an 

electric motor whirring from somewhere in the building, but all the doors and 

windows were locked, and the carpark was empty. He could see the mound of 

Pen y Gaer bearing down on the village, and it felt as if it were teasing him. 

He was exhausted and dehydrated and thought he hadn’t the energy to 

continue.  

“Are you alright? You look done in.” 

“I’m walking up to Pen-y-Gaer and hoped to have a drink and a snack 

at the pub, but it’s closed.” 
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“I think they’re away. I haven’t seen anyone about for a few days. I’ll 

make you a cup of tea.” She led him to a smart, white-washed terraced 

cottage on the other side of the road and continued chatting as she put the 

kettle on. “It’s not the best day to go up to the fort. You’ll need plenty of water 

or else you’ll dry out. I’ve lived in the village – it’s not a village really is it, just 

a collection of houses? - for 40 years and I’ve been up there twice. I’ll be 

gorgeous today with the sun shining but I found the place rather sinister; I 

can’t say why, maybe it was the thought that people lived and died their 

thousands of years ago.” 

Jim found a chance to break in. “Which is the best way to get there?” 

“You should go straight up through the village; the lane eventually 

climbs round to the west and where the road flattens out you’ll find a gate. It’s 

a steep climb on the lane but you’ll find some shelter. Once you start the walk 

to the fort, the land is completely open, and you’ll have another climb to the 

summit. Take care – you could get heat stroke in this weather.” The kind 

woman filled Jim’s water bottles and watched him disappear up the hill. 

 

(iv) 

 

The lane was steep and narrow, and the higher he climbed the more 

broken and difficult the surface became. Jim had relief in places from shade 

of small woods of oak, but as he climbed, the trees became more sparse and 

the hedgerows lower. Scattered houses and farmsteads disappeared, and the 

green sheep pastures gave way to moorland. Always, the rounded peak of 

Pen-y-Gaer, covered in heather, bracken and grass mocked him as he made 
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slow progress towards it. The struggle was almost too much for him, but by 

good fortune the driver of a Defender going to an outdoor pursuit centre 

stopped and saved him the anguish of the last half mile and 300 feet. He 

sheltered in the shade of a stunted tree before starting the final walk and 

climb to the fort. 

The weather started to change. The sky remained clear, but he could 

feel an increase in humidity, a threat of rain and possibly a storm. He didn’t 

want to be caught on the mountain if a storm came and hurried towards the 

fort. The effort over the rough path and the climb almost broke him and he 

was gasping for breath when he reached the ancient entrance. The woman in 

the village had warned him about the ankle-breaking stones stuck in the 

ground as protection and he managed to find his way without injury. 

As he passed the sites of ancient huts he felt a shiver in his body. He 

couldn’t explain it – the sun shone, the temperature remained high, and 

persistent biting insects started to take an interest in him. Maybe it was his 

mind and persistent responding to the impressive walls of the hill that ancient 

tribes had embellished with ramparts to make an imposing and threatening 

place of security and dominance. He couldn’t imagine how long it took or how 

many people were involved in building it. The enormity of the place must 

mean it had been of great significance to those people. Large stones had 

been moved from God-knows where to make banks and battlements that rose 

above his head into the blue of the afternoon sky. 

Jim shivered again. He took off his rucksack, rummaged inside for the 

flask, and poured a cup of water. He loved to sit and experience the feel of 

isolated landscapes with only the sounds of Nature to distract him, far away 
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from dream-destroying pollution and noise. He found a dry, moss-covered 

rock to sit on and looked at the mountains of Snowdonia far away to the west, 

and then his eyes followed the long ridge that ran to the nearer Carneddau 

peaks. All the mountains seemed hazy as if a mist had started to obscure 

them. The changing weather may not be a good sign, and his mind made 

plans to cut short his visit if the mist spread further.  

The mist continued to move towards him and started to take a peculiar 

shape. The sky showed touches of diffused pastel pink and yellow, that 

allowed a few glimpses of blue to show through. He noticed a slight change in 

the lower clouds as the shades took on a much stronger tones. He thought it 

was a trick of the light as the frail shades changed in structure and intensity. 

He knew changes in cloud patterns could give impressions of unusual shapes 

and colours and he watched with fascination as the formation came towards 

him.  

A pair of mallards distracted him as they flew across the moorland, 

landed a few hundred yards away, and started to preen themselves. It was 

some minutes before he looked at the sky again. What he saw made him sit 

upright, for a speck of black had appeared low on the horizon and slowly it 

began to grow in size and strength of colour. This was no ordinary cloud. At 

first he thought it was smoke, but he had never seen smoke act in that way. 

As it came towards him it spread out and took on the rough shape of a 

triangle or arrowhead, and it started to darken the whole sky. He had seen 

nothing like it, and was still convinced it was smoke but where was it coming 

from?  
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Wider and lower it grew, and the sunlight finally disappeared. The 

temperature dropped suddenly but sweat poured off his body despite the 

intense cold. He tried to move but his muscles didn’t work. Uneasiness 

changed quickly to a panic that seemed to grip his soul. The cloud reached 

over him in closed grey and black rolling patterns like a turbulent sea breaking 

on a shore. No sounds came. 

 

(v) 

 

He waited. Nothing happened. He was alive. He opened his eyes a 

little and saw the same dark cloud moving around him. He looked more 

closely and started to move his cold and stiff arms. Something had changed. 

Yes something had definitely changed. Silence remained but he sensed a 

movement. Then another, and another and before long he was surrounded by 

shapes, grey and indistinct outlines of what he thought may be men, women 

and children watching him. He felt an impulsive urge to move, and turned 

towards the ramparts, passed stunted trees and followed by his blurred 

companions started the long, steep climb. He felt no tiredness as he walked. 

When he came to level ground he stopped, and the wraith-like figures came 

around him again. There they stood in silence. 

He noticed a glow coming through the blackness in front of him. Slowly 

a passageway formed through the cloud and Jim saw a clear space in which 

a fierce fire burnt. An unseen pressure moved him towards it and then he 

heard the crackling and spitting sound of wood burning. He felt a deep and 

horrifying fear as he realised he was not in a dream but was looking at the 
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means of his gruesome and painful death. He started soundless screaming 

and crying and shook his fists in futile anger as he fought the grip of the 

captors. His eyelids ached from smoke, the strain of watching the glare of the 

fire, as he sought a way of escape. He forced himself to close them for he 

didn’t want to see his final moments. No sound came apart from wood 

burning. He waited. 

 

(vi) 

 

He sensed movement around him again. He looked at the fire and saw 

a writhing figure twisting in agony in the flames. The smell of burning flesh 

came to his nostrils, and he turned his head away in disgust. The burning 

person made no sound. 

A shape detached from the crowd and moved towards him. It was 

clearer than the others and he could make out a female form. As she came 

nearer Jim saw a dagger held upright in her left hand and blood trickling 

across her fingers. The terror in his mind returned and he started to struggle 

once more. The woman came up to him, and he stared with dread into a 

beautiful face. “Selene?” he screamed. She looked deep into  his eyes but 

showed no recognition. The only change to her face was a slight movement 

of her lips as if she may have tried to smile. She lifted her right hand and 

placed it on Jim’s breast. She raised her left hand, and Jim felt the blade 

touch the side of his neck. At that moment, a gentle breeze moved across his 

face. A look of alarm showed on the face of the apparition, the knife fell from 

its fingers, and Jim saw the flesh change into putrid pieces of decaying skin 
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that fell to the ground from her skull and arms. Jim vomited in horror. Some 

force moved the spectre away and it was absorbed into the amorphous group 

of figures that then disappeared in a silent spiral into the ground. Grey and 

black were the dominant colours that filled the empty space. Still no sounds 

reached the fort. Jim felt he had looked up into the heart of a monster and for 

some unknown reason had survived. The cloud shape started to take a new 

form - the black became less overbearing, and the grey started to change to 

lighter, less threatening tones. He could see small patches of blue in the sky. 

He watched in wonder as the forces of Nature began to destroy the beast that 

had engulfed him. High altitude winds whipped the edges into distorted 

shapes; lower winds split it up into fragments and blew them away to the far 

north.  

A group of Explorer Scouts discovered Jim lying on the grass. Blood 

from a cut to his neck had trickled on to the collar of his parka and dried. The 

scouts had enjoyed the stiff walk up the hill from Castell and had set the fort 

as a place to recover from the exertion and the hot sun. They were really 

shocked when they saw the prone body. Trained in the basics of first aid, they 

quickly established he was alive, brought him to consciousness and treated 

the ragged scratch on his neck. No trees were visible, and no remnant of a 

fire showed on the ground. The decaying flesh and Jim’s vomit had vanished 

from the grass. The scouts said no mist or cloud had covered the hill that 

afternoon. 

As he pushed himself upright Jim felt a hardness under his knees. He 

pulled at the grass and found there the rusted remains of an iron dagger. With 

great care he took it in his hands and wrapped it in clothing when he collected 
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his rucksack. The two mallards were enjoying a sleep in the sunshine. As he 

slowly recovered Jim thanked the scout leader for the assistance but refused 

the offer to escort him to Castell. His tiredness had gone, and he felt fit 

enough to walk down the hill to the main road and where he hoped to catch a 

bus back to Tyn-y-Groes. He remembered he still had the sandwiches Carys 

had given him. He found a shaded bench near the road, ate them, then fell 

asleep. 
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Chapter 23   Memories 

 

(i) 

 

A storm developed overnight of unseasonal intensity and rain hit with a 

battering force that shook the buildings, rattled windows, and blew soot down 

the chimneys. It brought Mr Parry out of his warm bed to secure loose 

equipment that was being dragged across the farmyard. Lightning brought 

ghostly flashes into Jim’s bedroom. He didn’t notice the storm for he struggled 

with problems of his own - a nightmare had started; it was far more frightening 

than any he had suffered before. It was not about his dead wife and baby. He 

saw mists, faint unearthly figures moving about him, a body thrashing in the 

flames of a fire. Worst of all he saw a beautiful face and a dagger that slashed 

his neck. He heard himself scream and woke as lightning dazzled his eyes 

and thunder boomed. He didn’t know where he was and lay in his bed with 

the sweat of fear all over his body, his back hunched, and his limbs coiled up 

for protection. 

 

(ii) 

 

“Alice, have you seen Jim this morning? He hasn’t been for breakfast 

yet.” 

“No. Maybe he’s having a lie in. He was tired after his walk yesterday.” 

“He didn’t look too good, a bit in another world, most unlike him. Just 

pop to the cottage and see if you can find him. He’s only got 20 minutes.” 
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Carys continued clearing the tables and taking dishes into the kitchen. 

“I couldn’t get a reply,” said Alice. “I knocked on the cottage door, and then 

louder, but he didn’t appear. The door’s locked, the bedroom window is open, 

but the curtains are drawn. His car is there.” 

“How strange,” said Carys.” I’ll give him another ten minutes, and then 

I’ll go over.” 

The time passed and Jim did not appear. “Men” she muttered to 

herself, collected a spare cottage key from a drawer, walked across the yard, 

dancing around the puddles left by the storm, and gave a hefty knock on the 

door of the cottage. There was no response. She knocked again and heard 

no movement inside. She called “Jim” a few times, but Jim did not reply. 

Concerned now, she shouted for her husband and ran off to find him. 

“Gavin, come quickly. It’s Mr Sloan – Jim - he’s not been for breakfast 

and he’s not answering the door. Come on, for goodness sake, and stop 

dawdling.” Confused, Gavin looked around for somewhere to drop his tools, 

then hurried after his wife. “Have you got the spare key?” 

“Yes,” shouted Carys, waving it in the air. They reached the door 

together, and Carys opened it gently. Gavin kicked off his boots, as he didn’t 

want a bollocking from his wife. There were no sounds inside the cottage. 

“Jim. Jim, are you there?” There was silence. “Jim, are you all right?” 

Still no sounds came from the house. Two worried faces looked at each other, 

as they moved up the creaking stairs. “Jim, are you there? Jim, are you all 

right?” They came to the bedroom, knocked, and slowly opened the door. “Oh 

my God!” shouted Carys. Jim sat on the floor with his back propped against 
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the bed; his eyes were closed, and his mouth hung open. “Gavin, what’s the 

matter with him?” 

Gavin held his wife back as he moved to the bed. He knelt beside Jim 

and felt his wrist. “He’s alive, I can feel a strong pulse. His brow is damp. Give 

me a hand to get him into bed.” Both of them struggled with the weight, but 

eventually Jim was back in bed with bedclothes pulled around him.  

“I can’t move,” croaked Jim as they moved him. “Where am I? Keep 

falling over. Hit my head. Dizzy. Can’t stand. Hold me. Where am I?” Carys 

stuck her head out of the window and shouted to Alice to bring over a couple 

of hot water bottles, the smelling salts from the first aid box and a cup of 

sweetened tea. Ten minutes later Jim had pulled up his nose, sneezed, 

coughed, and groaned. He now lay peacefully in his warm bed. Carys called 

the local surgery and was told a doctor would visit sometime during the day. 

Meanwhile, the business of the farm and the B&B carried on. 

Dr Williams called during the afternoon, and confirmed Jim was still 

conscious, but sometimes speaking nonsense. “He appears to be somewhere 

else,” was the doctor’s view. “He told me a woman tried to stab his neck, and 

he fell over and couldn’t get up again. He’s agitated and unsettled – these 

could be signs of delirium, but I don’t think it’s that. He keeps talking about a 

dagger at his neck and he has a jagged cut on the right side – it doesn’t seem 

dangerous, and I’ve treated it, but he should really go to A&E to make sure. 

His blood pressure is high, pulse fine and breathing all right and I can’t see 

anything else wrong with him, but I don’t know what has caused the problem. 

From what you’ve told me, he’s had a stressful few months, and it may be 

acute exhaustion. I’ll arrange for a hospital appointment as soon as possible – 
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it’ll be general at this stage. He doesn’t seem to have the signs of a stroke, 

but there are related conditions that would show up in tests. He’s repeating 

questions over and over again. Can you look after him here? I’ll give you a 

prescription for him for a few days and check with you tomorrow.” With a bit of 

pride, Carys said Jim was a permanent resident, and she and Alice would 

look after him. “Don’t forget to ask him to register with the practice,” said the 

doctor and then was gone. 

The hospital appointment was arranged for the next morning. Jim 

looked appalling when Alice and Carys called him, but he was able to get out 

of bed, and made a reasonable job of dressing himself, although he needed 

some help from Carys for a couple of personal matters. She wondered 

whether he would have the energy to reach the hospital, but when he got in 

her car, he perked up a little though he remained quiet. The hour wait at the 

hospital didn’t help, and he fell asleep against Carys’ shoulder. Blood 

pressure and urine were normal, and Jim gave a blood sample. He was told 

to make another appointment with Dr Williams in a few days, and in the 

meantime to do nothing energetic or mentally tiring. 

The next meeting with Dr Williams produced no negative issues about 

his health and the cut on his neck had started to heal. but the hospital 

suggested he should see a consultant for a further opinion. Or as Dr Williams 

said, “No bugger there wants to take any sort of responsibility.” Jim continued 

to improve over the next week, and Mr Choudari, the consultant, was one of 

the most engaging, and positive people he had met.  

“You’ve come to the best consultant neurologist in North Wales, Mr 

Sloan.” 
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“Would you be referring to yourself by any chance?” said Jim with a 

grin. 

There were no worrying looks, and no indrawn breaths through closed 

teeth. After twenty minutes, the consultant said with delight, “I know exactly 

what the problem is. You had an incidence of Transient Global Amnesia.” He 

rubbed his hands with excitement. “You have nothing to worry about. It’s 

possible you won’t get all your memory back, but at the most it shouldn’t be 

more than a couple of hours lost. You’ve not had a stroke, and it is unlikely 

TGA will occur again. There are lots of theories, but no one really knows what 

causes the attacks – it may have been a shock of some sort. You know, I 

once had a patient who drove all the way from Manchester to London. She 

hadn’t a clue why, but only parts of the journey came back to her”. He rubbed 

his hands again in delight. “I’m referring you for a scan just to make sure, but 

I’m certain I’m right. No hard exercise and restrict stressful brain work for a 

few weeks.” 

The scan produced nothing of concern, and Jim’s health improved, so 

that after three weeks he was walking the lanes around the village and 

thinking about how to restart his training business. Jim had the nightmare 

once or twice more, but the intensity grew less. Slowly his lost memory 

started to return. He recalled sitting down at Pen-y Gaer for a drink, being 

helped by some scouts, a sandwich on a bench, the bus to Tyn-y Groes and 

going to bed. He recovered no other memory of what happened to him at the 

fort and by the end of four weeks the nightmares had stopped. The memory 

of the mists, the grey shapes, the burning body, the beautiful face and the 

dagger remained deep in his subconscious mind, waiting. The ancient, 
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corroded dagger stayed wrapped in old socks and forgotten at the back of a 

drawer.  
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Chapter 24   Edwyn under pressure 

 

(i) 

 

For the next few months Jim heard nothing from Edwyn. Jim saw his car 

occasionally around Llandudno. Then, for the first time he met his wife, 

Heledd, quite by accident, as he drove into the busy car park at the Town Hall 

and made for an empty space. Another driver came round in the wrong 

direction and swung into the space before Jim had time to make the turn.  

He watched the woman leave her car and walk towards Mostyn Street. 

He thought how attractive she was with a lovely, slim figure, pleasant rather 

than pretty face, smartly but unfashionably dressed. He noticed particularly 

how sad her face was – it was not a fleeting sadness but caused by 

something that had held her for some time. He thought no more about her, 

went to the meeting with his bank manager, and then decided to walk along 

the pier to enjoy the sun. 

After weeks of planning, research, and travelling the warmth and a 

gentle sea breeze blowing across his body gave him energy to tackle the next 

part of his plan. Before going back to his cottage, he chose to have a snack at 

the café Selene had taken him to all that time ago. He’d heard nothing more 

from her or of her. He was given a table and ordered a Welsh rarebit and a 

pot of coffee.  

He had a good view of the door and noticed the attractive woman 

driver enter just as he ordered a dessert. She was more attractive than he 

had thought and had a look of Selene, but she carried an aura of melancholy 
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about her. He thought again and decided it was despair and unhappiness that 

he saw. The manager told her there were no tables and a look of 

disappointment flitted across the woman’s face. With an impulse that Jim 

never came to understand, he walked across to the manager and said he 

didn’t mind sharing his table. 

Heledd was not used to being in the company of a man who wasn’t 

Edwyn. She considered the offer carefully but rather liking the look of Jim, 

accepted. Apart from introducing themselves, the conversation was awkward 

as Heledd felt light-headed and had difficulty in following what Jim said to her. 

He thought she became more distant when she realised that Jim knew her 

husband. He noticed little things, like her pulling her handbag closer to her 

and avoiding eye contact. Jim decided it was a good time to leave and as he 

drove back to Tyn-y-Groes he wondered what had made Heledd so 

introverted. He didn’t take long to come up with a theory. She was lonely and 

terrified. 

 

(ii) 

 

Jim wondered whether it was coincidence that Edwyn knocked 

unannounced on the door of his cottage a few days later. Jim preferred to 

think it was, but something in the back of his mind told him it was due to the 

meeting with Heledd. Edwyn appeared more confident and business-like than 

on the occasion when Jim delivered his review paper but had difficulty 

explaining why he had come. 
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“I wondered where you lived. It’s right on top of the farm – that must be 

awkward.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Well, all the vehicles, the farm animals, and the smells. It can’t be 

pleasant living here.” 

“Everything’s fine here. I’ve had no problems with vehicles and animals 

and only get smells occasionally.” The conversation stopped. Jim had no 

intention of saying anything more until Edwyn told him the purpose of his visit. 

The silence continued for a few more minutes with Edwyn looking 

increasingly embarrassed. The sound of a rattling cart came through the 

window followed by a couple of farmhands shouting at each other, then 

silence fell once more. 

Edwyn spoke. “Um, um, um, I didn’t thank you for your report. I’ve read 

it once and I need to study it more closely.” “Liar”, thought Jim, “I bet he hasn’t 

opened the cover.” 

“What did you think was the most important part of it?” 

“Ummm, I agree with everything you wrote, but I need to think about it. 

It’s not just a question of making changes. There are all sorts of implications.” 

Diverting attention, he said. “That’s not why I’m here.” He waited for a 

response from Jim, who kept quiet. 

“I’m in a mess. The buyers of the mill have found something wrong with 

the title and want to delay exchange by up to three months. It’s outrageous – 

they’re trying it on to get me to reduce the price. I promised the company’s 

bank I’d repay the loan out of my own money if we didn’t complete in the six 

months we agreed to. 
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“And you don’t have the money?” 

“No.” 

“What is the problem?” 

Edwyn gave a deep sigh. “I don’t know the details. It’s something to do 

with a covenant shown in the Land Registry title that contradicts something 

else. Bloody hell, what a time for something like that to come up! We were a 

week away from exchanging, for God’s sake!” He shook his shoulders, and 

his mind raced as the enormity of the problems struck him once again. 

“What do you want me for?” 

“I just don’t know. You told me you had contacts with banks in London. 

Maybe we can meet them, and one could take over the loan.” 

“Edwyn, don’t raise your hopes. My contacts are mainly with big 

merchant banks. Most don’t deal with hundreds of thousands of pounds. 

They’re into millions, tens of millions in many cases. A meeting with them is 

just the start – they would have to check they wanted you as a customer and 

that could take weeks. And then there’s the loan approval process, and only 

after that will they start the legals for the mortgage. We’re talking a couple of 

months at the earliest – an approach needs careful planning.” 

Neither spoke for a minute or two as Edwyn tried to find something to 

say that would persuade Jim to give him support. His shoulders sank and his 

eyes kept moving around the room. “I need time to sort out the problem. I 

need to persuade my bank to extend the deadline before it calls in the loan. 

You can do that for me. You can talk to Mrs Reilly in Liverpool. Please help 

me.” 
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“The business generates plenty of cash. Get some money back from 

the funds you’ve put into Penrhos Bank.” 

A look of fear crossed Edwyn’s face. “It’s tied up, it’s committed”. The 

response was too quick, his voice too shaky. 

“Alright then. Pay off what you can. Use your own money. Stretch your 

largest creditors by a couple of weeks. Put more pressure on those 

customers you gave special terms to. It is essential you start paying back that 

loan otherwise the bank could foreclose. If you agree to that, I’ll try and 

arrange a meeting with an old friend called Oliver Neville, at Grenville & 

Gordon. He won’t lend to you, though. The best it will do is give you a few 

weeks to sort out the problem. I’ll tell him I’d like to introduce you as a 

possible future client. In the meantime, don’t put any more money into 

Penrhos Bank. Then you must tell Mrs Reilley what happened and that you 

are talking to another bank. What do you say?” 

Edwyn could not make up his mind. In the end Jim sent him off saying 

he had urgent work to do. He heard nothing from Edwyn for more than a 

week and then received a stammering phone call saying he agreed to Jim’s 

idea and wanted immediate action. It was fortunate that Jim had foreseen 

what would happen and had spoken to Oliver. Jim thought it was a good time 

to send Edwyn a new scale of fees and arranged to work full-time for a few 

weeks in order to help him through the crisis. 
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Chapter 25  Headway 

 

(i) 

 

Jim fitted in well with the people in the business. They seemed relieved to 

have someone who showed an interest in what they did and any problems 

they had. They were still suspicious about his questioning, but after the first 

couple of days they relaxed and became more helpful. The general view was 

the employees were fond of Edwyn and loyal to him, but no one could 

understand his mannerisms or the distance he kept from them. Jim had 

always considered loyalty came from openness, truthfulness, and showing 

concern for others. Edwyn had none of these qualities and Jim put the loyalty 

down to pay, and sympathy for their employer. When asked about Idris most 

employees responded with shrugs of the shoulders that told more than words. 

Lowri was a bit of a pin-up because of her looks, her pleasant manner, her 

efficiency; some thought she could do more important work but was too 

passive to fight her father for change and greater responsibility. Everyone 

said Edwyn had made a big mistake by forcing Selene to leave. Few liked 

her, but they all recognised her abilities.  

Idris continued to dislike Jim. He was angry that his father had not 

discussed Jim’s original appointment with him. He saw Jim as a nosey parker 

spying on his work and interfering in his job. He refused to give straight 

answers to any questions. Jim spoke to Edwyn, who was reluctant to get 

involved. Jim insisted that the three had a meeting and eventually Edwyn told 
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Idris what he had to do. It worked and more information flowed to Jim, but 

Idris’s antipathy remained. 

Jim knew he had to encourage Edwyn to trust him, a difficult task for 

someone who had most probably never trusted anyone in his life. He insisted 

he and Edwyn read his report together and then concentrate on the basic 

procedures of the business and how to tackle the family issues. 

The meeting went well but lasted twice as long as it should have done. 

Despite what he had said, Edwyn had not yet opened the envelope and 

asked Jim to read out the document. Then he asked Jim to read it again and 

this time  Edwyn used a ruler to follow the lines on the page, all the time 

muttering to himself. Then he went through the report line by line asking many 

questions. At the end he said, “Well, I agree with everything you’ve said but 

I’ve not seen it in a single document before.”  

Jim had come to realise that Edwyn filled his head with all manner of 

perceived problems that pushed the real ones to the back of his mind. He 

asked Edwyn, “What do you want me to do next? You’ve seen I have listed 

new work. Do want me to get on with that?”  

“Right.” 

“Is that ‘Right, yes’, or ‘Right, no’?” 

Silence followed as Edwyn tried to think of an answer. “I’ll think about it 

and let you know. Also, I want to think about what you said about Idris and 

Lowri.” 

“And Emrys.” 

“Leave Emrys out of it. He has nothing to do with the business, and 

nothing to do with you.” 
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“Edwyn, we both know that Emrys has a lot to do with the business. 

Why do you try and keep it secret?” Quickly changing the topic, Jim asked, 

“What do you see your job as?” 

This brought a response of stuttering as Edwyn tried to think. 

“I…I…look after the bank, the buying, the selling…um, negotiating contracts, 

and strategy.” 

“Do you want me to deal with the company bank? 

“Um…um…um, no. I’ll carry on with that.” 

“I have banking contacts, as you know. I can arrange introductions. 

Shall I do that?” 

“I’ll think about it.” 

Jim changed tack. “If you still want me, I should like to look at the 

buying, selling, and factory procedures in more detail. Debtors seem all right, 

but many creditors are long overdue. Can I get on with those?”  

“Yes, please.” 

That was it. The refusal to let Jim anywhere near the banking 

arrangements had made him feel something was wrong. Idris either didn’t 

know about them, couldn’t be bothered, or was being cagey. Jim had also 

found out the company had no management meetings, no staff meetings, and 

no social gatherings, not even a Christmas party – it was as though Edwyn 

wanted to keep his employees apart from each other. The most worrying part 

was Edwyn keeping secret the cash flow details. Jim felt frustrated and knew 

he wouldn’t get any help from Idris.  
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(ii) 

 

Jim had settled into his new and comfortable life at Ty Fach. Over the 

months he withdrew the boxes from the storage company, searched every 

item and shredded most of the contents, apart from old diaries and training 

programmes. He couldn’t explain to himself why he kept the diaries for the 

five years before his trial. Maybe he wanted to remember happier times. He 

came across Sam’s notebook that he had found amongst her possessions 

returned by the police. He was fascinated by the abbreviations and numbers 

and tried to figure out what they meant. He smiled when he realised how 

simple the code was. They represented months, days, and a single digit for 

the year. 2976 was 29 July 2006. He worked out the dates for about a year 

and tried to figure out what they represented. A damp shiver passed over his 

body when awful thoughts came to him. He opened his old diary for 

corresponding dates and to his surprise discovered he had been away from 

home on each occasion. He checked nine months before the birth of the baby 

and found three occasions when he had been away, and numbers appeared 

in Sam’s diary. Horror struck him. Were his nightmares correct? His child 

wasn’t his child! 

He hardly ever drank alcohol, but before he went further, he had a 

large tot of navy rum. He tackled the letters next. “A”; “GH”, “MGCC” and a 

few others, some of which appeared more than once. MGCC gave the 

solution for he and Sam had stayed at Mere Golf and Country Club a few 

times. Now he knew they were hotels the rest were easy – the Adelphi in 

Liverpool, and the Grosvenor in Chester – all top class and expensive hotels. 
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He sat motionless for many minutes as it sank into his mind that his wife had 

been unfaithful, even when she was pregnant, and he was in prison. He 

placed his head in his hands in despair that the great support of his life had 

cheated on him. First, he had suffered her death and now he had to mourn 

his loss over again. He skimmed through the book once more and spotted 

other letters on some pages – occasional Js and Ds. On the first reference he 

saw JD. 

“John Dempster? It can’t be. Not John and Sam! Why did she keep the 

book? He was my friend.” Astounded by the revelation he crossed his arms 

tightly across his chest and rocked gently on the sofa. “How could she do that 

to me? John ‘Fucking’ Dempster shagging my wife!” A mist of alcohol closed 

his mind, and he fell asleep on the sofa where Carys found him in the 

morning. His mind had started to make sense of what he had discovered, and 

he concluded there must be another explanation. After breakfast he picked up 

the notebook again and began to examine it more closely. 

 

(iii) 

 

Jim was starting to feel the need for companionship. The more he got 

to know her the more attractive Alice appeared to him. He started giving her 

encouraging looks, which she returned. One evening Carys came over to see 

him and warned him off in a friendly way. “Jim, I know you’re lonely, but Alice 

is spoken for. She doesn’t let on, but she’s been married for ten years. Her 

husband’s been in Aus for five years supposedly saving money to get her 

over there, but he hasn’t been home in that time. Alice has always been a bit, 
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well, how should I say it? – shameless; she had a bit of a reputation, if you 

see what I mean. It wouldn’t go down well round here if she had a 

relationship. Just treat her as a nice person, who works for me, heh?” She 

tapped Jim on the shoulder, gave him a little smile.  

“That was the nicest telling off I‘ve ever had”, thought Jim. 

As she moved to the door, Carys stopped and walked back towards 

him. “You’re not the only one who’s lonely, Jim. Gareth goes away so often on 

farm business I spend evenings when I don’t know what to do. It would be 

sad if there were two lonely people here. I’ve never been unfaithful but …” 

She pressed her soft breasts against his chest and put her arms around his 

neck. 
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Chapter 26   True Colours 

 

Although Edwyn had many grumbles, Jim was pleased he had obtained a 

grudging agreement from him to meet a firm of business advisers to discuss 

family inheritance planning and to help select the most able child to run the 

business. 

“These people will charge a fortune, and we have to go to 

Manchester…” 

“Cheaper than them coming here___” chipped in Jim. 

“…and this will only be the start. They’ll try and a get a contract to 

prolong their fee-grasping. They’ll be like bloody estate agents dipping their 

hands into the customer’s money and doing little to earn it.” 

Jim had heard it all before – many times. Accountants were top of the 

hate list because “they ask awkward questions, disturb the business, and 

produce accounts that only the tax vultures, and the testicle squeezing banks 

want.” At least he didn’t need auditors now and that suited Edwyn very well. 

Estate agents came next. Tax consultants were expensive, “but at least they 

had the potential to save money”. Health and safety advisers, pension 

scheme managers, insurance brokers were high on the list of thieves.  

Jim had realised that Edwyn’s frustrations were directed towards those 

giving services in areas where he had poor knowledge, and therefore little 

control over, for control was everything to Edwyn. Jim had briefed Jennifer 

Williams and John Richardson of Exultant Consultants and explained the 

peculiarities of Edwyn’s character. Edwyn was not happy having a woman 

giving him advice, but for the sake of a day of his time he went along with the 
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idea. Jim was relieved but wasn’t confident it would do anything to change 

Edwyn’s attitude, but he had to start somewhere. 

It was not a good day for Edwyn. First, he had to catch an early train; 

then there was no first-class compartment. He moaned about the number of 

stops, the journey taking over two hours, and having to stand on Chester 

Station on a cold morning waiting for a train to replace the one that had 

broken down. But his day was to get far worse. 

Edwyn spent most of the remaining journey justifying his attitude 

towards his children; he just could not see what they had to complain about! 

Jim did his best to keep the conversation balanced, but Edwyn was in a self-

righteous mode, and kept talking, unconcerned about other passengers in the 

compartment. Eventually, Jim broke in, and said, “It’s jealousy”. 

This brought a snort of disdain from Wynn-Jenkyns. “What jealousy? 

Who is jealous. That’s rubbish.”  

Jim kept his voice low. “All of your children are jealous of you – they 

know they’ll never have your abilities. Lowri is of Idris because you have 

deprived her of inheriting some of the business. Both are jealous of Emrys 

because you fork out money to him that he squanders. Emrys is jealous of 

everyone, because he doesn’t know he’s useless and a sponger, and thinks 

he should share in the business. You are all jealous of Selene because she 

had the guts to break away and live without your money and controlling 

attitude.” 

Jim knew he’d hit the mark from the outburst that came from Edwyn. 

“You know nothing about my family. You’ve got a bloody cheek telling me 

what my children think.” He screwed up the piece of paper he held in his 
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hand. His face reddened, and his speech became incoherent. Jim had not 

seen Edwyn before in such a state and wondered about the man’s blood 

pressure. After a couple of minutes Edwyn appeared to calm down but did not 

speak for the remainder of the journey.  

As they walked from Piccadilly Station to the consultant’s offices in 

Spring Gardens, Edwyn asked Jim what he thought of his new shoes. Jim 

hadn’t noticed them, but when he looked he saw Edwyn wore black, patent-

leather ones. “You look as if you’re going for a rehearsal for Strictly Come 

Dancing. It’s a pity the Hacienda Club has closed – you’d have looked great 

there.” 

Edwyn didn’t see the irony. “Do you think so? Someone recommended 

a ‘slightly seconds shop’ and I purchased seven pairs of the same shoes!” Jim 

cringed inwardly and turned his face away. Fancy going to an important 

business meeting in a pair of dancing shoes! By the end of the day Edwyn 

had a noticeable limp! They were scarcely inside the offices before Edwyn 

started moaning again, this time that the plushness was a sure sign he would 

be stung with a large fee. Jim had time to remind him that the only reason he 

had come was the consultants would not charge for the meeting. They were 

taken to a minimalist styled meeting room, where Jim introduced Jennifer 

Williams and John Richardson to Edwyn and then gave a brief resumé of the 

problems. 

Edwyn had always found talking to strangers in meetings daunting. 

Usually, he scribbled notes on small scraps of paper and read from them in a 

droning voice. Because he could not sense the mood of an audience, the 

meetings could quickly become boring. Listeners wriggled on their chairs, 
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looked at watches, studied diaries, and doodled on note pads in the hope the 

speaker might eventually take the hint. It was always in vain, for he did not 

understand the signs. Jim usually asked for clarification of something, and 

Edwyn’s monologues came to a halt, with much umming and aahing. Jim 

would then ask if anyone had questions, and the meetings came slowly to a 

conclusion, with Edwyn feeling that something had gone wrong, but not 

knowing what it was.  

Today was different. Today was for Edwyn to boast about his success, 

to justify what he had done, to complain about his children, and to let 

everyone know that all the problems he had were caused by his son-in-law, 

whom he always failed to mention had no position in the business. The story 

would reveal his struggle for success borne out of deprivation. Jim, having 

heard it ten times, or was it twenty - he couldn’t remember – lapsed into the 

role of a prompter who had no job to do. His input would come later. 

The presentation went well to begin with, but Jim saw the signs of 

concern when the talk developed into self-congratulation. A few times Edwyn 

said, “I’m better than all of them put together”. Even so, Edwyn managed to 

impress the consultants with his business achievements. 

Jennifer thanked him for the frank talk. “There is one matter I should 

like you to explain for us before we move on. You mentioned two or three 

times that your daughter - Lowri is it? - thank you - has a husband who 

causes most of your problems. I think you said 80%. How does he do that?” 

“Because he’s a money grabber and sees Lowri as a gold mine. He 

turns Lowri against me and my other children, and that causes stress in 
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everyone,” came the reply after some hesitation. He was not used to having 

direct questions asked of him, particularly by a woman. 

“Thank you. Who causes the other 20% of the problems?” This caught 

Edwyn unawares. He was so used to blaming his son-in-law, he had never 

considered who else he could blame. “My other children, the sales manager 

and the financial controller,” he blurted out. “They all stop me doing things.” 

“Anyone else?” pressed Jennifer. 

“No.” 

“So, what you are saying is that you allow someone who has no 

position in the company to cause the bulk of your family and business 

problems, and your children and two employees to cause the rest, and 

between them they stop you running the business. And you apportion no 

blame to yourself for this. Is that right?” 

That’s exactly what Edwyn had said, but when it came to admitting it, 

he couldn’t answer. When he didn’t reply Jennifer continued. “You set up the 

business, you own it, you are the sole shareholder and director, and you run 

it. You have not ascribed any blame to yourself for your difficulties. Is that 

what you are saying? 

Edwyn spluttered and stammered for a few seconds. Once again, the 

directness of the questioning had caught him off guard. When faced with such 

questions, he had a deflection strategy. “My mother said I’ve never been any 

trouble to anyone”, he said eventually. 

“Thank you, Edwyn. That’s told us a lot about the situation, and the 

difficulties the business faces. If you want to find a solution to your problems, 
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you need to expect many more probing questions about your responsibilities.” 

Oh dear! This brought a feeling of panic in Edwyn’s mind. 

Jim cut in. “Edwyn did not mention his eldest child, Selene, whom I 

gather is the ablest of the children, but after disagreements with her father 

she decided to leave the business.”  

Before Edwyn could speak, Jennifer asked Jim to give his comments. 

He said he and Edwyn had a good working relationship but had disagreed on 

many matters. He had produced papers for resolving the succession 

problems, but Edwyn had not read some of them, and had taken no action on 

the others. Jim said the real difficulty was Edwyn’s inability to make decisions 

about the succession, together with a strong wish not to let others have any 

form of control. He gave the example of Edwyn signing every cheque that left 

the business. He used disputes between the children as excuses not to make 

decisions. He knew his children were not up to the mark but had refused to 

consider bringing in management from outside. He avoided difficult 

conversations.  

“Edwyn, tell me about your attitude to Selene___?” 

Edwyn interrupted Jennifer, “My son-in-law is the cause of all the 

problems. I have always lived a thrifty life - that’s how I kept my money. I tried 

to instil thrift in my children, but they won’t listen to me. They all have 

expensive houses and high outgoings and expect the business to support 

them.” 

“Yes, but tell me about your reasons for not giving some responsibly to 

Selene?” 
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Edwyn looked miserably at the faces around the table and realised he 

could not escape the question this time. He hesitated, tried to sort out his 

mind, and then started on an inarticulate response. “She’s all right; bright 

enough, but too bossy. She’s a woman and thinks she knows everything 

about business. Not got the stamina of a man. She should have children and 

stay at home. I want Idris to inherit. He’s not as bright as Selene, but he is the 

first-born son, so historically he should inherit.” 

“Even though he’s not up to scratch, you would rather have him in 

charge than someone with better qualifications and abilities?” pressed 

Jennifer.  

“Yes. Only males will inherit the business.” 

“Have you considered the situation if your family line has no male 

heirs?” This stumped Edwyn, and he failed to answer. 

John Richardson, asked, “What do you value most in your life?”  

“Financial success,” came the immediate answer. 

“And what do your children value most in their lives?” Edwyn didn’t 

answer that and tried to go onto another topic about none of them being good 

managers. 

“Family life,” said Jim. “They all believe their father neglected them 

when they were young, and they are determined not to make the same 

mistakes.”  

John continued, “How much time do you spend with your children and 

grandchildren?” 

“As much as possible.” 

“How much is that? 
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“As much as possible,” Edwyn repeated. “My children cannot run the 

business, the spouses interfere, and I have to give my life to making sure 

problems don’t arise. My children blame me for all their problems. I don’t 

understand what they’re getting at. I’m happy when I’m at work.” 

“You keep talking about the problems you have – what does that say 

for your policy? It is clear you don’t trust your children. Would I be right in 

saying your objective is to remain in control of all aspects of the business, and 

the private lives of your children? Do you realise your children may be waiting 

for you to die?” 

“Umm. I want things to stay as they are,” Edwyn responded. 

“One final question, if you don’t mind. What are doing you about 

succession planning?”.  

“Nothing - I have more important matters to deal with,” was Edwyn’s 

quick response. John thanked him for this and said he had no more 

questions.  

“Right, it’s getting near time for sandwiches. Let’s have a break.” 

Edwyn wandered out of the room to find a lavatory, and Jennifer, alone with 

Jim, said, “The son in law is not the cause of the problems – Edwyn is using 

him to disguise other factors - maybe his inability to deal with his family, the 

complexities of the business, or something that has yet to surface. I am 

concerned by his wish to control the financial affairs of his children.” 

On the walk back to Piccadilly Station, Edwyn gave Jim an almighty 

bollocking. “How dare you put me in the embarrassing position of having to 

justify what I do in my own company. You made me sound like a bloody idiot 
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having to face their questions. Never do that again and never introduce me to 

people like that again.” 

Jim kept calm, and said, “Yes, you did sound like a bloody idiot, but it 

was of your own making. You’ll have to face more detailed questions than 

those if you want to solve your dilemma. It’s like going to see a doctor – you 

tell the truth, or you fake it because you don’t want to hear bad news. I 

suggest you let your children walk alongside you, let them have the benefit of 

your experience.” They hardly spoke for the remainder of their journey. 
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Chapter 27 London, ‘Brute’, and Cavendish 

 

(i) 

 

Edwyn said nothing more about the visit to Manchester and agreed without 

argument to the meeting at Grenville & Gordon Bank in London. It was a bank 

with a long history and had helped provide Britain with money to fight the 

Napoleonic wars. This was no high street bank where anyone could open an 

account. It was a specialist organisation that dealt only with friendly 

governments, ‘blue-chip’ businesses, and high-value individuals. Jim had not 

told Edwyn that being accepted as a customer would be like being approved 

for membership of the most exclusive Pall Mall clubs. 

Oliver Neville, Jim’s contact had been doubtful when Jim approached 

him. Edwyn didn’t fit the bank’s profile, and it was in an almost 

unpronounceable part of Wales, after all. If it hadn’t been for a friendship that 

started at Cambridge Jim would not even have got through on the telephone.  

“Olly please. Just give me a few hours of your time. I’d like you to meet 

Edwyn. I’m sure you won’t have come across many like him. He’s enigmatic 

and difficult to speak to, but he’s built up a business that on the face of it 

looks remarkably successful. He needs guidance to sort out a plan. I’m not 

close enough to have all the details of the operation, but I think you may be 

interested in having some time with him.” 

“I don’t want to raise any hopes,” replied Oliver. “I looked at the 

Companies House papers and did some credit checks and I’m not impressed. 
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But if you want to bring him down for a short meeting and some lunch with 

me, I’ll treat it as business development and that will keep it informal.” 

The day was agreed. Although he didn’t think Idris would make any 

contribution to the meeting in terms of his personality or knowledge, Jim 

asked him to come to give him an idea of what he may have to deal with at 

some point although the importance of the meeting would not reach through 

Idris’s laid-back, uninterested manner. Jim suspected, correctly, that Edwyn 

regretted agreeing to the meeting as he did not want to discuss the details of 

the business with Oliver, and certainly not with Jim and Idris listening. The 

idea caused him great distress, and he became grumpy and detached in the 

days before the trip. 

Jim organised for them to stay overnight at the Channel Club and to 

travel first class. Although Edwyn claimed the position of ‘the richest man in 

the valley’ to him this expense was unjustified. Jim tried to explain the 

importance of creating an image of success, and not one of a cheap jack who 

bought a standard advanced ticket and stayed in a Travelodge at Swiss 

Cottage. Edwyn eventually agreed it was like marketing his products but had 

great doubts about the cost. 

The day came and they caught a train to Crewe and awaited the West 

Coast express to Euston. Idris complained he needed a pee and despite Jim 

insisting he hadn’t time, he left his bag and disappeared into the crowd. 

“Bloody hell, where has the idiot got to?” demanded Jim when the train 

appeared in the distance. It drew into the platform with a whirring of electric 

motors and announcements from the loudspeakers. There was no Idris. 
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Whistles blew, flags waved, conductors shouted at late passengers, and the 

train moved off on its way to London, leaving Edwyn and Jim on the platform. 

They spotted Idris walking casually down the steps of the bridge with 

an armful of newspapers and magazines. “Where the hell have you been? 

We’ve missed the train!” Jim was mild-mannered in nature, but the stupidity of 

this man caused an outburst of anger to come from him. “All because of a few 

papers that you could get free on the train. You have no awareness of 

urgency.” 

“Don’t you dare talk to me like that. You’re an intruder in the business – 

I don’t take orders from you ____ “ 

“Lucky you, or you’d be out on your backside. You’d better sharpen up 

before we meet Oliver tomorrow.” Jim noticed Edwyn had walked off down the 

platform not wanting to be drawn into the dispute. Later he would claim he 

knew nothing about it.  

Fortunately, the West Coast was well served with trains and after forty-

five minutes they were on their way to London on a train packed with cheap 

advanced fare paying passengers. Their reserved seats were not valid, and 

they had to stand all the way to Euston. They went without the cooked meal 

the earlier train provided. Jim saw the journey as a bad omen for the visit, and 

so it turned out. 

In London, Edwyn insisted they take the Tube to save money. After Jim 

explained he wouldn’t like the underground crush and the long walk from 

Piccadilly station to the Club, Edwyn agreed to go by taxi. In an unusual fit of 

activity, Idris came within inches of death when he dashed across Euston 

Road through what he thought was a gap in the traffic and received an 
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almighty telling off from the taxi driver, who was appeased slightly when his 

cab was hired to take the three to Pall Mall. But the driver let his emotions 

explode again on arrival and gave Idris another roasting for being an idiot. 

They agreed to meet in reception at six to walk the short distance to The 

Wolseley for dinner and to discuss the next day’s meeting. 

Jim received a call from the receptionist telling him the others had 

gone ahead to have a drink at the Grafton Bar at the top of Dover Street and 

would he meet them there. Jim thought this was very strange, but he didn’t 

pay much attention to it. He took the pleasant walk past banks, clubs, and 

long-established shops on St James’s and Albemarle Streets. A hundred-and 

fifty-years ago, Albemarle Street would have been a desirable residential 

address, and now it was the home of fashionable shops, galleries, hotels, and 

restaurants. The noise of Piccadilly gave way to a soft silence, interrupted 

only by an occasional car.  

The Grafton Bar was tucked away in a dark corner at the top of Dover 

Street. To Jim the entrance had the look of cheap clip joint. “How the hell did 

they find this?” He became more concerned as he descended into a large 

room, with dim lighting from chandeliers that had not been cleaned for some 

time. The room was packed with men, mainly, but a few overly-made-up 

women in suggestive dresses mingled with them. He couldn’t see Edwyn and 

Idris and turned to leave. 

“Hello, Sir. You’re not leaving are you?” 

“Yes – I’m meeting friends but they’re not here.” 

“Why don’t you take a table and wait a bit longer – they may turn up” 
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Jim looked at his watch. He still had some time before the booking and 

followed the young woman through the crowd to a table near the entrance. 

“I’ll get you a drink to keep you going until your friends come.” 

“No, I’ll wait until they come.” 

She turned her face coquettishly to one side and sat beside him. “Look 

sweetheart, the house rule is when you come in you buy two drinks – one for 

you and one for me. Now what are you going to have?” He felt a hand on his 

thigh and edged away. 

He began to feel uncomfortable; this was not a place Edwyn would 

have gone into. He’d been set up. Why? “I’ll give them five minutes then I 

have an appointment. Thank you for your help.” He slipped a five pound note 

across the table to her. The hand squeezed his balls and the women moved 

away. As Jim rose to leave, a large man down sat at the table. “Have a drink 

with me. You’ve upset Roz by not buying her a drink. Hey Roz, two large 

whiskies here and have one yourself; Mr Sloan will pay.”  

“How the fuck does he know my name?” With fear building up in him 

his reaction was immediate. He pushed the table towards the man and 

dashed out of the room. He stumbled on the stairs and realised he had 

caused a commotion in the bar. Glancing down he saw two men pushing 

through a crowd of customers. He ran across Grafton Street and continued 

down Albemarle Street. He spotted the Union flag hanging limply at the front 

of Brown’s Hotel and headed for that. He’d stayed at the hotel years before 

and knew it had a rear entrance onto Dover Street. He slowed, looked back 

and saw his pursuers at the top of the street. He tried to compose himself with 

a deep breath, walked past the intrigued doorman and entered the hotel.  



222 
 

Little had changed apart from the décor. Dining room on the left, bar on 

the right, then the lift and stairs on the left. Peculiarly, the reception desk was 

in the centre of the hotel, hidden from the entrance. Then another flight of 

stairs and a revolving door to Dover Street. He walked out carefully and 

headed towards Piccadilly. As he crossed Stafford Street he heard a shout, 

“He’s over there, don’t lose sight!” Jim gasped with fear and set off towards 

the crowds, but as he did so he saw another figure running up from Piccadilly. 

He had one chance left to escape – Dover Yard, a nondescript alleyway that 

cuts through to Berkeley Street, so narrow most people don’t see it. It was 

dark and he slowed as he entered; half-way down a dull yellow glow coming 

from the fanlight of a door gave sinister shadows. He tried the handle, but the 

door didn’t move. He edged further along towards the daylight shaded by tall 

buildings at the far end of the alley. As he came into the open, he found his 

route blocked by a high fence closing off a building site. “Bugger!” he shouted. 

Sweat poured off him as he realised the danger.  

Voices mumbled softly down the alley from the road. “Where the fuck 

has he gone? Are you sure he didn’t pass you?” 

“I watched ‘im all the time an’ then ‘e disappeared.” 

“Not well enough. Look around and see if you can see a way out.” 

After a few seconds, “Over there – there’s an alleyway – that’s it.” It 

was too narrow for anyone to pass, and they had no worry that Jim would get 

past them. Just around the corner Jim could hear them whispering and 

shuffling. With his knees shaking with fear, he looked for a hiding place. Apart 

from a few wheelie bins there was nothing. He braced himself for the fight. 
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His pursuers had reached the corner and would be in the daylight with their 

next steps. 

A noise behind him made him jump. As he started to turn a dull light 

flashed across his eyes and a strong hand grabbed his collar and thrust him 

to the ground. He heard a wheelie bin moving and it was placed alongside 

him. The pursuers rushed round the corner and were met by a man of large 

size with chest and arms no sane person would want to tussle with. ‘Ullo. Ooh 

are you, then? What yer doin’ down ‘ere? It’s private.” 

The two men looked at each other. Then one said, “Yer, well. Sorry 

about that. We lost a mate and thought he came down the alley. We were 

looking for him. Have you seen him?” 

The big man spoke again. Jim held his breath. “Look, mate, there’s a 

big fence there so unless ‘e’s a bleedin’ kangaroo ‘e wouldn’t be going 

nowhere, would ‘e? I’ve just brought the slops from the kitchen and ‘e ain’t 

gone in there. Yer can have a look if yer want… or yer can take my word! 

Health and safety an’ that, yer know.” He moved his bin so that it blocked the 

way as he manoeuvred it into place. “Take care when yer go back up the alley 

– loose flags.” The two looked suspicious but left without speaking. 

Jim felt the hand grab his collar again and it pushed him into the 

kitchen; “Get in there and shut up.” The door closed and the big man looked 

at what he’d caught. “Why sod me if it isn’t Sloany.” 

“Well, bugger me – if it isn’t Brute!” Jim gave a manic laugh as he 

recognised his saviour, and then he fainted. 
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(ii) 

 

Twenty minutes later Jim came round with the help of a tot of brandy 

forced down his throat. He was in what he took to be a staff room, propped up 

in a chair and feeling bruised around the face from slaps Brute had made 

trying to bring him round. “Good to see yer, lad. What was that all abart ? I 

guess they weren’t yer mates.” 

It took Jim a few more minutes to collect his thoughts. “Bloody hell 

Brute, you were my saviour back then. I didn’t recognise you and I thought 

you were going to split on me.” As he spoke, he recalled the prediction from 

Selene that Brute would protect him again. 

“Nah. I thought they was bloody rozzers and wasn’t goin’ to give up 

anyone to them. I only recognised yer when I dragged yer inside.” 

“I don’t know the full story. I was meeting people at The Wolseley and 

got a message to go to a dive up Dover Street. When I realised I’d been set 

up, I ran away and ended up here.” He saw the time on a wall clock. “Oh God 

look at the time. I must go.” 

Brute pushed him back in the chair. “Yer not going nowhere like that. 

Yer smell and yer garms are scruffy. I’ll help yer tidy up, and you can tell me 

what ‘appened.” 

After fifteen minutes Jim had washed, had a couple of squirts of 

questionable anti-perspirant, and combed his hair. His brushed clothes were 

presentable but still showed some stains from his experience. He gave Brute 

a brief version of what had happened. He learnt he was in the kitchen of the 

Arts Club, where Brute was the assistant chef, and arranged to see him the 
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following afternoon after the meeting with the bank when they would swap 

stories. Brute said he would walk with Jim to The Wolseley just in case the 

pursuers were still about. 

They crossed Piccadilly, gave each other a friendly punch and Jim 

went inside. The Wolseley was heaving. A group of people crowded the 

reception area waiting for tables. Jim pushed through to the counter and 

asked where his table was. The receptionist raised an eyebrow slightly at the 

state of his clothes, but like a true professional he said nothing and took Jim 

into the dining area. 

He loved the pure Art Deco room, designed as the showroom for a 

former car company. Large chandeliers hung from the high ceiling, on the 

back wall two brass-balustraded flights of stairs led to balconies where diners 

overlooked the organised chaos below, and where patient waiting staff had 

replaced the smooth 1920s car salesmen. From the large windows, there 

were views over Piccadilly and The Ritz Hotel. 

As Jim approached the table, John Dempster glanced up from his meal 

– for a fraction of a second, there was a look of disbelief on his face. Jim felt 

turmoil in his stomach and hoped he had kept a look of surprise from his 

expression. In the next few seconds, he wondered if Dempster was the cause 

of all the troubles he had encountered. That flash of disbelief seemed to 

mean that Jim was not expected to be there. He collected himself, went to the 

table and the others made room for him on the banquette. No one mentioned 

his clothing. 

“Sorry I’m late; I had a couple of matters to deal with. Hello, John, this 

is a surprise; what are you doing here?” 
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“Good to see you, Jim. I’m staying in London, and as you had 

recommended the restaurant, I thought I’d try it. Then I spotted Edwyn, and I 

invited myself to the table. You look rather rough. Are you all right?” 

“I thought you hardly knew Edwyn – you did well spotting him in this 

crowd.” 

“Once you’ve met Edwyn you don’t forget him,” replied Dempster with 

a laugh. 

“We gave up waiting for you,” said Edwyn. “What happened to you? 

When we got your message, we thought you’d be a few minutes.” 

“Let me put an order in first.” He ordered his favourite, Weiner 

schnitzel. He made no mention of the message Edwyn was supposed to have 

sent him, or of the incident in the sleaze bar. He told them he had to go to 

Brown’s Hotel and as he left, he’d been harassed by a couple of men. He had 

run away, and when a pedestrian intervened, the attackers gave up. “They 

must have been chancers.” 

Everyone expressed concern for the incident and how lucky he was to 

have escaped injury, but Dempster was full of questions. Would he recognise 

them? What did they wear? Had they followed him? Is he going to the police? 

“I’m a bit shaken; I want to go through it in my mind, and I’ll make notes; I’m 

not sure the police need informing.” As soon as Jim had finished his meal, he 

said he was going back to the Club. Dempster offered a few times to go with 

him, but Jim kept telling him it wasn’t necessary. In the end, Edwyn joined 

him, Idris wandered off exploring, and Dempster said he was going back to 

his hotel. 
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As they walked down St James’s Street Jim told Edwyn about the 

message he had received, but Edwyn denied having sent it. Jim said he had 

not sent one to Edwyn and concluded it was an attempt to isolate him from 

his colleagues. “What are you going to do? It sounds like a police matter to 

me,” said Edwyn. 

“I’m going to have a bath and then write down my memories of what 

happened. There is a lot more that I didn’t want to mention with Dempster 

there. Do you trust him?” Edwyn stuttered a bit, then eventually said he didn’t 

know Dempster well enough to say. 

 

(iii) 

 

The morning brought a new drama. Idris, let loose on his own for the 

first time in London was mugged returning to the Club. He had walked along 

Piccadilly to Park Lane and decided to see life in the Hilton Hotel. At three in 

the morning, completely sozzled and in need of sleep, he left. His second 

error was his decision to walk back to the Club instead of taking a taxi. In a 

normal state of awareness, he may just have twigged that the foreigners who 

asked him for directions on three occasions may have been seeking more 

than travel information. To give him some credit, he did have the sense to 

check his pockets when he undressed and discovered the loss of his wallet, 

his Blackberry, and an unknown amount of bank notes. The worst part of his 

night out was calling his wife at 4am to ask for the card and telephone details 

so he could block them. 
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Breakfast was not a happy time for the group. Even Edwyn recognised 

how stupid his son had been. Idris reported the thefts to the police but held 

out little hope of any recovery. Jim called Oliver Neville, explained the 

circumstances, and cancelled the meeting and the lunch – to the relief of 

both. During his sleepless night, he recognised how bloody stupid he’d been 

in going to the sleazy club. He’d most probably be dead if luck had not taken 

him down that dark alley. In the shock of this escape, he decided he would 

involve the police in his incident and arranged a meeting at Saville Row police 

station in the late morning. The personal file the police had on him was 

dusted down and delivered to the station well before Jim arrived. 

 

(iv) 

 

A constable showed Jim into an interview room and left the door open 

when he went out. Jim sat on a metal-framed chair alongside a metal-framed 

table and looked at the magnolia walls – all very institutional and depressing. 

It was slightly more pleasant than his last encounter with the police, but even 

so it left him feeling awkward and on edge. He heard female footsteps coming 

along the corridor. “Interview room 4, ma’am.” The footsteps came nearer and 

stopped outside the door. A slight rustling of paper heralded the energetic 

entry of Acting Chief Inspector Carrie Cavendish.  

“Well, would you believe it? Who’s been a lucky chap, then? Good 

morning, Mr Sloan, how nice to come across you again after such a time. It’s 

good to see you haven’t lost those gentlemanly manners of yours – please sit 

down”. Carrie pulled out a chair on the other side of the table and sat down. 
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She watched Jim closely and was pleased to see confusion spread across his 

face – and was there a flash of fear in his eyes? Maybe not - just wishful 

thinking. 

Jim recovered quickly. “Just as gorgeous as when we met last time, 

Carrie. It was always a pleasure talking to you. What brings you down to the 

level of a Plod – way below your status.” 

“Acting Chief Inspector Cavendish to you. Fortunately, I just happened 

to be here. I saw your name, and I had to come and investigate when I saw it 

associated with John Dempster. I was really disappointed the Court of Appeal 

found for you. We all thought you were involved.” 

“Well, the Appeal Court found me not guilty, so it doesn’t matter what 

you think.” 

Carrie didn’t look up from her folder. “True, except that you’ve had two 

recent narrow escapes from death. Why do you think certain people are 

interested in you? Had you arranged for Mr Dempster to join you for the 

meal?” asked Cavendish. 

“No – he was already at the table when I arrived.” 

“But you know him?” 

“You know I do.” 

“Tell me how you know him.”  

Sloan gave a brief history of his relationship, including the introduction 

Dempster had made to Wynn-Jenkyns.  

“He was a defence witness at your trial, wasn’t he? You must have 

known him well?” 
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Jim frowned, paused, and said, “Is there more to this than you’re 

saying?” 

“Do you know him well?” – she repeated the question. 

“I lost touch with him, or rather I didn’t see him again until I came out of 

prison. I felt I had lost someone I trusted, but I needed a job, so I contacted 

him. I went to Liverpool to see him, and he told me Wynn-Jenkyns needed 

some help.” 

Carrie looked at him intently for a few seconds. “That was convenient 

for you. Mr Wynn-Jenkyns is an interesting person – you keep unusual 

company. And then Idris had some trouble last night – I wonder if it is 

connected. Thank you for the information. You and the others will have to 

make witness statements – I’ll arrange for an investigation to be carried out 

that will include the activities at the Grafton Bar. I’ll send an officer to the 

Channel Club to look into how the messages were passed to you to go to the 

Grafton Bar. Goodbye Mr Sloan. You never know, we may meet again. Here’s 

my card in case you want to speak to me about anything – anything at all.”  

After Jim left the office Carrie dialled a number and said, “I don’t like 

coincidences. There may still be some connection. Can you arrange light 

surveillance on Sloan for a few hours? He's just left the office. Thanks.” 

The interview had lasted about an hour. Afterwards, Jim walked in the 

sunlight to a coffee shop opposite The Ritz to meet Brute. The incident the 

night before featured little in their conversation. Jim wanted to catch up on 

what had happened to Brute since he left prison. The important news was 

Brute had ‘gone straight’ since he came back into society, and he put this 

down to the self-confidence Jim had given him. He had worked in the prison 
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kitchen as a cook and obtained qualifications. When he came out, he was a 

probation officer’s dream; he studied for higher qualifications whilst working 

as a dishwasher in a niche restaurant in Covent Garden. His skills were 

recognised, and a few months ago he had been offered the job of assistant 

chef at The Arts Club. 

“It’s all down to you, Sloany. I’m even tryin’ to talk posh. If you hadn’t 

believed in me, I’d still be a heavy for some crime boss and ‘ave a few more 

scars on me face and knuckles. Mind yer,” he leant forward and spoke quietly, 

“I’ve had the odd call from some of me old colleagues, but I told them me 

diary’s full.” He gave a delighted chuckle. “Jim, you’re good at it – if you can 

turn me round you can do it with other scrotes. Think about it.” Jim had never 

fancied the idea of a hug from Brute, but he found it surprisingly gentle. They 

finished their drinks, promised to keep in touch and as they left the café Brute 

stopped beside a table, and said in a loud voice to Jim, “Yer should be more 

careful in who you allow to follow you – the Met can’t get the quality, it’s not 

like the old days.” He gave the customer a gentle pat on the shoulder, and he 

and Jim walked out onto the street. 

 

(v) 

 

On the train home Jim thought about what Brute had said, and an early 

idea started to take shape in his mind. If he could do it, he would improve his 

reputation as an educator and reduce his need to work for Edwyn. 

Idris had one more disaster to experience. Arriving at Llandudno 

Junction, Edwyn and Jim collected their cars and Idris went for a wee. His 
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misfortune came to light the following morning when he arrived at work in his 

wife’s car. Idris had lost his car and house keys the previous day. He had no 

idea where or how. He thought it may have been when he was mugged but 

he wasn’t sure. No taxis were available, and he had to find a telephone box to 

call his wife to collect him. After the disturbance during the previous night this 

further imposition caused her great annoyance which was compounded by 

Idris not knowing where he put the spare key of his car. He had the look of 

someone who had suffered a severe marital trauma. His car remained at the 

station carpark accumulating penalty notices. To add to his misery, his wife 

insisted on changing every lock at their home.  

Jim made a vow never to travel anywhere with Idris again. 
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Chapter 28   Heledd 

 

(i) 

 

As Jim became more knowledgeable about the day-to-day operation of the 

business, Edwyn became more secretive about it, especially concerning 

where he invested the spare cash that it generated. Idris’ attitude to Jim 

changed in the months following the London visit and he saw him as a 

potential ally instead of an interfering lackey of his father’s. Jim realised Idris 

had little commercial ability, no willingness to learn, and a large ego. The ego 

was useful to Jim for Idris wanted to show how important he was and over 

time passed on information.  

Jim took to Lowri the first time he met her. She was a young, married 

mother who had an open and kind personality. She saw Jim as help from the 

beginning and between them they improved the bookkeeping and collection 

of debts. Lowri had frustrations with the way her father ran the business, and 

with the ‘useless’ Idris and ‘wastrel’ Emrys, but she kept most of her views 

private and got on with her job. She realised her father had enticed her into 

the business as a way of keeping control over her and she wanted to improve 

her position. Jim rated her as a person with potential. 

The work available for Jim decreased, which was good as it gave him 

time to finish his prison training programmes. He submitted his scheme to the 

Home Office and received a reply promising it would be reviewed. And then 

heard nothing more. After many letters and a few telephone calls nothing had 

changed. He needed an endorsement to market his training to private 
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contractors and to other countries, so he approached a prisoner charity that 

was campaigning for improved facilities, to encourage prisoners to get 

qualifications. 

“Brute, it’s Jim here. How are you doing? – still at the Arts Club? 

Really, that’s brilliant. I need a favour from you, please. I’ve sent my training 

plans to Education in Prison, and they want me to make a presentation. 

Would you be willing to join me to say what benefit you got from it?” There 

was a short period of silence then, “Thanks, Harry, I’ll let you know a date. 

You’ll be a great help to me.” 

A date was set, and Jim spent the night before in London briefing Brute 

on the changes to the scheme he had devised. The meeting at the charity 

went well, then there followed a perturbing few weeks whilst Jim waited for 

the result. It was good news, for not only would the charity put pressure on 

the Home Office, but it would also sweeten its campaign by promising to 

underwrite the setting up of the programme in two prisons. Jim was quick to 

acknowledge the large contribution made by Brute who won over the 

committee with the progress he had made as a free man. 

A male Category A prison and a female open prison were chosen for 

the experiment. In both, the Governors made strong arguments against the 

scheme, “The men are here for long periods, they are set in their ways, and 

they won’t be interested.” The open prison viewed the scheme “as a waste of 

time, too late anyway, best left to the probation officers.” The doubters had not 

taken account of Brute. Not only did his experience of reform persuade the 

Home Office, but his brusque charm also went down well in the prisons. The 

courses were extended and within twelve months Jim had six prisons in the 
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scheme. Each reported an increase in prisoner interest and an improvement 

in behaviour. Jim had become so busy he arranged for a large specialist 

educational publisher to carry out the training under his guidance. Jim insisted 

Brute should be part of the team and after some objections, his inside 

knowledge of prisons and prisoners won the day. With the changes in place, 

Jim had time to try his plans in the USA where he spent increasing amounts 

of time marketing the product. 

 

(ii) 

 

The trip to the London bank was not a complete waste of time. Some 

months after the aborted meeting Jim received an invitation from Grenville & 

Gordon Bank to an evening reception at Liverpool Town Hall the following 

month. A note from Oliver told Jim he hoped he and Edwyn would have the 

chance to meet the directors. Jim’s first thought was to refuse as he now had 

little time and had no partner to take with him, but as the Wynn-Jenkyns were 

invited he thought he would tag along with them. 

He telephoned Edwyn. “We’ve both had invitations to a do in Liverpool 

by Grenville & Gordon on 11th November. I’m assuming you and Heledd will 

go, so may I come with you? There will be lots of wealthy and influential 

people there.” 

“Um, um, um – yes, I have it. I don’t think I can make it. I’ve a meeting 

in Liverpool in the afternoon and couldn’t get back to collect Heledd. Pity, I’d 

like to go.” 
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“I’ve an idea. You go by train, and I’ll bring Heledd in my car, then I can 

bring both of you back.” 

Instead of an easy ‘No’, Edwyn was now faced with a decision. “I’m not 

sure she would want to go. She’s not keen on those sort of events.” 

“Has she been to many? 

“Quite a few, but as I said, she’s not keen.” 

“Why don’t you ask her? I’ll look after her if you want to wander off 

meeting people.” 

A pause followed, then “I might do that,” said Edwyn, and that was the 

end of the conversation. 

A week later Jim was in Llandudno shopping, and spotted Heledd 

struggling along Mostyn Street with a large bag. He waved an arm and called 

her. They had not met often, and he thought she hadn’t recognised him, but 

then she came over. “Oh, I thought it was you – it’s such a long time since I 

saw you. How are you doing?” 

“I’m doing fine, thank you. You’re struggling with that. Let me carry it. 

Do you have a car or is Edwyn picking you up?” 

“Hmm. Neither. He’s at home watching a football match. I came on the 

bus.” 

“Here’s the deal then. You have a coffee with me, and I’ll drive you 

home.” 

“Done.” She took him to the café where they first met and found a table 

easily. After ordering, which extended to toasted teacakes and scones Jim 

said, “Did Edwyn ask you about coming to the bank event in Liverpool in 
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November? He’s already there that day and I said I would take you and bring 

you both back.” 

A frown crossed Heledd’s face. “He didn’t mention it. Maybe he forgot 

– possibly. It sounds exciting. I’ve never been to a bank function, so I don’t 

know whether I’d enjoy it or not. It may be completely boring and then I’ll 

know never to go to another.” 

Jim studied the woman’s face as she spoke. A bit older than him, but 

not much, she had the looks of Selene and Lowri, but her attractiveness had 

been scarred by lines of worry and frustration. But during the few minutes 

they had been together, her manner had lightened with slight glints appearing 

in her dull eyes. They agreed that whatever Edwyn did Jim would take Heledd 

to the function. 

“What do you mean asking my wife to that bank evening?” Edwyn’s 

voice was angry when he called Jim the next day. “You have no business 

interfering in my personal life.” 

“Edwyn, it was a chance meeting and as I had asked you about taking 

Heledd I brought it up in conversation. I must say I was surprised you hadn’t 

mentioned it to her. Anyway, we’ve agreed the two of us will go together and 

the three of us will drive back.” 

“That’s not convenient – I’ll have to change all my plans.” 

“I can’t see that’s a problem – going by train is a quick as by car and 

more comfortable. Heledd said she hadn’t been to one before and would like 

to go. She’d be happy for me to take her and bring her back, if that is more 

convenient.” 
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“Don’t bloody interfere again,” shouted Edwyn and slammed down the 

phone. 

Jim could only speculate about the conversation Edwyn and Heledd 

had that evening, but the next day Edwyn called again and said he agreed to 

the arrangements.  

 

(iii) 

 

Jim called for Heledd on a grey afternoon a few weeks later. This was 

his first time in the house, and he was interested in seeing whether it was as 

untidy as Edwyn’s office. He only managed to see the hallway, for Heledd 

kept all the other doors closed. She appeared in a smart overcoat of 

expensive make, quite appropriate for the event. The winter mist slowed the 

traffic, which might have been a problem if Jim and Heledd had not found 

each other good company for the two-hour journey. After catching up on 

happenings since their last meeting, Jim felt able to take the conversation to 

personal matters. 

“Do you know Selene took me up to the mountains a couple of days 

before she left home. She’s an interesting young woman. Have you seen 

much of her?” 

A delay told Jim that Heledd was finding difficulty in replying and was 

most probably trying to decide whether to lie or to tell the truth. Working on 

the belief that lies come quickly, the few minutes the reply took meant it was 

truthful. 
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“No. I miss her dreadfully. She has hardly been in contact. She works 

for a design consultancy and seems to be doing well, but I don’t really know. 

She was a terror, feral almost, angry and disruptive, but could be delightful, 

loving, and kind. She is beautiful, but never seemed to make relationships, 

particularly with boys.” Heledd stopped. Neither spoke for a few moments. 

The only sounds came from the air-conditioning and wipers. Jim thought a 

revelation was coming as Heledd’s trust in him increased. 

“I should have left him years ago, you know. He has no love in him, no 

ability to show empathy or see when it is needed. He’s wound up in himself, 

the works, and making money. What’s the bloody use of making money if you 

destroy all the relationships you hold dear? Sometimes I wish I had never met 

him, then I think of the four children, all of them are lovely in their own ways, 

even Emrys who has never done any good to anyone.” Silence fell once 

more, and the car continued through the murk on the North Wales 

Expressway towards Queensferry.  

“He drove me to drink. No! No! That’s not right – that’s putting the 

blame on him when it was my fault that I couldn’t deal with it.” She wiped the 

back of a hand across her face. “He has an illness. I don’t know how to deal 

with it. I tried to persuade him to take medical advice, but he never did. 

‘There’s nothing wrong with me. I don’t understand what you’re getting at.’ He 

couldn’t see the problem in himself or the difficulties it caused the family. I 

used to drink a bottle of vodka a day. He thought it was unusual, but he never 

tried to help me. I’ve managed to reduce it, but I still have the urge to keep 

drinking.” 
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Jim held out a hand towards Heledd, which she grabbed in both of 

hers. “I don’t know what to do. Often I thought of leaving him but couldn’t 

leave the children. Now they’ve left home, where can I go? I have some 

money but not enough to live on.” Jim recovered his hand and concentrated 

on the road directions up the Wirral and to Liverpool. 

“Tell me more about Selene. She has the making a fine person and 

could make a good businesswoman. I felt something has disturbed her and 

left a mark on her. Do you know what it is?” 

Another silence fell as Heledd struggled to find a reply. “Puberty. She 

was wonderful until twelve or thirteen. Then she changed. She smashed up 

her bedroom and disappeared. The police found her at the Swallow Falls, on 

the lower viewing platform, soaking wet, naked, shivering, and detached from 

everything. It took weeks for her to come back to us.” 

“I hear Edwyn has a special interest in the Swallow Falls and John 

Wynn? Had it anything to do with that?” 

“It’s more than an interest – it’s an obsession. I can’t find a word to 

describe it – it’s almost a madness. He believes the myth that Wynn’s soul 

haunts the Falls. That’s a load of rubbish – I don’t believe in hauntings and 

ghosts. But Selene picked up the nonsense from her dad. We had to collect 

her a few times from places around the Falls after that; ‘I’m protected now,’ 

she kept saying. “Leave me alone. I don’t need your help”. She chuckled. 

“Then she got an obsession with fitness. If we wanted fish and chips or a 

Chinese take away, we daren’t take them into the house and had to eat them 

in the car. In later years she calmed down, but she is almost permanently 
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angry towards Edwyn, and she was angry with me at times for being weak. I 

know Edwyn was delighted when she left home.” 

They were now approaching the Mersey and talking stopped as Jim 

took care in finding the way to the Queensway Tunnel. Echoes from the 

tunnel walls added a strangeness to the sound of the road.  

“That’s not bad going Heledd – it’s almost too early to join the party. 

Why don’t we park and find somewhere to have a coffee?” Jim had taken a 

liking to this attractive, subdued, gentle woman, who’d had all her self-

confidence driven out of her. “Try to make your own life away from Edwyn. 

Find your own interests, and if this means he must do the cooking, and the 

gardening then tell him he has to take his turn or find a housekeeper – he can 

afford it. You are the most important person in your life – if you don’t love 

yourself, how can you love others? Think about what I’ve said, and I am sure 

you will find a way forward.” He pulled her towards him and gave her a gentle 

hug. As she sat upright tears trickled down her face and she touched Jim’s 

cheeks with the tips of her fingers. 

They crossed the road to the town hall and went through the main 

entrance. “Goodness me!” said Heledd. “Look at all that silver – I wouldn’t 

want the responsibility for cleaning that.” They joined a line of people in smart 

and sometimes inappropriate clothing climbing slowly up the beautiful, 

bifurcated staircase to the entertaining rooms at the top. There, people from 

the bank checked their names and directed them to the cloakrooms. “Your 

husband arrived a few minutes ago, Mrs Wynn-Jenkyns.”  

Jim came back first and looked around for Edwyn. He spotted him 

standing behind the reception desk holding one of the lists of guests that a 
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young woman was trying to recover. Jim walked over to him, “Edwyn, what on 

earth are you doing?” 

“Hello Jim. I’m looking through the list of people coming so I can plan 

who to meet.” 

Jim took the papers from Edwyn and gave them back to the woman. 

“Edwyn, you don’t do things like that – it’s bad manners. You haven’t met 

anyone from the bank yet. If you want introductions, Oliver will help you, 

although I imagine he’ll be busy.” He waved to Heledd, took Edwyn by an 

elbow and led them to the introduction line. 

The evening was entertaining and alcoholic. There were some 

remarkable acrobats, and the wine was excellent. Jim kept to soft drinks. 

Edwyn did his usual trick of abandoning Heledd and wandering off to find 

people of wealth and influence. Fortunately for Heledd, she had Jim for 

company. At one point, John Dempster came over to introduce himself to 

Heledd. Jim was cool towards him but said he would like the chance of a chat 

in the near future. The party started breaking up at 10pm when Jim collected 

his passengers and took them home. The weather had improved, and the run 

back was quick and almost lacked conversation. As Jim helped her out of the 

car Heledd gave him a kiss on the cheeks, a tight hug, and said, “Thank you 

for taking me. I’ll think about what you said.” 
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Chapter 29    Revelations 

 

(i) 

 

One morning some weeks after Edwyn’s display of bad manners at the bank 

reception, Jim drove a few miles to Bodysgallen Hall intending to spend time 

thinking about what he should do next with his life. He wandered around the 

beautiful parterre garden where the sweet smells brought back memories of 

his old house in Cheshire. He found a bench in the sun and enjoyed the 

sound of insects, of birds skipping between plants, and the hall standing 

grandly above the gardens on a small rise. 

With his mind much clearer, Jim climbed the steps and walked to the 

large, panelled drawing room and in a private corner he settled down in the 

deep comfort of a sofa, ordered tea and sandwiches and relaxed with his 

eyes closed. The potential for his business had grown in the last months and 

the company contracted to carry out the training had achieved good results in 

planning and delivering the courses. He felt confident the Home Office would 

give the scheme national approval, and this would require an enormous 

investment of time from him. Brute had made a large contribution to the 

success, but Jim knew he would never be capable of taking charge of 

business presentations. He needed an experienced assistant to look after the 

detailed work.  

With the first decision made he then considered his relationship with 

Edwyn. Whilst he knew the business could be more profitable the man’s 

excessive secrecy gave Jim great worries about the future of a person who 
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would not listen and in many instances did not understand what was said to 

him. With the right guidance Lowri most probably would do a good job, but 

she did not want the commitment; if Selene returned, he had no doubts she 

would sort out the problems. But all that was a dream as Edwyn would not 

allow changes. Jim’s solution was to finish his connection with Edwyn as soon 

as he could. That was the second decision made. 

The mental effort tired him and he did not realise he had fallen asleep 

until he heard quietened male voices in his subconscious mind. Something 

told him not to make his presence known and nestled lower in the sofa. 

 

(ii) 

 

“When can I have the next delivery?” asked a coarse voice. 

The reply came from a softer, more educated voice, “In the next the 

couple of days. My dad’s separating the metal now. I could do with the money 

earlier – things are a bit tight.” 

“You know the agreement – if you don’t like it, don’t bother calling me 

again,” said the coarse voice, now with a touch of hardness in it. 

“I’m pretty desperate at the moment.” 

“Emrys, you get your money when I get the metal. That is not going to 

alter, so lump it, lad.” At the name of Emrys, Jim mentally shrank lower in the 

sofa and tried to control his breathing. “Your dad’s got plenty of money. Why 

don’t you tap him? Look how much he and his mates have pumped into the 

old hospital site conversion; he should have a few bob spare,” said the course 

voice, and he laughed. When Emrys didn’t respond the voice said, “So, he 
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hasn’t told you? Typical. Never mind, I’m sure you’ll get by. Let me know 

when the goods are ready. Settle the bill.” 

“Bloody hell,” thought Jim as he started to move his stiff muscles. He 

now realised what Edwyn did with the spare money and how he dealt with the 

scrap sales. The man’s a crook! He made the third decision – to find out how 

the frauds worked. 

 

(iii) 

 

He climbed the old staircase, knocked on Edwyn’s door and walked in 

without waiting. He saw Edwyn slumped in his chair, his hair ruffled, with his 

tie pulled down from the collar, part of the shirt tail hanging over the belt of his 

trousers, the top fastening of his trousers unbuttoned, and the fly zip partly 

undone. He looked sick and detached. If Jim had not known Edwyn was more 

or less teetotal, he would have thought he was suffering from an immense 

hangover. 

“You look awful. Are you all right?” 

“Umm, yes. I didn’t sleep well.” 

“Family?” 

“Ehh, ehh, yes”, came Edwyn’s disconsolate reply. 

“Are you up to having the meeting?” asked Jim, with a little concern in 

his voice. 

Edwyn looked at his watch, then the wall clock, and then his wristwatch 

again. They must have agreed, for he said, “Yes. Give me five minutes.” 
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“I’ve reserved a room at the mill. We can have a more private 

conversation there.” 

“No. I want it here.” 

“I’m not prepared to have the meeting here. Your office depresses me. 

It is in the mill or nowhere.” 

The startled look returned to Edwyn’s face. By now he should have got 

use to Sloan’s assertive demands, but his stubbornness would not allow him 

to give in. “I want it here, in my office. I’ve had enough of you interfering in my 

life.” 

“OK. I’ll cancel the room, and I’ll get on with work in my office.” With 

that, he turned and left Edwyn to his misery. He didn’t cancel the room, for he 

believed, correctly, that Edwyn would relent. Ten minutes later, Edwyn 

appeared. 

The new owners had converted into a business centre the part of the 

old mill Edwyn had sold, and it had attracted good interest from local 

employers, and from further afield. Jim and Edwyn sat in Edwyn’s old office, 

which bore no resemblance to the one he had left some time ago. A tray 

holding a china tea service lay on the table, but neither of them offered to 

pour. 

“Last week, I prepared a detailed agenda for you to use at your 

meeting with Idris and Lowri that covered all the points you and I discussed 

the week before. At the meeting with them, you mentioned none of the topics. 

Instead, you brought up issues of no consequence that caused your children 

to shout abuse at you. Why?” 

“Umm, I decided it was not the right moment to have the meeting.” 
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“Why?” said Jim, with frustration in his voice. “There is no point me 

spending time helping you to sort out your problems when you disregard 

everything we had agreed a couple of days beforehand. You are the captain 

of a ship where none of the crew takes any notice of you.” Edwyn shrugged 

his shoulders.  

“There is rarely a ‘right moment’ for you. Let me tell you something 

about the way you make decisions, or in most cases, the way you don’t make 

them. I believe you do it deliberately. Idris and Lowri are too slow to have 

cottoned on to what you do, but one day they will. For years, your children 

have invariably disagreed on everything. In subtle ways, you encouraged it. 

As owner of the business, you have the power to make changes, but you 

rarely use it. Your children get more frustrated, and you are happy because 

you remain in control of the business and them. You rely on, and in fact, 

encourage, their jealousy of each other to keep the status quo.” 

“I don’t understand what you are talking about.” 

“No, of course you don’t. You have another ploy. You’ve told me many 

times you don’t want to show favouritism to your children, and that is 

admirable. However, your justification is hypocritical for your intention is not 

for their benefit, but for yours. You agree the company needs a major 

overhaul of its management, but when you come to the point of implementing 

the process you back down. Your children have come up with their own 

separate ideas, but you have ignored them with baseless fears of upsetting 

one or the other of them. And the person who says “No” always wins the day 

because you sit on a fence. You hide behind wanting reports, and when they 

arrive with recommendations, you consider them and then ask for a meeting. 
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At the meeting you want more information, and that results in another report, 

and then another meeting, and so on. You’re an attention seeker. You play the 

victim - it’s part of your way of life. 

Edwyn shrugged his shoulders again. “It’s not for my benefit, it’s for 

theirs.” 

“Rubbish! You tell them that again, and they’ll laugh in your face,” said 

Jim, his temper rising. “You are heading for a disaster that you will be unable 

to control. Last week, one member of your family told me they hated you, 

would like to smash your face in, and wished you were dead. Doesn’t that 

shock you?” 

Edwyn paused before he answered and drew in deep breaths. “I don’t 

understand them. I don’t understand what they’re getting at. I’ve done all this 

for them. I’m not intending to have any of it. They’re unreasonable. What have 

I done wrong?” He shook his head in bewilderment. 

Jim stood up and walked to the window. He looked at the ordered 

world of nature and wondered what confusion filled Edwyn’s mind. It doesn’t 

matter how intelligent a person is, how can one explain something to them 

when they are not capable of understanding? He turned to face Edwyn. 

“Some time ago, you told me how impressed you were with a man who was 

absolutely focused on something that took your interest. I told you the more 

you focus the less you see and understand of what’s going on around you. It’s 

like hiding from life.” This brought no response from Edwyn. 

Jim folded his arms. “You’re like him,” Jim continued. “You are so 

interested in the minutiae of everything; you can’t see the destructive force 

you have released on your family. You have refused to try and bring Selene 
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back to the business because of your prejudice that only men should be in 

charge. You’re putting a second-rate son ahead of an able daughter. Your 

problem is that you have no understanding of what you have done wrong, and 

even if you did, you would want to put the blame on someone else. One day 

you will die. It may be tomorrow in a car crash, or by a stroke. You may suffer 

from a long-term disability. Let go before it is too late. Bring back Selene, or 

give more responsibility to Lowri, and forget your stupid obsession with 

primogeniture, and male dominance. Idris is not a patch on either, you know 

it, but you’re too bloody stubborn to admit your errors. You’re more afraid of 

your failings than I thought. 

Edwyn was not impressed. “I don’t intend dying before I’m 90. I’ll 

outlive them all. I’ve not done anything wrong. My children won’t do what I 

want, that’s the problem. Selene will not be back whilst I’m here - she’s not 

suitable.” 

Jim shook his head in dismay. “I am really sorry for you, Edwyn. I can’t 

assist you anymore. You need help of a different type. When I started with 

you, I looked upon you as an able businessman, eccentric but honest. My 

view has changed. In the first instance both you and John Dempster said you 

didn’t know each other. Why, I have not figured that out, but there must have 

been a good reason for you both lying to me. 

“I know you have been defrauding your company, and you have been a 

party to assisting Emrys to avoid tax on the sale of the scrap metal he takes 

from here, and with your connivance he doesn’t pay for___” 

“That’s not fraudulent. He takes away unwanted bits we would have to 

pay to dispose of___” 
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“That is another lie, Edwyn. By chance I found out about the scheme – 

I know how it works, how you set it up, and how Emrys pockets the money. 

You set all the scrap aside in the warehouse here, and he collects it at 

weekends and takes it to his shed. He sells it for cash to a bloke called Jake 

Jonson. In the last 12 months Emrys was paid just short of £30,000 – that’s 

more than you pay Idris and Lowri - money Emrys doesn’t declare, and that 

should have come to your company. It’s a ruse to get tax-free cash to your 

worthless son.” 

“You’re talking complete rubbish. You’ve no proof because it doesn’t 

happen. Even if it did, what are you going to do about it? 

“I’ve given that a lot of thought. I could give you the chance to come 

clean and declare to it to HMRC, so you may get away with it as a mistake. I’ll 

most probably just notify the tax accountants to enquire about scrap sales the 

next time they submit the company’s computations. You have some thinking 

to do.” 

Edwyn looked dazed, then he started to recover his poise. “No one will 

bother about a sum like that. You’re causing trouble for no purpose. Is that it? 

Is that all you have to say?” 

“Just one more matter. There’s a rumour going about in some places 

that concerns you.” 

“What rumour?” 

“Do you remember the schemes of years ago where disreputable 

people sold investment ideas to unsuspecting members of the public? You 

could buy a cow or pig, and an expert livestock company would look after 

them, and share the profits when they were sold? Or you could buy a lease of 



251 
 

a hotel bedroom, and a company would arrange the bookings, and share the 

profits. Do you remember them? There were so many.” 

Edwyn hesitated, and then said, “Vaguely. What have they got to do 

with anything?” 

“They have one thing in common. They were all scams, and lots of 

ordinary people lost money, sometimes all their savings.” Edwyn shuffled in 

his chair. “I believe the money you have removed from the company you 

passed through the “special” deposit account at Penrhos Bank.” He ignored 

the gasp from Edwyn, who had turned white. “How much have you removed 

from the company? I’d say it’s over two million pounds, and your family, your 

bank, and HMRC know nothing about it. That’s why you’re always short of 

cash.” 

“What I don’t know is what you’ve done with it. The rumour is you’re 

involved in a scheme to sell leases of managed holiday flats off plan. I hope 

you’re not, for the other schemes had another thing in common – they all 

went bust and the organisers ended up in prison. You’re using company 

money, taking the profits on the schemes, and then you intend to repay the 

loan to the company. That’s a dangerous game. Being in prison is not a 

pleasant experience, particularly when you’ve defrauded ordinary people.”  

Jim crossed the room, leaned over the table and looked into Edwyn’s 

face. “Oh, by the way, here’s my resignation letter; I want no more to do with 

you.” He dropped the envelope on the polished oak, and walked out of the 

room, leaving Edwyn looking bewildered. Jim stood for a short time on the 

landing taking deep breathes, dazed by what he had said and done. He left 

the building without speaking to anyone and drove back to Ty Fach. He had 
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no doubt a disaster was looming, and he wanted to get far away. He didn’t 

know it then, but that was the last time he would speak to Edwyn. 

 

(iv) 

 

Edwyn suffered greatly over the following weeks. Heledd hardly saw him. He 

ate little, became grumpier, and spent more time in the office. Idris and Lowri 

were aware of his presence, but he didn’t speak to them. They would have 

hardly recognised him, for he had not shaved, his clothes were dishevelled, 

and he had the look of a man not only in physical distress, but with serious 

troubles on his mind. 

 Then, one morning he appeared looking like a person in charge of his 

destiny. He called, “Good morning,” to everyone, cracked a joke with Doris, 

and climbed the stairs quickly to his office. He looked at the wall clock, 

checked the time with his wristwatch and laid his hands on the desktop. He 

moved a hand to pick up the telephone then jerked it back. His fingers tapped 

the top of the desk and then lurched forward to grab the telephone. 

 “Lauren, please get Mr Christopher Staples of McGuire, Antonionis and 

Staples in London”. A short silence followed and with some frustration Edwyn 

said, “McGuire, Antonionis, and Staples; the number will be in the customer 

book.”  

 After ten minutes the call came through. Edwyn cut short the 

preliminaries. “Christopher, I need your advice – urgently, please. Can we 

meet in the next few days? I can pick you up at Crewe station and I’ll hire a 

hotel room where we can talk.” 
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 Christopher Staples was not a man to be hurried, and it was not until the 

following week that Edwyn drew into Crewe station, collected Staples and set 

off to the hotel. “You don’t look well, Edwyn. Are you working too hard? I told 

you last time we met to slow and enjoy life.” 

 “We’ll talk when we get to the hotel,” snapped Edwyn. The journey to the 

Crewe Hall Hotel was silent. They were shown into an oak panelled room that 

had pleasant views of the well-maintained gardens. They sat in comfortable 

armchairs by the ornate fireplace and coffee and menus appeared. 

 “I’m…I’m sorry for being rude. I’ve been thinking about how to tell you 

what I want you to do. I’ve given the matter lots of thought, and I want you to 

make changes to my will and the letter of wishes for the trust.” Staples raised 

his eyebrows, but his reply was interrupted by a waitress appearing for the 

food orders. “We’ll talk over the meal”, said Edwyn, and he started to walk 

about the room with a nervous shuffle. Staples remained in his chair. The 

waitress returned to lay the table and Edwyn continued to walk around the 

room and look out of the windows. The food arrived and they sat down. 

 Edward sat silently before picking up his knife and fork, then he put them 

down again. “Christopher, I have an envelope for you – you can open it now. I 

want you start on my instructions immediately. 

 Staples replaced his knife and fork and opened the envelope. His 

eyebrows rose on occasions, but he made no comment until he had finished 

reading. He asked, “Edwyn, are you likely to die in the immediate future? 

 I have no plans to, but the matters are urgent.” 

 “So I see. Have you thought of the implications of these changes, and the 

effect on the members of your family? 
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 Edwyn remained silent for a few minutes. “I’ve never been good at 

playing families, Christopher. Only recently, I began to realise how bad I am. 

My passion was making money, and I’ve done things I’m ashamed of. If you 

do as I ask I believe the family will sort matters out.” 

 Staples replied, “Do you realise these instructions are likely to cause 

intense friction within your family?” 

 “Christopher, I’m tired of fighting. My family has strong and weak 

members – I want the strong to win.” 

 When they parted a couple of hours later, Staples was uncertain whether 

Edwyn understood the tempest that was likely to arise on his death. Being a 

good solicitor, and with an eye to immediate and future fees, he agreed to 

prepare the new will and letter of wishes. 
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Chapter 30   Liverpool 

 

(i) 

 

Jim was pleased with the release he experienced after leaving Wynn-

Jenkyns. He had spent far too long trying to find a solution to the man’s 

problems, dealing with his inability to understand them, his failure to make 

decisions, and his stubborness. But finding he was defrauding his own 

company had been the end. At one point he had developed a great respect 

for Edwyn, as he saw the conflict in a man who needed help to deal with the 

problems he perceived he had. Problems that Jim knew were easy to deal 

with, but Edwyn saw them as huge mountains he had to climb, and could not 

face the challenges. What was really galling was that Edwyn had been 

working on setting up his fraud whilst Jim had been trying to help him. 

The shock of leaving meant his income would fall substantially, but 

over the last 18 months his training programmes had shown increasing 

demand, and Jim estimated he would recover the lost income in six months. 

The Departments of Correction in Geogia and Florida had each agreed to trial 

his programmes in two State prisons, and Jim had no doubt the number 

would increase. He had visited Puerto Rico a few times to discuss trials there. 

Now, he was sure he was well on the way to a successful future. 

Even so, the invitation from Cammel Laird’s shipyard to assist with a 

general management course had been a Godsend for him. He reflected on 

many things that first night at the small hotel on Rodney Street in Liverpool. 

He thought about his wife and their young child. He didn’t understand how the 
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accident had happened on a fine evening with no other traffic on the road, 

with no witnesses.  

He thought about the fraud he was accused of. His arrest and trial. His 

five years in gaol. Each time his thoughts came back to Dempster. Jim 

thought about his own childhood, and his relationship with his parents. He 

had considerable ability and excelled at school, but being the eldest of three 

sons caused many stresses within him. He was six years older than his twin 

brothers, and he’d never worked out whether he arrived too early in his 

parents’ marriage to achieve a proper bond with them. As he grew older his 

parents passed more and more obligations for the youngsters on to him and 

took no regard for his personal life. 

Playing rugby and cricket at school brought him prestige, and close 

friendships with his classmates, but whilst they talked about the girls they had 

met, where they went and what they did, he never joined them on their nights 

out because he did not know how to behave, what to say or what to do. He 

was embarrassed by his awkwardness, and on the few times he found 

himself in mixed company he stammered, slopped his drink, and blushed and 

then hid by the refreshments table. 

The girls thought him gorgeous, tall, nicely built – not too bulky – with 

blonde hair and a happy manner. Many a girl would have gone out with him if 

they had the chance, but he disappeared before they could get into a 

conversation. His male friends teased him about his inability to talk to women, 

and hinted he may be queer.  

He went up to Cambridge and obtained a first – just what everyone 

expected of him – and then a doctorate, but he missed one thing. He had no 
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companion to share his joys, ambitions, small talk and worries. The void had 

become deeper as he went through college. There, he tucked his frustrations 

away and concentrated on his work. Of course, they were still there, working 

away in the depth of his mind, waiting to surface. His first job involved lots of 

travelling. He visited Japan, China, USA, Australia and the Gulf. He earned a 

reputation for dedication, trustworthiness and a brilliant brain, with no family 

obligations to limit the upward progress in his career.  

He shuddered and decided to explore the centre of Liverpool. As a 

child he remembered visits to a dark boarding house on Mount Pleasant, run 

by an ancient great-aunt. This was just around the corner from his hotel, but a 

gaping concrete car park now covered the site. Not a good start to his 

exploring. The sound of jazz music coming from an upper floor of an old brick 

building raised his spirits and he decided to persevere with the nostalgic tour. 

He found himself walking along streets with elegant Georgian and 

Victorian terraces that rivaled anything he had seen in London. Once dirty 

buildings were now clean or had been replaced by new ones; his memories of 

grey and dispirited citizens evaporated as he saw the new confidence in the 

faces of the people he passed. His wanderings took him to the Pier Head and 

he stood in silence at the transformation. The big liners had gone, but the 

area was now a vast open space with glistening buildings on the edges. 

Across the river he saw the shipyard where he would start work in two days 

and wondered what forces had brought him to this place of renewal and 

wonderful energies. 

Drawing his mind away from the scene, he walked up Water Street, 

where sea-faring ancestors had lived in the 18th and 19th centuries. He 
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thought how appropriate it was that the Cunard Building now occupied the 

site. From then on, he had little idea of where he walked; shops, buildings and 

streets appeared and disappeared, and he seemed to follow an invisible trail 

that he had no control over. Clarity returned eventually and he found himself 

on Matthew Street, standing outside the Cavern Club. He could not miss the 

opportunity to visit the most famous club in Britain, and he went through the 

entrance and started down the stairs. The noise got louder as he stepped 

lower into the darkening space, and then he reached what was once the 

throbbing heart of the world. A group played on a stage to his left, but he 

could see nothing of them because of the crushing crowd. He had to fight a 

path to the bar. He received a few curses, and elbows prodded his ribs. He 

pushed himself to the front and ordered a beer. He was about to turn away 

when a ghost-like face appeared in the mirror at the back of the bar.  

He looked on incredulously. “Selene?” He twisted around, but no other 

words came to his mind, as a state of shock overcome him. She placed a 

hand on his chest. “Hello, Jim.” He felt her gentle fingers touch his cheek and 

soft lips brush his lips, and then she was gone. He turned back to the bar, 

shook his head and sank on his elbows.  

“Do’ye know who that girl is?” he asked the barmaid. 

“Yeh, seen her here a couple of times. You don’t easily forget a looker 

that like. She’s not interested in you, it seems.” 

The next morning Jim telephoned Dempster’s office and arranged to 

meet him in the early afternoon. The weather had closed in and a cold sea 

fog covered the city. He made his way carefully to the Pier Head and then up 
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to Dempster’s office. Being shown in he was greeted by, “I don’t have much 

time – ten minutes.” 

“That’s more than enough,” said Jim, sitting down without being invited. 

“I just have one matter to talk to you about. Your affair with my wife. Don’t look 

so shocked. I suspect you are the father of the child. Sam kept a very detailed 

notebook of places, dates and times she met you, and do you know, each 

was on a day I was away – very convenient for you. On the day she died she 

met you at Mere. Whether you had any part in the accident I don’t know but I 

intend to give the information to the police. That’s all I have to say,” As he 

stood up, Dempster’s face changed from impatience to white, then bright red, 

and he moved to block the door.  

“You are second-rate academic. You have no idea what went on___”  

“I intend to find out___” 

”Don’t you think I’ve haven’t grieved for the loss of my child___". The 

remainder of the sentence disappeared as Jim’s fist smashed into Dempster’s 

stomach. Jim left the office, told the secretary that Dempster had a bilious 

problem, and went to find some lunch. 

 

(ii) 

 

He enjoyed the work at Cammell Laird. Apart from a couple of the 

senior managers, no one knew his past, and he had no odd looks or digging 

questions. He ran the course with renewed self-confidence. He ignored 

advice to travel by train under the Mersey, and preferred to walk to the Pier 

Head and catch a slow, but exhilerating ferry.  
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As he packed he suitcases a few days before the end of the course, he 

made sure he had not left anything in coat and shirt pockets. In the breast 

pocket of a jacket he found a crumpled piece of paper with a mobile 

telephone number: I am moving to Australia in two weeks. I’d love to see you 

before I leave. That was it. No name, no explanation, and no address. He 

thought Selene must have put it there when they bumped into each other in 

the Cavern, but why did she disappear so quickly? That meeting could not 

have been a coincidence, surely, but how did she know Jim was in Liverpool? 

No, impossible. He did not believe in coincidences, but he felt a slight shiver 

run down his back. Then he felt annoyed with himself that he had lost her 

again. He tried the mobile number, but it was disconnected. 
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Chapter 31   Decipher 

 

(i) 

 

Jim left Liverpool with a mixture of emotions. He was pleased with his 

presentations at Cammel Laird but disappointed at having missed the chance 

to meet Selene again. He believed she was teasing him, but he could not 

make sense of his feelings towards the woman - at times he felt wary but at 

others intrigued by her enigmatic character. His experience at Pen-y-Gaer  

had unnerved him and occasionally he still had nightmares about it. As she 

had gone to Australia, it was of no consequence now. 

When he arrived back at Tyn-y Groes Carys and Alice warmly received 

him. His cottage had been cleaned and all his laundry washed and ironed. He 

gave them both a hug. “Alice has something to tell you, Jim.” 

There was a pause as Alice blushed and couldn’t speak until Carys 

gave her a nudge in the ribs and then there came a rapid, breathless 

explanation that Jim could not grasp. “I’m very sorry Jim but I broke 

something in your study, and I know you told me not to clean there, but it 

looked so messy I thought I’d give you a surprise for when you came home 

and I knocked it off your bookcase and it broke…” Tears appeared on her 

cheeks. 

 “Hold on. Hold on, Alice,” said Jim. He placed his hands on her 

shoulders in an attempt to calm her down. “I had put everything of value 

away, so the bookshelf had nothing of importance on it. There were a few 
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books, but they were of no significance. Make me a cup of tea, please, and 

tell me slowly what you did.” 

While she made the tea Jim still had to tell Alice to calm down and stop 

gabbling. Carys looked on hoping nothing of importance had been damaged. 

Jim insisted they drank the tea, and he told them about his course. After 10 

minutes the normal, cheerful Alice had almost re-appeared. 

“Right, we’re going to the cottage and you’re going to show me what 

almighty damage you have caused to my possessions.” Alice hung back but 

Jim took her by the arm and guided her to the cottage; Carys followed behind 

wondering if there was a problem and with a deeper feeling that she would 

have liked Jim to be leading her there. They went into the cottage and Jim 

gave Alice a hug. 

Tears came back to her eyes, but she controlled herself. She had 

dusted the desk and put everything back in place and started on the 

bookcase. In a moment of carelessness, she had swept a book off a shelf and 

on hitting the ground the back cover split away from the binding. She showed 

it to Jim, who recognised it as Sam’s old notebook. He felt Alice’s wet eyes 

watching him closely and felt Carys’s sterner expression behind him. 

“Well, Alice, this is a serious crime indeed! You great soft thing - this of 

no value whatsoever. There’s no damage here that a strip of Sellotape won’t 

put right.” 

Alice looked slightly relieved but held back. “There’s more. Go on, tell 

him. Go on, tell Jim, Alice,” said Carys with a tone that meant the poor young 

woman was not clear yet. 
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Alice held back again until she received another jab from Carys. “There 

was something sticking out of the lining, and I tried to see what it was. It was 

plasticky and looked like the stuff on some food packages. I couldn’t move it 

and then I thought I shouldn’t be messing and put the book back. That’s when 

I told Carys.” Jim looked intrigued and raised his eyebrows as encouragement 

for her to continue. Alice took the book and used a thumb nail to scratch from 

the broken cover and revealed the edge of a clear, soft material.  

Jim took the notebook and tried himself but couldn’t move the plastic. 

“I’ll find a pair of tweezers,” he said. By widening the gap in the lining and with 

the gentle use of the tweezers he edged the material free. It was a small 

square of thin cellophane-like material. All three looked intrigued as Jim 

examined it. “God, that was well hidden – I wonder why. You’re right, Alice, 

I’ve seen this on food packaging.”  

Carys shouted, “There’s a pattern on it. What is it?”  

Jim looked at the barely visible design, poorly sketched in green ink. “I 

can’t make out what the pattern is. I think some of it came off when I pulled it 

out. Does it mean anything to either of you?” Both shook their heads. “It’s a 

bit like a pattern you’d find on ancient stone crosses.” 

 

“Well, Alice, rather than causing damage you’ve given me a really 

interesting problem to solve. Thank you. No more tears and don’t worry about 

it – you may have done me a good turn.” As the women left the cottage Jim 
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could not resist giving them both hugs. He was sure he had seen a similar 

pattern but couldn’t think where. More importantly, why was it in the lining of 

the book cover? The mystery of Sam’s involvement with Dempster came back 

to his mind. 

 

(ii) 

 

Jim had a difficult night as he struggled to remember why the design 

was familiar. The only conclusion he reached was it must be a clue for 

something known to both him and Sam, maybe a place they had enjoyed 

together. By morning he considered a vaulted ceiling, painted patterns on a 

wall, a drainage diagram, a road layout and half a dozen equally implausible 

ideas. He tried to put himself into Sam’s mind. The hotel codes and dates 

were simple to break, so it followed they were not as significant as the new 

one. She wasn’t much of a mathematician, so he thought she would have 

used letters throughout. 

Feeling drained, he went to the farmhouse for a late breakfast and 

when the last holiday maker had left, he asked Carys and Alice if they had 

had any more thoughts about the pattern. Neither had, but as they turned to 

go back to the kitchen Alice said, “This may be silly, but I’ve seen wiring 

diagrams like that.” 

“Don’t be a silly girl, where would you have seen wiring diagrams? 

Don’t waste Jim’s time – come on now, let’s clear up.” 

 Alice insisted on the last word, “On my dad’s desk – he was an 

electrician___”. Then Carys dragged her back to the kitchen. 
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“That didn’t help,” thought Jim, “I’m more confused.” But a distant, 

unidentified thought flashed into his mind, then vanished again. He needed 

space, somewhere new. He remembered Penmachno where his family had 

stayed when he was a child. He’d loved the village and the broad valley that 

seemed too wide for the river that flowed through it. They’d stayed at Pen-y-

Bont farm where the small fish nibbled his toes as he swam, helped bring the 

cows in for milking, and caused a nuisance at the hay cutting. It couldn’t be 

more than 15 miles away, say half an hour’s driving. And that is where he 

went. 

As he walked past the farm he remembered a tale the farmer used to 

frighten him with about a giant winged serpent that had a body covered in 

slime. It stank of death and the creature’s eyes could still be seen in the 

deepest pools of the river. He laughed now but it gave him nightmares at the 

time, and he stopped swimming in the river.  

Clearing his mind with three hours of walking brought the elusive 

memory within his grasp. By the time he reached home he had the answer. 

He and Sam had visited Bletchley Park some years ago and he remembered 

buying an encryption toy that comprised two wheels; the outer (and larger) 

one displayed the letters of the alphabet, and the smaller one had lines that 

joined letters during encryption. The piece Alice had found was a sketch of a 

small part of the inner wheel, but why was it in the lining of the book? He 

spent another disturbed night as he tried to understand what Sam had done 

and why? 
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(iii) 

 

The telephone switched to the answer system, “’Ello, ‘Arry ‘Arrison 

‘ere. Can’t answer just now. Please leave a message an’ I’ll call yer.” 

“Bugger, where are you Brute? I can’t get to London on Thursday – 

can you come up here on Friday? Maybe for the weekend? There’s a good 

B&B. Call as soon as you can.” 

Jim had lost sleep trying to crack Sam’s code. He had looked at the 

Bletchley Park website and matched the fragment with a picture of the same 

device in the online shop. He ordered the Enigmatix and had the frustration of 

waiting for it to arrive. That was the easy part – Sam had left no clues about 

the method of encipherment she had used. Jim became obsessed with the 

message and lost time on his business plans, but kept coming back to letters 

in Sam’s notebook: 

 

ABIT PQFN ACBS EXOG BOII TCRG IGRX OFKJ 

 

It didn’t mean anything to him and eventually he realised he could do 

nothing until the gadget and instructions arrived. He would give all his time to 

solving the problem and that meant temporarily giving more responsibility to 

Brute. Due to a sorting office strike, no mail arrived by the end of the week, 

but the huge bulk of Brute made an impressive appearance at the farmhouse 

– so impressive that Carys, Alice, and the guests felt intimidated by his bulk 

and noisy eating manners. The shock passed when everyone took to his 
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rough charm. Jim noticed invitations to the kitchen a couple of times and 

spotted Carys giving him a tight hug at one point. 

“Remind me where we had planned for next week.” 

“Tuesday at Wakefield, that’s an A; Wednesday at New Hall – that’s 

closed female; Thursday, Full Sutton – separate talks to A and B there, finally 

back to New Hall to speak to young offenders.” 

“Can you do it all for me, Brute? You’ll do much better than me, 

particularly at New Hall. The pro-tutors will do all introduction and detail; all 

you have to do is show yourself as the star pupil of the scheme. Doddle, eh?  

“Yer, course I can. Most of the scrotes will be there to break the 

boredom, so I’ll give ‘um some entertainment. I speak the same language!” 

and laughed croakily.  

 

(iv) 

 

The Enigmatix arrived on the Monday and Jim started the task of learning 

how to use it. He had the enciphered message, and now had to discover the 

two essential “key letters” Sam had used for the cipher in setting the rotor.  

It was utter gobbledegook, but he realised that was its purpose. He 

was proud of Sam for making it so difficult. Too tired to carry on, he had a nip 

of whiskey and went to bed fully clothed. 
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(v) 

 

The telephone rang at 6am. “What is it, Brute? I’m knackered. Can it 

wait an hour or so?” It couldn’t, so Jim had to solve a minor organisational 

issue at Wakefield. His unshorn appearance at breakfast brought looks of 

concern from Carys and Alice and he had to assure them he was not ill. Extra 

bacon, and plenty of strong tea brought him round a bit, but he was not in the 

mood to start the decoding again. Instead, he went back to the cottage and 

fell asleep in an armchair. Two hours later, having been woken up by Gavin’s 

tractor, he shaved, tidied himself up and started on the next stage of the 

decoding with no key letters to help him. 

“Bloody hell” was Jim’s response to the knock on the door. “Heledd! 

What a nice surprise, come in. Would you like a tea?” 

“No thanks. So, this is where you live – I wondered. You have it looking 

nice. I see I’m disturbing you, so I’ll call again.” 

As she turned to go, Jim said, “It’s something that can wait. Why have 

you come?” 

Heledd took a deep breath, sat down and said, “Edwyn has been 

behaving oddly – more so than usual. I think it’s something to do with you 

leaving. Will you tell me what happened?” 

“I’m not sure I should – he was my client.” 

“What crap! You’re talking like an accountant or a lawyer. I’m his wife 

and I’m concerned about him.” The anger in her voice shocked Jim and he 

sat down opposite her. Heledd’s cheeks were wet, she had black shadows 
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under her eyes, and she struggled to control the way she talked. “Can we go 

out and talk, I’d find it easier?”  

There goes my morning’s work thought Jim – another delay in breaking 

the code. “Right. I’ll tidy away my things – give me five minutes. Where are 

we going?” asked Jim. 

“I’m not sure – somewhere out of the way. How about the top of the 

Great Orme?” She didn’t wait for a reply and drove to the Marine Drive, paid 

the toll and handled the car rather erratically on the narrow road, doing well 

avoiding a few small rock falls, climbed the steep winding road to the top, 

bumped over the tram tracks and parked near the cable car station. 

“That was some driving,” said Jim. 

“I needed to get something out of my mind. Let’s go for a walk.” Getting 

out was difficult. The strong wind pulled at the doors, and they fought to 

prevent damage to neighbouring cars. They struggled across the grass to the 

edge of the slope and looked at regimented rows of wind turbines out to sea. 

They tried to talk but couldn’t hear. Jim gestured with his hand, Heledd 

nodded and as they staggered to the summit café she grabbed Jim’s arm and 

kept hold of it, her carefully styled hair blowing into a disorderly mess.  

Ordering tea and toast they found an out of the way table and sat 

looking at each other. This was the real Heledd, not the one seen socialising 

occasionally. In this spot, there was no need to maintain a front, and she 

spoke rapidly and openly. Edwyn had taken to disappearing for days, but 

always came back, though never said where he’d been. “I’m past bothering 

whether he’s having an affair – he can do what he wants. There’s no real 
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marriage – we’ve not made love for years. I just want to know where he is and 

that he is all right.” 

Slightly embarrassed, Jim had difficulty responding to these 

disclosures. “What do you want from me?” 

“I know Edwyn is not as straight as he likes to show. There’s always 

been something ambiguous about him. He never talks to me about his 

business dealings, and I haven’t a clue about his wealth or where his money 

is. Something’s changed in him recently and I suspect it’s to do with you 

resigning. Will you tell me what you know?” pleaded Heledd? “Please.” 

Jim took a drink of tea. “Tell me what you know, and I’ll tell you what I 

think I have found.” 

“I don’t really know anything. I just observe his mood changes and try 

to work out how to cope with them. He has a fixation with Sir John Wynn, and 

I think he spends time around Gwydir Castle. He mentioned something about 

an old dower house near the Falls where he worked when young, but I don’t 

know whether he goes there…” 

“I’ve seen that. Selene took me there__” 

“The Falls fascinate him. He drives around a lot but I’ve no idea where. 

Once I was with him when he stopped at an old hospital – somewhere on the 

way to Bangor but I didn’t get out of the car.” 

Jim replied, “I’ve heard rumours about him financing the conversion of 

a hospital into flats. I believe he’s using money from the company. Also, I 

know he has a fraud going with scrap from the business that he gives to 

Emrys. Apart from that, he’s highly intelligent, a slow decision maker, and the 

most controlling person I’ve ever known, but I’m sure you know that.” 
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“You’re right there. I didn’t know about the scrap, but the rest is more or 

less right. What do you know about John Dempster?” 

That caught Jim off guard, and he took a few seconds to respond. “A 

lot, but it seems not enough. He was a mentor to me when I set up my first 

business. He gave me the introduction to Edwyn. I don’t know what their 

connection is. Why do you ask?” 

“I’ve met him once or twice. He has cold good looks and charms that 

may attract some women, but I never liked him. He tried it on with me on 

once! He’s called Edwyn a few times recently.” 

At that, Jim suggested they leave. During the drive back to his cottage, 

he made sure Heledd had both his telephone numbers and tried to re-assure 

her Edwyn would be all right. As he made to get out of the car she gave him a 

tight hug and a kiss on the lips. “Sorry,” she said and drove away. 
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Chapter 32   The Message 

 

(i) 

 

Brute phoned early on the Saturday and left a message on Jim’s answering 

machine. He’d been called in at the Arts Club to make the breakfasts. 

“Everything went alright, particularly with the women at New Hall. The 

prisoners loved it, especially as they thought I was giving a finger to the 

screws. We had the usual skivers and troublemakers, but I sorted them out – 

I know how to deal with that type. The teachers were good and lessons 

weren’t too ‘eavy. So, you should get good reports. Cheers.” 

 

(ii) 

 

With energy returned, Jim had set aside the whole day to work out the 

original message. He felt sure the key letters Sam would have used were A 

and R – for Alison, her second name, and Robinson, her maiden name.  

With the indicator set to A, R, the second keyword linked to U. Turning 

the indicator to U, A, the first letter of the coded message linked to D. Turning 

clockwise to V, B the second coded letter linked to E. Moving one more space 

clockwise to W, I linked to M. He felt his heart judder and started anticipating 

the word. “Control yourself. Concentrate!” He couldn’t do it; his body shook, 

and his hands were covered in sweat. 

The first eight letters spelt DEMPSTER. “Fucking hell,” cried Jim. He 

put his hands over his face as tears collected in his eyes. His throat tightened, 
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he started sobbing and his shoulders heaved. He squeezed the mouse in his 

hand and heard the plastic cracking. He sat back in his chair and took deep 

breaths. After a few minutes, the feeling of shock began to reduce, and his 

breathing returned to normal. He went for a glass of water and had to steady 

himself on furniture as he walked. 

Half an hour later, after a nap of the sofa, he had control of himself 

again and realised that decoding one word didn’t solve the problem. He 

returned to his desk and started again. The second word was VADUZ. What 

had that to do with it? He remembered he and Sam had gone to Liechtenstein 

for a holiday some years ago and stayed at Vaduz a few days. He couldn’t 

make sense of it. 

By mid-evening he was confident he would find the answer, 

 

ABIT PQFN ACBS EXOG BOII TCRG IGRX OFKJ, had become, 

DEMP STER VADU ZTRI ESEN SESE EITW SION 

 

but he sat and stared at it, not understanding what it meant. Whatever it was, 

Sam had gone to a great deal of trouble to protect it, so it must be of 

considerable importance particularly as it included Dempster’s name. A bit 

later, he realised that the last twelve letters might stand for numbers. 

He looked at his watch – nearly midnight. Too bad. He picked up the 

telephone and dialled, it clicked on the answering machine and then a male 

voice broke in, “Can I help?” 

“I would like to speak to Chief Inspector Carrie Cavendish, please. It’s 

Jim Sloan.” 
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“The Chief Inspector won’t be in for a couple of days. May I take a 

message for her?” 

“Who am I speaking to?” 

“Anthony Willoughby.” 

“No, thank you. Tell her it is a matter a great importance. It’s something 

I’ve found. About Dempster. I’d like to meet her as soon as possible.” 

“Thank you. I’ll pass the message to her and ask her to contact you.” 

 

(iii) 

 

“What do you make of that, Carrie?” 

“The stress in his voice was obvious. I think he believes he has 

something important; whether he has is another matter.” 

“Call him back first thing tomorrow and try and find out what it is.” 

At 8 the next morning Carrie called Jim. By 9 she and Anthony Willoughby 

were travelling to Tyn-y-Groes. 
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Chapter 33   The Start of the Truth 

 

(i) 

 

Four hours later a black, unmarked police car crunched on the gravel of the 

farmyard at Ty Fach. Carrie Cavendish swung her long legs out of the front 

passenger door, the hem of her skirt staying demurely two inches above her 

knees. Willoughby was not bothered about the crinkle-crutch creases in his 

trousers; he was interested only in having the interview finished and getting 

back to London. As the journey had progressed and his discomfort in the back 

of the car increased, he had become more sceptical about what Jim would tell 

them. 

“Welcome again, Chief Inspector. Superintendent, I’m Jim Sloan. There 

are sandwiches here, so help yourselves and hot drinks will come over from 

the B&B in a moment. Your driver can go over there for something. The 

lavatory is upstairs.” 

Both visitors were busy examining the room and were slow in replying 

to the offer of hospitality. There was no general chat; after passing round the 

sandwiches and getting the tea and coffee from Alice, Willoughby said, 

“Explain in detail what you found – everything please.” 

Jim started from the moment he found the journal in the boxes that 

were returned from the police after he came out of prison; to discovering the 

initials meant hotels, and how he had continued uninterrupted until the day 

Alice broke the binding. “I need a drink”. He stood up and angry tension burst 

out of him, “You had this journal for years. If you lot had done your jobs 
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properly you would have discovered that Sam had hidden something in the 

lining, and it might have saved me from five years in prison.” He leant over 

the table and glared at his visitors with tears of frustration forming in his eyes. 

“I can see in your faces you still don’t believe I’m innocent. You still think I’ve 

a few million pounds tucked away in some dodgy country. You make me sick. 

I don’t know why I called you.” His anger lessened. “Yes, I do. You are the 

only people who can nail Dempster.” He sat down and his head drooped in 

front of him. 

Willoughby stood up. “I’ll get some more drinks ordered. I need to 

speak to my driver as well,” and he left the cottage. Jim knew better than to 

engage in conversation with Carrie as he was certain she would remember it 

and report it. For 10 minutes they sat in silence waiting for the Superintendent 

to return. When he did, he opened the door and guided in Alice who carried 

another tray of drinks and sandwiches. 

“I don’t believe we ever had your wife’s journal. She died after your 

case went to Court. Whatever was in the car would have been collected, 

recorded, and stored separately. It wasn’t part of the evidence the police and 

the lawyers dealing with your case would have had access to. I have placed a 

call, and someone will call me back to confirm that.” 

“If that’s so, how come her things were returned with mine?” 

“Good question, I’ll try and find the answer to that. Right, let’s get on to 

the important part.” 

Jim showed Willoughby and Carrie the decoded message: 

 

DEMP STER VADU ZTRI ESEN 778261 
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“It doesn’t make much sense to me. Sam and I went to Vaduz once 

and I think we went to a place called Triesenburg – I can’t remember much 

about it.” 

Willoughby looked at the message for some time then asked Jim to 

carry on with his tale. He explained the hiding place, how he’d identified the 

coding method and the frustration he’d had decoding the message. 

“Mr Sloan, your wife must have been a very clever person indeed, and 

a brave one. We must go. It’s a long drive. I’ll take the journal if I may, and I’ll 

have someone recheck your workings.” 

“What I don’t understand Mr Willoughby is why Sam didn’t go to the 

police when she had the information. There would have been no need to go 

through all the coding nonsense.” 

“I’d like to know that as well. You’ll have to leave it with us now.” With 

that he put all the papers in Carrie’s bag, took another sandwich and stood up 

to leave, but before he reached the door his mobile phone rang. He listened, 

then said, “Right.” He turned to Jim, “The prosecution team never held your 

wife’s journal. It was part of the RTA investigation, and all her things were kept 

separately. There would have been no reason for it have been returned with 

your belongings. I’ll see if I can find out why it was. Carrie will call you when 

we have information about what you’ve said. Stop being an amateur detective 

and let the professionals deal with it now”. Jim shook his head in disbelief but 

smiled as he closed the door behind them. 
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(ii) 

 

“That seems strong evidence in his favour. Maybe he had nothing to do 

with the fraud.” 

“You may be right, Carrie, but I’m not letting go until our banking 

specialists have looked at everything. Sloan has produced strong evidence, 

but I’m worried that he seems to have a vendetta against Dempster. If Sloan 

is in the clear than that just leaves Dempster. Interesting. Going to try and 

have a snooze – don’t disturb me.” 
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Chapter 34   Death and Recrimination 

 

(i) 

 

Jim had found the trip to the USA tiring, but lucrative. Georgia and Florida had 

agreed in principle to extend the training trial to six more prisons each. In 

Puerto Rico he hoped he had made a good impression with the prison 

authorities there, but the challenge was to provide the training in Spanish, a 

language he didn’t know. He spent a few days in each location visiting 

prisons, meeting governors, warders, and in a few cases talking to prisoners. 

He had to return from Orlando to Heathrow, which was a pain in the arse after 

his tiring travel. However, at the airport the check-in clerk told him he had 

been upgraded to Business Class and this removed some of his annoyance. 

The cabin was not crowded, the food was improved, and he had plenty of 

rest. He spent some time reading the papers in his briefcase and then fell 

asleep. He awoke six hours later still feeling sleepy but rested. The flight had 

a slight delay landing and then another waiting for a gate, but even so it 

arrived early. 

Unknown to him a Qantas flight from Sydney was arriving at Heathrow. 

In the crush of a packed tourist cabin Selene had flown home to attend the 

funeral of her father. She received a telephone call from her mother three 

days before, telling her Edwyn had not come home from the office. The same 

evening, Heledd telephoned the police reporting him missing. Nothing could 

be done at that time of night, and enquiries did not start until the next 

morning. Staff at the factory confirmed he had left the office at about 5.30pm 
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and assumed he was driving home. The breakthrough came when the 

manager of the Swallow Falls Hotel contacted the police to report a missing 

customer who had checked in the previous day but had not been seen since. 

His car was still in the car park. The guest had booked the room a week 

before under the name of John Wynn and had paid in cash on his arrival. The 

body was found in the lower pool of the Falls, where it had got caught partly 

submerged in rocks hidden by overhanging bushes. 

A dry spell had left the river low, but heavy rain on the day of Edwyn’s 

disappearance had raised the water to danger level. A leg spotted bobbing in 

the water showed where the body had grounded. Respect for the body was 

secondary to the safety of the police divers who had to recover it. When it 

was brought to the bank the face was covered in cuts and scratches but 

showed no obvious cause of death. The assumption made at the time was 

death by drowning, but the police considered other matters needed looking 

into and reported the death to the Coroner, who authorised a post-mortem. 

That was all Selene knew. She had few feelings for her father and her 

absence from home for so long had loosened those she had. But she was 

surprised by the shock she felt. She had not decided whether her emotion 

was of relief or one of sadness. She unfastened her seatbelt, closed her eyes 

and realised she was indifferent to his death. She worried about her mother 

because she would feel the loss more deeply, even though her view of her 

husband came close to loathing. 

Jim and Selene had booked on the same flight from London to 

Manchester and had an hour and a half before departure. Selene had no 
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difficulties going through immigration, clearing her baggage at Customs and 

had plenty of time to catch her flight. Nothing went right for Jim.  

Instead of the usual formality of a glance at the passport, this time the 

Border Force officer took a couple of minutes to clear it. Jim’s baggage was 

one of the last to reach the carousel and he kept looking at his watch as the 

margin for his next flight slipped away. He collected his suitcase and rushed 

into the green channel. A Customs Officer approached him and asked him to 

open his suitcase. The Customs Officer was not to be rushed. He looked at 

Jim’s passport and started questioning him about his journey. What was the 

purpose, where had he gone, was it all business, had he taken any holiday, 

where was that, and other seemingly minor and annoying questions. 

“Please, officer, I now have forty minutes, could you please speed up?” 

“As soon as I’m satisfied, Sir. Please open your bag. Have you any 

illegal substances or objects, or anything you should have declared?” 

“No, I haven’t,” said Jim looking at his watch again. 

“It won’t take long for me to go through your bag then, Sir.” The 

Customs Officer took everything out of the case and looked at or felt every 

possible hiding place. “That’s fine, Sir, you may repack your bag now, please.” 

Jim did this and as he prepared to move away the Customs Officer said, “May 

I see your hand luggage please?” 

“What?” Jim shouted in annoyance. “Look, I’ve a plane to 

catch. I want to speak to someone more senior. I don’t have time to waste.” 

“Sir, it will be quicker for you to show your briefcase than me having to 

find my boss. You could be out of here in five minutes.” 

Begrudgingly, Jim gave up. “Get on with it.” 
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“You’ve travelled from areas that have high risk for drug smuggling. We 

are now more careful. That’s it. Thank you, Sir. You may go.” Jim slammed his 

papers back in his bag and dashed out of the Arrivals Hall. He didn’t see the 

Customs Officer shake his head at a plain clothes Special Branch officer 

watching from across the corridor. The inevitable happened, for when he 

reached the Manchester gate the flight had closed, and the plane was about 

to depart. 

“Bloody hell.” He texted Carys to tell her of his arrival and caught a 

flight a couple of hours later. At Manchester he collected his car from the 

parking company and drove to Trefriw. 

 

(ii) 

 

The first thing Carys said to him when he arrived was, “Have you heard 

of the death of Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns? A proper mystery it is___” 

“What? When?” Jim stood in shocked silence as he tried to take in the 

news. Carys carried on talking with information he was not hearing. “Slow 

down Carys. I have jet lag, and I had a frustrating experience with Customs 

and I’m not in the best of moods. Make me a cup of tea please and start 

again.” After recovering some patience but still tired and grumpy he asked 

Carys to carry on, slowly, so he could take it in. He could see Alice dying to 

give her own version but was in no mood for a double act. 

“They found him at the Swallow Falls, a right mess I understand. Head 

smashed in. The currents in the pool had kept him there and when the police 

found him the body was stuck underwater.” 
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“How had he died?” 

“Suicide. It must be, mustn’t it? He’d booked into the hotel under the 

name of John Wynn, didn’t he?” 

“Did he?” 

“Yes, he did. Obsessed with the man he was. Got to be suicide. 

There’s no other explanation.” 

“What about an accident or a murder?” said Jim. 

“A murder! No one said anything about a murder. And that Selene has 

come back from Australia…mind you, I don’t think Edwyn had any friends in 

that family.” 

“Selene has come back?” 

“Arrived this morning, poor thing.” 

“Right, I must get cleaned up and have a rest. Thank you for the tea. I’ll 

call in later.” 

 

(iii) 

 

Rested, washed, shaved, and wearing a change of clothes, Jim drove 

to the Wynn-Jenkyn’s house at Trefriw. He had no idea what to expect and 

was surprised when Heledd opened the door to him looking fresh and smart 

and showing no sign of mourning. There was a dullness in her eyes that 

seemed to say she feared an uncertain future more than the loss of her 

husband. 

“Oh, Jim. Thank you for coming.” She gave him a big hug. “We’ve been 

frantic the last few days. Come in, the children are here - Selene arrived this 
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morning.” Heledd led Jim into what was a living room that looked like a tidier 

extension of Edwyn’s office. Newspapers lay on the floor, piles of books were 

stacked along the skirting boards, and cut flowers wilted in discoloured water. 

Lowri looked distraught and shocked; Idris managed to look arrogant and 

defensive at the same time; Emrys had the look of someone who was not 

going to receive good news. Selene looked gorgeous in her grief – she had 

obviously cried a great deal as she consoled her mother, and maybe she 

even had some love for her father. He went to her and gave her a gentle hug 

which Selene returned with some strength. 

Jim stayed a couple of hours and between them the family filled in the 

details. The police had told them the results of the post-mortem, and these 

had caused much of the stress that Jim had seen. Edwyn was dead when he 

went into the water. The other wounds were most likely caused during time in 

the pool. The cause of death was stabbing by a long, narrow blade that had 

entered his body below his right ribs and passed up to his heart. Forensics 

had not identified the type of blade but suggested it was something like a 

rapier. Suicide was unlikely, as the scientist said the entry wound indicated 

Edwyn was standing above whoever or whatever had thrust the blade into the 

body, and he could not have removed it before he died. Police were 

continuing to search for the weapon. 

 

(iv) 

 

With no further evidence coming to light before the inquest the Coroner 

had no choice but to adjourn the hearing. Whilst this did not solve the mystery 
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of Edwyn’s death it gave Heledd, his sole executor, the ability to claim against 

a number of life policies. The terms of the will provided a spark that set off 

feelings of anger, resentment, and satisfaction amongst the beneficiaries. 

Anger from Selene and Lowri for not being given shares in the business; 

resentment from Emrys who was only left the proceeds of one life policy “as 

he had already received much money” before his father died. Satisfaction 

from Heledd that she could start a new life with adequate money, and from 

Idris after learning he was left a third of Edwyn’s personal shares in the 

company. The opposition to Idris from Selene and Lowri provoked the family 

crisis that all but Edwyn had foreseen, and as the incompetence of Idris 

became increasingly obvious, Heledd joined the dispute on the side of her 

daughters. 

 

(v) 

 

What appeared to be a growing closeness between Selene and 

Heledd added to the bitterness shown by Idris and Emrys towards the 

women. As Edwyn had been the only director, a new director had to be 

appointed quickly. Following a talk with Heledd and Jim, James McGuire and 

Christopher Staples, partners in McGuire, Antonionis & Staples, and trustees 

of Edwyn’s trust, used their majority power to appoint Heledd as a director, 

which created further animosity in Idris towards his mother and brought Jim 

into his sights. Wisely, Jim kept out of the way for fear of increasing the anger 

that had developed in the family. 
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Inheritance matters can drag on for long periods, but Mr Staples was 

keen to clear some legal items quickly and as Heledd was the sole executor 

he suggested she visit him in London as soon as convenient. Fearful of a 

meeting by herself with a lawyer, and without telling her children, she asked 

Jim to accompany her as a sort of legal chaperone. “It’ll be a long day,” said 

Jim. “Why don’t we stay overnight? I’ll book a couple of rooms at the Channel 

Club,” and that’s what he did. 

 

(vi) 

 

The meeting with Mr Staples went smoothly but took longer than expected. 

Both Jim and Heledd had difficult in understanding all that he said. “Mrs 

Wynn-Jenkyns, I’ll try not to overload you with legal matters, but what I have 

to say is extremely important. Any time you want a break please let me know. 

Your husband set up a discretionary trust many years ago; that means the 

trustees, Mr McGuire and me, must use their discretion as to who can benefit 

from it. The trust deed excludes you and your husband from benefiting and 

names your four children as potential beneficiaries. There is no requirement 

to provide equal benefits, or indeed to include all the children – that’s a matter 

for the trustees to decide. He’s also provided a Letter of Wishes, which sets 

out what he would like the trustees to do, but the trustees have no legal 

obligation to follow it. You’ll see this is dated four months ago and I prepared it 

for him following a meeting you, Mr Sloan, had with him. The main request is 

that you, Mrs Wynn-Jenkyns, accept an appointment as a trustee. At this 
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point I suggest we have a short break, say fifteen minutes? I’ll see you back 

here.” 

Heledd and Jim went outside onto the busy pavement. “It’s beyond me, 

Jim. Can you make any sense of it?” 

“I’m beginning to but not all. It seems Edwyn wants you as a trustee to 

give you a say in overseeing the company. Even though you’ll have some 

shares personally, as a trustee you will have more influence in the company 

for the trust owns 85%. There’s more to come, I’m afraid.” 

More hot drinks and biscuits lay on the table when they returned. “I 

said a lot before. Are there any questions?” Heledd and Jim shook their 

heads, so Mr Staples continued. “Mrs Wynn-Jenkyns, if you accept the 

position of a trustee, my partner, James McGuire, will step down leaving you 

and me as trustees. Now, to the rest of the Letter of Wishes. This includes 

matters that relate more to the business than the trust. For example, Edwyn 

would not want Idris as a director until you feel he shows more maturity and a 

greater sense of responsibility. He suggests Emrys has no role whatsoever 

(those are his words) in the business at any time. He would like you to 

encourage Lowri to develop her latent skills and take greater responsibility. 

He apologises for his awful treatment of Selene and would like to see her as 

the MD if you can persuade her. Finally, Mrs Wynn-Jenkyns, he would like 

you to take on the position of chairman, chairperson, chairwoman or whatever 

you want to call yourself; you are the only director, so have the position 

already by default.” Still no questions came from Heled or Jim, who wrote 

quickly in a notebook. 
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“You will find you will have many questions after the meeting, and we 

can deal with those by telephone or on another visit. There is one final matter 

that I didn’t want to confuse you with too early in the meeting. Mrs Wynn-

Jenkyns, you may recall you signed a deed at the time the trust was set up. It 

passed an important power to you if Edwyn died before you.” Heledd shook 

her head. Staples continued, “In the trust deed, Edwyn had the power 

Prescribed Consent and on his death you now take it over.” Heledd glanced 

at Jim with a bemused look on her face. 

“Don’t worry about it now, I’ll explain in more detail at another time,” 

continued Staples. “In the main, the powers are negative; you can stop some 

things happening.” He stopped and said, “I can see you have had enough. 

You have done remarkably well to put up with me prattling on for two hours. 

Thank you for coming. I’ll send you notes of what I said.” They shook hands 

and parted. Jim found a coffee shop and they sat down, drained of energy. 

“Do you fancy going out for meal? I can see if I can get a table at Le 

Caprice?” He managed to book an early table at 6pm and they walked back 

to the Club to freshen up. By the time they strolled up St James’s Street, both 

had the feeling of a great release from emotional damage, and the their 

conversation became more light-hearted and their mannerisms more relaxed. 

These improved further after each had a glass of wine and good meals. 

Afterwards, they walked along Piccadilly, stopped at Fortnum & Masons and 

had coffees at the small ice cream café. 

By the time they walked back to the Club, they felt like old friends, 

holding on to each other’s sleeves and speaking a little too loudly. As they 

came out of the lift Heledd turned to Jim and gave his jacket a gentle pull, 
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“Coffee”? she said softly. Her eyes told him everything and he followed her 

along the corridor. 

 

(vii) 

 

It was inevitable. Two people who had lived repressed and lonely lives 

for many years found sexual release in the late evening hours of that day. It 

was passionate, noisy, emotional, gentle, and quiet as long-forgotten desires 

surfaced and unused skills returned. When Jim went back to his room, both 

felt refreshed and restored. At breakfast, the physical strains of the night were 

visible in their faces, but their eyes were alive with joy. They had a slightly 

embarrassing few minutes when they talked of the implications of their love 

making, but both agreed it was done with no obligations apart from having 

become trusting friends. Heledd welcomed Jim’s offer to help with the re-

organisation of the business and dealing with her children.  

 

(viii) 

 

Jim concentrated on developing his business and over the following 

couple of months made more visits around the country, and to the USA. He 

was delighted with the progress he made there. He appointed a training 

organisation to deal with the educational side and a Brute equivalent to 

provide first-hand, personal experience of the prison system. 
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Jim’s wealth had started to increase, not by a great amount but enough 

to make him feel comfortable. He and Heledd acted as good friends, and his 

mind turned more to thoughts of Selene. 
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Chapter 35    Family at War 

 

The surprise of the immediate period after Edwyn’s death was the 

reconciliation Selene made with her mother. They had much in common and 

only when they were relieved of the restraints caused by Edwyn did they 

begin to realise how they had been driven apart by his abuse. It was 

unplanned when Heledd slipped and slopped a bowl of cream over Selene’s 

clothes. Heledd went white as she expected the tantrum that would follow, but 

it didn’t come. Instead, Selene started laughing. 

“Ma, you are clumsy.” She pulled her mother to her and helped spread 

the cream onto her clothes. Heledd laughed and then the crying started as 

they clung to each other, with tears pouring from their eyes. “Ma, I’ve wanted 

to hug you – I’ve missed showing how much I love you. I couldn’t find my way 

through the barriers, but now I have.” 

Heledd could not believe what had happened. It was too quick for her. 

She wiped her eyes, scraped off the cream from hers and Selene’s clothes. 

She touched her daughter’s face and kissed her. “We were both lost, and now 

we have found each other – we’ve made the first step of ridding ourselves of 

the past.” Her reflex action was to make a couple of cups of tea, and they 

moved to the lounge where they spent the afternoon close together, talking on 

a sofa. 

Heledd realised she had an enormous task explaining to her children 

the new structure that Edwyn wanted her to set up. Mr Staples came to 

Llandudno for a couple of nights and he and all the family stayed in a hotel so 

they could have privacy. Although Jim was away, he had made contributions 
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to the agendas of the meetings, and he and Heledd kept in touch. Any 

opposition would come from Idris and Emrys; the former because he would 

be excluded from his father’s plans, and the latter because the source of his 

pilfered money would disappear. Apart from the arguments it didn’t matter too 

much to Heledd and Mr Staples as the trustees had control of a majority of 

the shares and therefore neither son could block the plan. 

There was one matter Heledd had no control over. Of the 15% of the 

shares Edwyn owned, he had left her 10%, 5% to Idris, and none to the other 

children. She thought that was unfair and had suggested to Idris that the two 

of them gift shares to the others so that all held 3%. She never anticipated the 

venom that came from him at the suggestion. “You don’t really expect me to 

give up shares to the others? Not fucking likely. You can screw yourself.” 

Shocked, Heledd backed away, planning to continue the battle at another 

time  

She knew Selene would support her and believed Lowri would. She 

also knew she was not moving fast enough, and a financial crisis brought 

most matters to a head. The business came close to bankruptcy and Idris 

became lost in a fog of confusion and recrimination that he had no idea how 

to deal with it. The money Edwyn had put into the flats scheme had almost 

certainly been lost, and if not lost could take years to recover. On Mr Staples’ 

suggestion, the trustees appointed Selene to the Board, and this caused 

another outburst of resentment from Idris, who disappeared from work for a 

week. Heledd stopped all scrap going to Emrys unless he paid for it, and this 

caused an explosion of fury she had difficulty coping with. Not only did she 
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have to deal with a warring family she now had to prevent the business going 

bust. And here, Jim stepped in to help. 

Many of the suppliers were small businesses from the local area that 

had supplied Edwyn for many years. They had a loyalty to the company but 

the news of Edwyn’s death and the delays in payments that followed had 

created tension, fear that they would lose their money, and possibly they 

would go bust; many had withheld supplies as they became tired of excuses. 

None of them knew Heledd apart from social chats at fairs, and all distrusted 

Idris. Jim and Heledd visited every supplier and persuaded them all to agree 

to a payment plan. Jim lent the company the money to make the first 

payments and supplies started again.  

The women used these problems to their advantage. Idris was given 

an ultimatum and a bitter period of arguing followed; eventually he conceded. 

He had enough sense to realise having a job and fewer shares was better 

than losing both. They signed a deed of arrangement three months after 

Edwyn’s death, and they each received 3% of the shares. Despite all of 

Edwyn’s prejudices, cunning, and manipulation for male primogeniture his 

women turned out to be adversaries he would have been proud of.  

It took Heledd many months to start recovering from the loss of Edwyn. 

The dispute within the family ran much deeper than she knew, and Idris still 

plotted to take over running the business. With Mr Staples and Jim helping 

Heledd and Selene, Idris was powerless, but his lack of enthusiasm, and 

negativity created a situation that needed to be dealt with.  
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Chapter 36   Home Office 

 

(i) 

 

After a long night of work the ringing of Jim’s mobile telephone took some 

time to register in his dulled mind. When he did recognise it the caller had 

rung off. Almost immediately a text message arrived. He fumbled as he found 

his way into the messages but became wide awake as soon as he read the 

cryptic message from Carrie: 

Watch the news x 

He stumbled downstairs, switched on the television to find he had 

missed the main points. He scanned through other channels and found what 

Carrie wanted him to hear: 

 

The National Crime Agency has announced the arrest of 

a man in Liverpool in relation to a fraud 10 years ago that 

involved the theft of more than £20 million. They expect 

to make other arrests. Police forces in Europe, the USA 

and Bermuda have also been involved. Jim Sloan spent 

five years of a seven year sentence in prison. He always 

maintained his innocence and had his conviction set 

aside on appeal.  

The unnamed man is also being interviewed about 

the deaths in a car crash of a young mother and her 

baby. 
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Jim sobbed and amongst his tears he texted “Thank you” to Carrie. 

 

(ii) 

 

“Please be seated, if you wish. The Home Secretary is on the 

telephone and shouldn’t be long. He has reserved an hour to see you. Can I 

get you anything?” 

The aide, smartly dressed in a dark grey suit, white shirt, and silk tie, 

didn’t expect an affirmative answer and had turned away before the visitors 

could reply. 

“This puts our office in the shade, Carrie. I’m considered lucky to have 

a twenty-year leather chair with a rip in it. Do you realise we pay for this in our 

taxes?  

“It had never occurred to me, Sir. These chairs are at least a hundred 

years old and have pristine leather seats - and look at the gold leaf! Maybe 

it’s to keep the workers here happy so they don’t feel deprived of doing work 

on the front line.”  

Her companion grimaced, put a finger across his mouth, and was 

about to speak again when the aide returned. “The Minister will see you now 

– please follow me.” He opened an adjoining door with practised theatrical 

elegance and waved them past him. “Chief Superintendent Willoughby and 

Acting Chief Inspector Cavendish, Home Secretary.” 

“Welcome and congratulations to both of you. This is Mrs Markham 

who will take notes of the meeting. You have achieved a remarkable success. 
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Willoughby, I shall see if I can do something about that chair of yours. 

Cavendish, what need is there for employees in Whitehall to join the front line 

when we can call on excellent people like yourselves?” He grinned at them, 

and Carrie learnt a new lesson in diplomacy. Willoughby raised his eyebrows 

at her in an “I did warn you” rebuke. 

The Home Secretary continued talking. “In the next 55 minutes I want 

a precis of this case. Caroline…” 

“Carrie, Sir.” 

“Carrie then, I have been briefed on your undercover work in the Bank 

of Eastern Settlements case some years ago. That was a remarkable 

achievement. What was the connection between that and Sloan? 

Carrie glanced at Willoughby who nodded at her. “There was no 

obvious connection at the time. We believed there was a much bigger 

operation running and we had touched just part of it. We didn’t know who 

Sloan was. Anyway, who was likely to suspect a mild-mannered, married 

consultant of anything on that scale. An FBI man I had worked with on the 

BES case brought the first hint but by that time Sloan had been arrested for 

the fraud and the FBI didn’t want to get involved with what appeared to be a 

domestic issue. I was assigned to another case, and everything went quiet.” 

“And as we now know, he had nothing to do with the fraud. A 

distressing situation.” 

“Yes, it is, Home Secretary,” answered Willoughby. “It was a well-

planned con to set up Sloan. The evidence against him was mainly 

circumstantial. Sloan’s defence was badly conducted, and we, the Law 

Society and the Bar Council have started to investigate whether there were 
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breaches of professional conduct. Earlier this year, Sloan hinted (in the 

strictest confidence, of course) that the prosecuting counsel had since told 

him he had doubts about his guilt. I suspect the jury didn’t understand many 

of the complexities of the fraud. Dempster was a business adviser to Sloan 

and managed to get him to visit places where we believed the money had 

been transferred and at about the same time. We never proved Sloan 

handled the money – he was a naïve patsy to take the fall.” 

“Ah, here’s some coffee and biscuits. Try those little Scottish things, 

there’re delicious – they come from Dundee.” After a short pause and 

stretching of legs the briefing started again. “Carry on, Tony.” 

“We know the money was sent in chunks to an account at a bank in 

Vaduz, Liechtenstein. With much searching, and with the help of the local 

police, we found the account was in the name a Panamanian trust company 

that used an address in Geneva at the office of one of the world’s largest 

lawyers. It stayed there for a short time and then disappeared. Sloan was on 

holiday in Vaduz and in Geneva at about the time the money left. We got 

nowhere with the bank or the people in Geneva. The trail went cold. ” 

Carrie had been daydreaming a little, imagining living in a home with 

the magnificent furniture, carpets, and paintings that were in the room. She 

decided the limit of her ambition was Heals. She came back down to earth 

quicky. “Carry on Carrie,” said the Home Secretary, rather pleased with what 

he thought was a good pun. 

“The problem we had was making links – people and events, and in 

that we had the help of my contact in the FBI. We were looking for people 

who had made trips to the USA and Caribbean region at the time the money 
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disappeared. Some names came up, one of which was Sloan, who had 

travelled from Paris, via London to Bermuda with his wife a week later. He 

also made other journeys to the British Virgin Islands, Netherlands Antilles 

and Puerto Rico. The FBI found he had met some known criminals, on the 

face of it innocently – bumping into each in a bar or restaurant, that sort of 

thing. That, with some other minor matters was the case for the prosecution.” 

The Home Secretary interrupted. “That wasn’t a convincing case, but I 

see the problem you had. I would have thought a good defence barrister 

could have sorted that out easily.” 

“So did we,” said Willoughby, “but we hadn’t taken account of the 

appalling failure of the defence team. Sloan refused to give evidence, and 

Dempster, his main character witness didn’t inspire confidence. I must admit 

we were surprised and delighted with the verdict.’’ 

“But he got out on appeal, although you thought he was guilty all along. 

And the prosecution didn’t object to the appeal. What was going on?” 

Mrs Markham spoke for the first time as she interrupted the Home 

Secretary. “Excuse me, Home Secretary, you have a Cabinet Meeting in half 

an hour.” 

“My God, so I do! Make another appointment for Mr Willoughby and 

Miss Cavendish to finish the briefing. Thanks to both of you. I’m looking 

forward to the end bit.” Willoughby and Carrie left, leaving the Minister and his 

secretary to collect his papers for Cabinet. 

“I’m glad that interruption came. It could have gone on for another 

couple of hours.” 
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(iii) 

 

Willoughby and Cavendish met the Home Secretary again a few days 

later. “Just start from where you left off.” 

“We had no idea what was going on in Sloan’s mind. There were at 

least two attempts on his life in the year he came out of prison; after those 

maybe he sorted out his relationships again. It seems he may have upset a 

powerful group that we don’t know about. At the appeal hearing, Sloan had a 

much better barrister. That was one of the reasons the Crown didn’t give a 

defence. Really, he should never had gone to prison on the evidence we had. 

The only good thing that came from it was we kept Sloan controlled for five 

years and we thought that gave us more time. Carrie, over to you.” 

Carrie explained that in prison Sloan had devised educational plans to 

help convicts develop new skills to keep them straight. He was allowed to 

take a lot of classes. “He set up a legitimate business providing training and 

consultancy that has contracts with the Home Office, and this was about the 

time he bumped into Harry Harrison in London. Harrison was one of Sloan’s 

successful pupils and when he came out stayed clean.”  

An interruption occurred when a tray of coffee and biscuits arrived. 

There was no expensive coffee set this time – the group had been relegated 

to an assortment of mugs and plastic plates for the biscuits. “Carry on, Chief 

Inspector.” 

Looking for somewhere to place her mug and not finding one, Carrie 

continued holding it in both hands. “It gave Sloan, and his ex-con employee, 
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Harry Harrison, access to prisons and prisoners. Some of the country’s 

greatest knaves took a remarkable interest in bettering themselves. It had the 

signs of some sort of fraudulent activity, maybe to do with drugs.” 

The Home Secretary held up his hand to stop the briefing. He sat silent 

for a few moments tapping a pencil on the table. “Did you put Harrison and 

Sloan under surveillance?” 

“Yes, Sir, when we had the resources, or when a new line appeared.” 

“And did anything come of that?” 

“Not a thing, Sir”. Carrie took a large swallow of the cooling coffee. 

“Our chums in the FBI had a file on Sloan and had expressed low level 

concerns about his travelling in the USA, but as far as they are concerned he 

is completely clean.”  

“What about this character Dempster?” asked the Home Secretary. “He 

cropped up a few times in relation to Sloan. Is he really the one?” 

“We believe so, Sir”, replied Willoughby. “He travelled a great deal 

overseas and had been a close contact of Sloan’s at one time, but not in 

recent years so far as we can see. He was one of the weak witnesses for 

Sloan’s defence. Before Sloan went to the USA the last time, he passed 

information to the Merseyside Police suggesting Dempster had had an affair 

with his wife, and the baby he thought was his was in fact Dempster’s, so 

there is a personal issue. He handed over a notebook kept by Mrs Sloan that 

indicated she had met Dempster on the day she died in the accident. Sloan 

suggested Dempster may have had some involvement in the accident. It 

seems odd Dempster did not come forward after the crash. Merseyside have 

re-opened the enquiry, will look at DNA evidence, and will keep us informed. 
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“In the notebook Sloan discovered the key to a code his wife had used 

and decoded the vital message that led us to the strong room in the bank in 

Liechtenstein, and that in turn led us to Dempster and to his arrest. He’ll use 

heavy guns against us, but we managed to have him remanded in custody as 

he is flight risk.”  

“Home Secretary, you have a meeting with the Prime Minister in twenty 

minutes. I have your papers ready,” said Mrs Markham. 

“Bugger, I had forgotten about that. Thanks everyone.” 

“Another case solved,” said Willoughby. “Let’s get some lunch – how 

about that new restaurant on Jermyn Street I told you about. I can tell you 

about your next assignment – it involves Dempster. You know, we make a 

good team, and I expect you’ll hear shortly you are confirmed in the new rank. 

Well done. Let me know when the DNA comes through on the baby; I’d like to 

tell Sloan.” 
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Chapter 37   Selene and Jim 

 

The tree shaded them from the worst of the afternoon heat. Insects dashed 

about in little thermals and wasps were doing their best to attack the ripening 

apples. The heat, the sound of insects, the scent of plants, and a hint of a 

lasagne cooking, encouraged a state of satisfaction and lethargy. Not so 

much in the woman, but certainly in the man. 

“Do you believe in God? Any god?” 

Jim thought for a moment. “Sometimes. I’m sure there is a god of 

some form. Though not like the main religions would have us believe.” He 

stopped, looked at the garden around him, then continued. “I see a god as a 

source of energy that people can use for good or for evil. Fire and water give 

us the means of survival but can destroy us. The problems arise if the forces 

get out of balance.” 

They listened to the sound of the birds, then Selene said, “If you 

believe that, surely there must be an overpowering energy that feeds the 

good and the bad.” 

“There you have me. My mind can’t think beyond what I see and 

experience. I don’t think any human will ever understand the power of the 

universe. But it doesn’t concern me. It won’t concern any of our descendants 

as time will eradicate them in a few million years – the planet will be 

uninhabitable when the sun dies and maybe a long time before that. Why 

worry about things one cannot understand and cannot change?” 

“That’s bloody negative – of course you can change things over time; 

even in one’s lifetime. 
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“Ah, the magic of time. Time doesn’t exist – it’s a fallacy. Tell me what 

you think you could alter that could make a difference to you, me, and 

humanity. Can you transform yourself back two thousand years?” The power 

of Jim’s comment shocked Selene and she sat in silence. “Come on,” urged 

Jim brusquely, “tell me anything, anything at all.” 

The silence continued. “I want you to love me,” Selene said softly. 

“What? I want to love you,” Jim replied in shock, “but you’ve spent the 

whole of your life making sure you didn’t love anyone. You are an expert at it.” 

“Jim, that doesn’t matter now. I want you to love me completely. I want 

to feel your passion and your body. I need you physically as well as mentally”. 

 Jim put his hand on her head and stroked her hair gently. Selene placed 

her head on his shoulder and pulled herself towards him. She felt resistance. 

“What is it?” She looked into his eyes. “What’s the matter?” 

He took her hand and led her to the bench under the old apple tree, 

and they sat down. For a time, they sat in silence still holding hands but not 

knowing what to do next. Jim cleared his throat, and said, “It does matter – it 

matters a great deal. Over the years I have missed the companionship of 

women, and more importantly of a special woman. The death of my wife was 

a loss I believed I could never recover from. It was hard for me, but I am 

beginning to see everything differently now.” 

“But…?” said Selene, with anxiety in her voice. 

Jim gathered his thoughts. He did not want to destroy the way to the 

future – maybe the future for both of them. “At the time we went to the 

mountains I saw your beauty, but realised you had something hazardous in 

your character – it seemed like a wish for self-destruction. You were deeply 
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self-centred, disrespectful of people, and in Liverpool you vanished from my 

life a second time. It was as though you wanted to cut people out of your life. 

Both times, I felt I’d lost you, and they were deep losses___” 

“I’m sorry, Jim. They were awful things to do. I went through a bad 

period when I was growing up. It was not just with my parents and siblings; it 

was with everyone. I went off the rails and wouldn’t listen to anyone. Maybe 

my mother wouldn’t be an alcoholic if I’d behaved better. I don’t think my dad 

would have changed – he was weird all the time, but despite all the 

arguments I do regret never telling him I loved him. Maybe I’d have had a 

better understanding of my sister and brothers.” She rubbed the back of her 

hand across her eyes and looked at Jim. 

“Will you tell me what happened when you were thirteen, when you 

damaged your bedroom and ran away? Your mother told me of it, but she 

didn’t give any reasons. Are you able to talk about it?” 

Selene wiped her hand across her eyes again, and Jim could see 

wetness on her face. “No, I won’t. I’ve never told anyone, not even my 

parents. I didn’t think anyone would believe me. It used to bubble up inside 

and then explode out of me. That’s why people believe I’m nutty. It’s not what 

you think – my family had nothing to do with it.” She gave a loud sob and 

placed her forehead on Jim’s shoulder – he felt the dampness from her tears 

– then she pulled away. “I closed myself off from everyone and was more 

interested in hurting than having friends. I can’t tell you what happened that 

changed me; not yet - maybe one day I’ll have the courage, and also the trust 

that you’ll believe me.” 
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“I won’t ask again. But that is a huge secret to take into a friendship. I 

don’t know whether I could live with something so momentous without 

knowing the reasons.” Selene didn’t speak; she just looked at Jim with a 

blank, wondering stare. 

She changed the subject. “I’d arranged to leave home, and then I 

bumped into you at the office. That day in the mountains started to change my 

life, but when I saw you in the Cavern, I became confused and all I could do 

was to say hello, slip the note in your pocket, and leave you. It was fear of 

rejection, I suppose. I was devastated when you didn’t telephone.” She stood 

up and started to move away. Jim took her hand. 

“Not yet. I’ve things to say, but you may not want to hear them.” Selene 

sat down again. “Relationships are two-way, whether its friendship or love. 

And they must be unconditional, otherwise they will not work. I don’t believe 

you know what it means to love someone, because you’ve not had the 

chance to learn. It only works properly when there are no barriers and trust is 

absolute.” He paused to judge Selene’s reaction, but there was none. “Both of 

us have barriers to remove. I’m sure we can help each other to do that, but it 

may take some time, and it will be difficult. If ever you do trust me, maybe we 

can move on.”  

A smile spread across Selene’s red and tear-stained face. “I thought I’d 

lost you. Oh, yes, let’s try. The barriers must come down, and I need your 

help, and I’ll do my best to help you.” They stayed on the bench for a few 

minutes more, and then Selene broke the spell by saying, “We must plan our 

own lives. I have the family business to sort out – will you help me?” 
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“I shall if you need me, but I don’t think you will. And I have my training 

courses to make more professional. They will involve lots of travelling and 

organising. Can I look to you?” 

“Need you ask?” 

“And bugger Sir John Wynn!” Jim stopped the enthusiastic chatter. 

“Selene, when I mentioned barriers just now I meant all barriers. You have put 

barriers in my way. I now know what you meant when you said you were 

protected. But I have learnt that I am protected also, maybe more protected 

than you. I can do nothing about it – it is up to you to search in your mind and 

heart and find what is acceptable to you. Yes, I love you, but not in the way 

you want. I also fear you and I can’t build a lasting relationship where there is 

fear.” He squeezed her hand and saw shock in her eyes. 

“Jim! Selene! Where are you? Are you there?” Heledd’s voice came 

from the house. 

“Over here mother, by the old apple tree,” called Selene. 

They heard a rustling through the shrubbery, and a gasping voice said, 

“Oh here you are. I’ve been looking for you everywhere. Come on, supper’s 

ready.” As they walked into the kitchen Heledd pulled Jim back. “You know 

she thinks she’s in love with you?” 

“I know she does, and it’s worrying.” 
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Chapter 38   A Gentle Breeze 

 

(i) 

 

Jim was the first man Selene thought she loved, and she felt she had made a 

fool of herself when she expressed that love to him. She didn’t go to the office 

for a few days as she tried to understand why he had not accepted her 

advances. She was confused, disheartened, and despondent. She had never 

had trouble getting a man to do what she wanted – her skirt a little high up her 

thighs, a sweater tight across her bra-less breasts, or discreet dirty talk had 

always worked. She had never opened her heart to anyone before and had 

found the experience difficult and embarrassing. 

Maybe he hadn’t got over the death of his wife. Possibly he had 

someone else he was involved with. She thought through the conversation a 

few times and then realised she had told him twice she wanted him to love 

her. God, it was as she had given him orders; he must feel she wanted to 

control him. No wonder he was indifferent. She remembered he had said he 

wanted to love her, and she found hope in those few words. 

 

(ii) 

 

“Mr Sloan? It’s Superintendent Willoughby. I want to bring you up to 

date on the Dempster matter. We’ve made considerable progress with the 

case against him, and his associates in the USA.” 

“Thank you, Superintendent. Will you need me as a witness?” 
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“We’ll try and keep you out of it. I think we’ll get by with a reference to 

the coded message and the leads it provided.” 

“Superintendent, I remain confused as to why Sam did not go to the 

police with what she had. Has anything appeared about that?” 

Willoughby paused as he tried to find an answer to a question that had 

no answer. “We can’t explain it. We think she didn’t get the details in one go. 

So, she may have coded it in bits and needed to hide it. From what we can 

see she used the hotel meetings with Dempster as a way of getting 

information. This may be difficulty for you to take in, Mr Sloan, but we are 

certain she shared hotel rooms with Dempster at least five times and took the 

baby with her on some of them.” He paused as he felt the tension in Jim. “He 

claims he had no idea what she was doing and was shocked when we told 

him how we had discovered the leads. However, we believe he did find out on 

the day Sam died.” 

“They met at Mere that day. We think Sam found the last piece for the 

message and encoded it whilst Dempster was out of the room. Possibly, she 

told him the affair was over. She probably left first, slipped the message into 

the book and drove away with the intention of going to the police. Dempster 

may have discovered she’d been into his papers, suspected what had 

happened and chased her. Either accidentally or deliberately he forced her off 

the road and drove away without stopping. We are still hoping to find 

evidence to bring a murder charge.” 

“But what happened to the encoding gadget? Sam must have had it 

with her on the day she was killed. It wasn’t amongst her belongings returned 

to me.” 
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“I have no idea, Mr Sloan. It certainly wasn’t found at the crash scene 

and wasn’t logged with Sam’s possessions. This is speculation, but it is 

possible Sam left it behind in her hurry to leave the hotel. If we can prove 

Dempster found it and he realised Sam had kept a coded record it may 

support a charge of pre-meditated murder. In turn, it could explain the 

attempts on your life in case you found the information. However, I suspect it 

is something we’ll never know.” Jim remained silent. 

“Mr Sloan, I have one more important piece of information. We have 

checked the DNA of the child, and there is no doubt that you are the father.” 

He paused again as he heard a deep sob. “We suspect that Sam let 

Dempster believe he was the father to get closer to him. This is no 

consolation to you, but your wife made a great sacrifice to make sure the truth 

was not lost.” 

Jim remained silent for a short period as emotion welled up in him. 

“When he regained control of his voice he said, “So, she ensnared him to find 

the evidence of his guilt and my innocence?” 

“Yes, she did.” 

“I hope Dempster rots in hell.” Willoughby heard loud sobbing and 

gently replaced the receiver. 

 

(iii) 

 

Some weeks later Jim had recovered from the shock of what 

Willoughby had told him, but the mourning remained with him. His distress at 

learning Sam had slept with Dempster passed quickly. It was a cunning plan 
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of entrapment that had worked but had cost the lives of her and their baby. 

That she could do that showed a deeper love than he could expect anyone to 

give. 

 

(iv) 

 

The time came for another clear-out at the cottage, aimed to remove 

anything negative that remained from his associations with Dempster. In the 

back of a drawer in a chest Jim came across a plastic box in which he found 

an old sock and the Pen-y-Gaer dagger. Finding it shook him for he had 

forgotten about it and the events of that day now tumbled back into his mind. 

He sat on his bed examining it and running his finger along the rusty but 

sharp blade.  

He took it downstairs placed it on the kitchen table, dumped the 

rubbish in a bin, then put the kettle on. A car drew up outside and Lowri 

shouted to him, “I’ve got things from the office for you.” 

They had developed a good working friendship. Jim found it enjoyable 

to be with her and invited her in for a drink. They hugged and went into the 

kitchen. Whilst Jim made a pot of tea, Lowri picked up the dagger and stroked 

it gently. “What’s this Jim?” 

Jim brought over the cups. “I think it’s an Iron-Age dagger - I found it at 

Pen-y-Gaer. I should have taken it to the archaeological people, but I put in a 

box and forgot about it. I’ve just found it again.” 

Lowri continued to stroke it. “The blade still feels sharp even though it’s 

rusty. How did you find it?”  
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Jim told her the story of the apparitions he saw at the hill fort, a vision 

he thought looked like Selene with the dagger, the nightmare of realising he 

was a sacrifice, and waking up on the grass. “It was the most frightening 

dream I ever had.” It didn’t occur to him that it was strange that all his 

memories of that afternoon had returned. 

Lowri gave him another hug and placed her right hand on his breast. 

“That wasn’t a dream Jim, it was real. And it wasn’t Selene. It was me. I’ve 

waited a long time for your coming.” As gently her lips touched his, Jim felt 

the sharp edge of the dagger against his skin, blood trickle down his neck and 

through the open window came the warm touch of the gentle morning breeze 

and it caressed his cheeks. 

 

END 

 

 

It is certain you know not 

How to understand the song I utter 

Nor clearly how to discriminate 

Between the truth and what is false 

Taliesen, in The Mabinogion 
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A Secret Shy and Cold 

 

Exegesis 
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Introduction 

 

 

The events in my novel, A Secret Shy and Cold, take place in the first decade 

of the 21st century. The novel examines conflicts that effect two families. The 

antagonist is a first-generation entrepreneur with deep insecurities towards 

his wealth and his family. The protagonist, from a middle-class local family, 

fights to re-establish his life and reputation after serving imprisonment for a 

crime he did not commit.  

 

The family of the antagonist is at war with itself, caused by paternal bullying, 

arrogance, and indifference; these are problems that no members know how 

to or seek to try to resolve. The protagonist has obstacles of his own to 

overcome, including the cause of the deaths of his wife and baby, and the 

reasons behind his framing for the crime. The novel explores the means by 

which he confronts his difficulties and, sometimes unconsciously, helps to 

overcome the unfairness and intimidation the antagonist’s family suffered. 

Some situations are affected by ancient mysteries and unworldly activities. 

Whilst the two families appear to solve their difficulties an event occurs at the 

end of the novel that seems to indicate they were brought together for a more 

mysterious purpose than mere worldly disputes. 

 

Placing the novel in the Conwy valley inspired me to look at the influence 

landscape and local myths had on the plot of the novel, and I detail my 

examination of these by other writers. I explain the development of the plot of 
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the novel and the characters who inhabit the landscapes I prepared for them. 

I have used this exegesis as a study of how the laws and practices of male 

primogeniture in England produced a system of discrimination not only 

against women but also against younger sons over a period covering ten 

centuries. Some of the effects remain an influence in our society today in 

respect of a few residuary legal matters, but more importantly in the remnants 

of ingrained attitudes of prejudice. Also, I have examined some of the 

influences it had on literature over the last two hundred years in part to trace 

a literary heritage.  

 

By good fortune during a weekend in 2007, I bought a late-Victorian travel 

guide to North Wales that included not only the expected advice on where to 

stay and places to visit, but also some folk tales. The guide recorded a 

supernatural myth from the late 16th century about the Swallow Falls at 

Bettws-y-Coed. This fitted in well with a number of unexplained happenings at 

my home that I refer to in the novel. These helped me to the form what 

became an important theme of the plot, around which I developed the story 

and the characters.  

 

Over many years I had written spasmodic diaries, mainly for specific events 

and with few details. From 1998 I commenced a detailed daily diary that I 

continue to write, and this became a valuable source of information for the 

novel. Without these notes I would not have been able to recall the incidents 

that I chose to include.  
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After finding a 16th century entail had existed on my Huddersfield home I 

explored the use of primogeniture. Zouheir Jamoussi wrote a history of the 

subject in England that included many examples of its use in literature up to 

the end of the 19th century. He provided an insight into the historical 

influences of primogeniture, from which I examined the position of women in 

modern society. From this, I realised my diaries contained information that 

helped me develop characters and events in the plot. My original intention for 

the exegesis was to re-examine a statement he made about primogeniture in 

modern literature, but my investigations took me in other directions, some of 

which appeared at the time to have no relevance to the topics I wanted to 

examine. However, each change contributed to the underlying subject I 

sought to use in the novel, namely, prejudice against daughters in a modern 

family business. Jamoussi’s book provided the impetus from which other lines 

of my research developed.  

 

My work prior to and during the period covered by the novel involved advising 

family businesses on matters of succession planning (particularly from the 

first to the second generations) and I had witnessed some bitter disputes 

within families over questions of control and inheritance. I had seen prejudice 

towards the female children of business owners. I likened this prejudice to a 

modern form of primogeniture where inheritance goes to the first-born male 

child irrespective of the abilities and qualities of daughters and of younger 

sons. I confined my research on this topic to opinions current at the time of 

the events in the story, namely during the last decade of the 20th century and 

first decade of the 21st century.  
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The event of historical primogeniture at my home in the late 16th century 

prevented the property passing down the female line of the occupier. This, 

together with my business knowledge, inspired me to use the theme of 

injustice against females in the plot of the novel. I explored the principles of 

primogeniture and the effect the practice had on English literature. I 

compared a novel by each of Austen, Eliot, and Waugh and examined how 

they dealt with the subject in their work and how, as time passed and attitudes 

and laws changed, authors’ writing reflected those changes. I wanted my 

novel to show that the prejudice against female inheritance was not covered 

by laws or regulations; it came from within the mind of the business owner 

and the power he had and was nurtured by the lack of interest and weakness 

of family members.  

 

As my diaries are a fundamental source in writing my novel and thus 

preparing this exegesis, I examined articles and academic papers that 

appraise how authors had used their own diaries and those of other people. 

In particular, I studied the diaries of Virginia Woolf and Katherine Mansfield in 

order to gain an understanding of how these authors recorded their personal 

experiences, given that these authors are well known for their use. 

 

My knowledge of the Conwy valley, other parts of Snowdonia and the 

Lakeland fells, helped me bring changing landscapes into the context of the 

plot. In many instances I positioned characters and events in places I had 

experienced. I had an interest in the countryside from about the age of 12 
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years and this helped me develop camping, canoeing, hiking, and rock 

climbing skills. I was awarded the Queen’s Scout badge when I was 18. I 

have seen how the nature of landscape can change within short distances of 

space and time. The landscape is exposed to many influences which I 

explore. Landscape also influences the success and tragedies of human 

interference. The wreckage of a February 1945 aeroplane crash on Y Garn1, 

and the tragedy of the collapse of the dam at Dolgarrog2 are both incidents 

that resulted from human intrusion into the landscape. Human activity may be 

transitory as shown by the abandoned monuments and forgotten settlements, 

haphazard field boundaries giving way to more structured enclosures, 

industrial sites, places of worship, and continual demolition and 

redevelopment that features in our countryside. The earliest structures were 

built by people unknown, for purposes undiscovered, and by means we can 

sometimes only speculate about. Even in modern history the purposes of 

human occupation can be forgotten, possibly by indifference, neglect, or by 

deliberate policy, leaving mysteries for later generations to ponder. Wherever 

we travel in Britain we can walk upon the history of our ancestors. 

 

These are the influences that fall across time, not only in physical form but by 

mystical, unworldly, uncanny, and unknown fears that rest on and within 

landscapes and their inhabitants, based on events erased from knowledge 

                                                            
1 I visited the crash site on a winter’s night mountain rescue search, most probably in the late 1950s or 

early 1960s. Much of the wreckage had been removed but I recall two engines and other pieces 
remained. An article by Paul Sharrock provides details of the accident, available at, 
https://hillcraftguidedwalking.com/2014/08/11/156-y-garn-and-foel-goch-in-the-glyderau/. [Accessed 4 
March 2025]. 
2 The disaster was caused by errors in constructing the dam. A short silent film recorded just after the 
accident is available at British Film Institute (1925) Nov. 2 1925. The Dolgarrog disaster. Film. Available 
at: https://player.bfi.org.uk/free/film/watch-nov-2nd-1925-the-dolgarrog-disaster-1925-online. [Accessed: 
20 June 2023]. 

https://hillcraftguidedwalking.com/2014/08/11/156-y-garn-and-foel-goch-in-the-glyderau/
https://player.bfi.org.uk/free/film/watch-nov-2nd-1925-the-dolgarrog-disaster-1925-online
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but whose uncertain shadows are passed down from generation to generation 

creating new myths for later occupiers to contemplate. Possibly, some secrets 

can descend to a few special people within select groups with ancient lineage 

and this suggestion I leave open at the end of the novel.  

 

Folk tales abound in North Wales, some of which are considered to have 

origins, such as those in The Mabinogion, from pre-recorded history. Weird 

and unworldly happenings are experienced by some of my characters. I have 

fictionalised three tales I came across, invented one, and loosely based 

another on an event in my distant family.  

 

Whilst the protagonist and antagonist fight their personal battles with each 

other and within themselves, the shadows of unknown, entrenched, ancient, 

and forgotten perils gather around them. In the valleys of Snowdonia, the 

secrets of history provide a long and haunting inheritance. 

 

My intention for this analysis is to demonstrate how I developed the plot of the 

novel by bringing together instances of prejudice against women in modern 

businesses. Also, through my research for the novel I wanted to establish if 

Jamoussi was correct in making the following supposition: 

 

…research in the field of English literature confirmed me in my 

belief that, for centuries, primogeniture was perceived by 

playwrights and novelists as a major phenomenon and treated as 

such. But judging from the rarity of modern critical material dealing 
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with it, the phenomenon has, it seems, ceased to be perceived as 

such. (Jamoussi, 1999, p. 3). 

 

The novel is the result of research into historical and modern sources from 

which I developed the attitude of the antagonist preventing his daughters 

being involved in and inheriting his business. The exegesis includes details of 

my research into literature of the 19th to 21st centuries in which I have 

identified the manner by which authors dealt with matters of primogeniture 

and inheritance. In the 19th century novels I reviewed, the topics were 

matters of primary importance to the plots. In the later books, primogeniture 

had lower importance, whereas inheritance remained an important topic. 

 

Inspiration for landscapes came originally from my personal memories, and 

experiences, some of which I recorded in my diaries. In turn, these prompted 

research into weird and eerie situations, which I developed by studying works 

of other authors and folk tales. 

 

I selected the title of the novel, A Secret Shy and Cold, from the last verse of 

The Old Vicarage, Granchester. The poem is a beautiful representation of 

nostalgia for the delightful landscapes around Cambridge. However, the last 

half of the final verse raises questions in Rupert Brooke’s mind. Possibly, he 

had doubts about his memories. There is an ambiguity, which he showed in 

his pre-penultimate line, “The lies, and truths, and pain?” 
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The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream, 

The yet unacademic stream? 

Is dawn a secret shy and cold 

Anadyomene, silver-gold? 

(Brooke, 1912) 

 

I feel there was something dark in his mind that contrasted well with the 

pleasing environment. I wished to imply ambiguity in the title of my novel and 

Brooke’s words hint at this. Whilst not an exact comparison, “anadyomene” 

alludes to the torment of the condemned soul rising in the waters of the 

Swallow Falls. 
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Chapter 1 

Diaries 

 

 

1.1 Introduction 

 

My interest in daily diary writing started in 1998, as I explain in §1.4. From the 

beginning, it was more a concern deciding what to leave out than what to 

include. I had the specific purpose of recording the renovation of my home, so 

in the early years decisions about inclusions were reasonably straight 

forward. Later, decisions became more difficult as I widened the scope of my 

recording.  

 

Lydia Ginzburg, in her Introduction, suggested that no conversation, unless it 

had been transcribed at once can be reproduced later in detail. She felt that 

delays carried the risk of reshaping the material to the writer’s point of view 

(Ginzburg, 1991, p. 7). I accept Ginzburg’s opinion but from my experience 

delays of minutes can cause loss of information that is never recovered 

accurately. For example, this could happen in lengthy meetings where note 

taking, or memory does not keep up with events. The contemporaneous 

notes from a meeting, upon which I based Chapter 26 of the novel (see p. 

208), provided reminders only of what occurred. Their accuracy relied as 

much on my memory as my notes. In this situation, I agree with Ginzburg that 

delays in transcription increase the risk of inaccuracy in the recorded material.  
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This issue may be fundamental to researchers and archivists of diaries, 

journals, notebooks, autobiographies, and biographies. But as Naomi 

Mitchison indicated about the publication of her diaries (see p.339) 

commercial factors will often dictate what will be made available to the public. 

Delaying recording events can result in changes of perception of what 

occurred, but this does not necessarily mean a record is less accurate or 

detailed. 

 

 

1.2 Distinction between diaries, journals and notebooks 

 

I wanted to understand whether there are different words for the same thing, 

or whether authors looked on them as having separate purposes. The 

definitions of the three words in (Oxford University Press, 2000), so far as 

they are relevant to writing are: 

 

Diary: (p. 274) – 1 a book in which one keeps a daily record of 

events and experiences. 2 a book marked with each day’s date in 

which to note appointments. 

 

Journal: (p. 548) 1 a newspaper or magazine dealing with a 

particular subject. 2 a diary or daily record.  

 

Notebook: (p. 692) – 1 a small book for writing notes in.  
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The diary and journal have their origins in Latin. The former maintains the 

visual connection with dies meaning ‘day’; the latter developed from Latin 

through the French word jour, also meaning ‘day’. Notebook has a different 

origin coming from the Latin nota ‘a mark’ and the Old English ‘to grant by 

charter’. 

 

Whilst the meaning of and use of a notebook seems clear as a place to make 

informal notes or jottings, there appears to be some confusion about when to 

use the respective words ‘diary’ and ‘journal’. William Matthews gave his 

opinion of the difference between them: 

 

Journals, therefore, although they are valuable to their writers and 

their intended audience and although they provide historians with 

essential information, are not usually documents that one reads for 

pleasure. Their formality and absence of personal matter and 

content tend to make them dull. 

 

The diary on the other hand is much more personal and much less 

sympathetic, writing that a person does of his own free will and 

entirely for his own interest. This interest may be fitful.  

(Matthews, 1977, p. 287). 

 

Matthews suggested diaries lack pattern and design and have a natural 

disorder that emphasises what seems important on an individual day. 

(Matthews, 1977, p. 289) In the final part of his paper Matthews gave a nine-
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point guide for diarists of what he saw as diary writing. These are, write as 

soon as possible; write regularly; be sincere, honest and spontaneous; write 

for self and not for an outside reader; restrict writing to what has been of 

genuine interest and significance to the writer; be frank; use actual speech; 

don’t draw on a deliberate self-portrait; check for consistency in feeling, 

thought or attitude. 

 

Lorna Martens, although writing about diary novels, takes the definition of a 

diary further but appeared to include notebooks as a form of diary: 

 

Today we think of the diary as a periodically kept, secret, or at least 

private notebook in which the diarist writes down anything ranging 

from intimate details, or introspective self-assessments to 

descriptions of the events of his day, random observations or 

aperçus, outbursts of anger, aphorisms, drafts for poems, or even 

quotations. (Martens, 2009, p. 3) 

 

Matthews’ often-used reference to the singular writer implied that he 

considered a diary will be written in the first-person. The statement by 

(Martens, 2009, p. 4) makes the position clear, “It is a fictional prose narrative 

written from day to day by a single first-person narrator”. This comment 

seems to imply that she expected diaries to have a first-person writer, so 

giving support to Matthews’ view.  
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According to Irina Paperno: “The diary is firmly committed to the first person 

narrative; but not to an addressee. What follows is the diary’s special 

relationship to privacy, intimacy, and secrecy” (Paperno, 2004, p. 562). 

Ginzburg made a further useful contribution to the discussion by suggesting: 

“…letters or diaries fix the indeterminate process of life with its as yet 

unknown denouement” (Ginzburg, 1991, p. 9).  

 

The distinction between diaries and notebooks is clearly seen in the 

respective published personal papers of Virginia Woolf and Katherine 

Mansfield, as I show in §1.3 below.  

 

Examining my daily writing in the light of the above, I consider my diary  

follows the format adopted by Matthews, Paperno, and Ginzburg, in that it is 

written daily, unstructured, secret, and in the first person, and therefore 

follows the definition of “diaries”.  

 

Both Matthews and Paperno mentioned secrecy resulting from keeping 

diaries. In her doctoral thesis Rachel Cottam agreed with both writers, “The 

diary as secret comes to stand as an embodiment of the paradoxical and 

elusive self, revealed yet always remaining hidden, simultaneously public and 

private” (Cottam, 1996, p. 6). Leslie Poles Hartley emphasised this 

private/public paradox in The Go-Between when Colston considered the 

opposing emotions in respect of his diaries (Hartley, 1953, p. 9). I take 

considerable steps to ensure my diaries remain private during my lifetime 

(see p. 333).  
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1.3 Diaries, journals and notebooks in the lives of Virginia Woolf and 

Katherine Mansfield  

 

Anne Bell, in her Editor’s Preface to Volume 1 of The Diary of Virginia Woolf, 

provided brief notes of Woolf’s history of writing diaries. For about a year from 

January 1898, at 14 years of age, she kept a diary. Between 1898 and 1915 

she kept,  

 

… at different times, at least five notebooks having something of 

the character of diaries but consisting largely of literary exercises or 

essays arising from events, people, and places that she observed; 

only in the first months of 1905 did again keep a brief day to day 

journal. (Bell, 1977, p. vii) 

 

Following her marriage, in January 1915 Virginia Woolf, “once more resolved 

to keep a daily record”, but due to a breakdown she finished writing after six 

weeks, on 15th February. Woolf made no mention in her diary on that day of 

any health concerns she had, and wrote she laughed at being accosted by a 

man in a frock coat and top hat. She finished the day with, “I bought a ten & 

eleven penny blue dress, in which I sit at this moment. (Bell, 1977, p. 35).  

 

From August 1917 she began to keep a “journal”, and then kept a “fuller 

record” until her death in 1941. Bell states, that: “It is these diaries - written 
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from 1915 onwards in thirty separate books – which it is the intention to 

publish complete in five volumes, of which this is the first.” (Bell, 1977, p. vii).  

 

Bell also mentioned that Woolf wrote a “distinguished and elegant hand”, and 

the “use of words often appears almost miraculous”. (Bell, 1977, p. ix). 

 

It is interesting that Bell used “diaries”, “notebooks”, and “journals” to describe 

Woolf’s records, but she made a qualification that Woolf’s notebooks had 

“something of the character of diaries”; she did not explain the distinction. 

 

Compared with Anne Bell’s complimentary comments about Woolf’s papers, 

Margaret Scott commenced her Introduction to The Katherine Mansfield 

Notebooks with what seemed expressions of the difficult task she had faced 

in preparing the book for publication. For example: 

 

It is hard to imagine that, in all her flittings from one address to 

another in search of health during the last years of her life she 

carried with her half a hundred notebooks, and several hundred 

loose pages of scribble. (Scott, 1997, p. xiii) 

 

Scott described it as, “this huge, amorphous, nearly illegible mass of material”  

(Scott, 1997, p. xiii). Her frustrations appeared later also, which I discuss in 

§1.6. In her Introduction, Scott made no mention of diaries and journals, and 

referred to “notebooks” all the time. This gave an indication of the challenge 

Scott faced in preparing the documents for publication. Some of the entries in 
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the Notebooks include intermittent diary entries, but in most cases they are not 

sufficient in number to follow a trail of activity. Often they contain personal 

opinions, such as: 

 

Damn my family – O Heavens, what bores they are. I detest them all 

heartily. (Scott, 1997, p. 108. Vol 1) 

and 

I thank Heaven that at present, though I am damnable, I am in love 

with nobody. – except myself. (Scott, 1997, p. 109. Vol 1) 

 

Scott explained that “as far as possible” she had arranged the Notebooks in 

chronological order, and had slotted in unbound documents “at the appropriate 

points”, (Scott, 1997, p. xv). I found the editing method made it difficult for me 

to follow her life as her “diary” entries are often obscured by poems, vignettes, 

letters, drafts of stories, and in one case a recipe for jam. Whilst fascinating to 

read, it does not come within the definition of “diaries”.  

 

I found it interesting that the indices of Woolf’s diaries contain many 

references to Mansfield. However, the indices of Mansfield’s Notebooks 

include no obvious mention of Woolf. 
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1.4 The importance of my diaries in developing events and characters in the 

novel  

 

I kept a basic diary in 1956 for I recall entering my class marks and positions 

for the Christmas examinations. They helped defend my argument with my 

parents that excessive swatting over many years was not justified and a hard 

push before my ‘O’ level examinations was all that was needed. To the 

frustration of many, my attitude has always proved correct for me. Also, I kept 

diaries for various Scout tests I took. 

 

I am sure I had diaries before 1956, but I imagine they contained rather 

childish entries, none of which I can recall. In 1957 my life changed, for I took 

articles with a firm of Chartered Accountants and my diaries became an 

important daily record of the clients I had worked on, when, and for how long. 

This was the first discipline that I learnt, for accuracy was vital, for from these 

details clients’ charges were calculated. The arts of discretion and tact took 

many more years for me to learn. These failings almost cost me my job3 

 

My first attempt at keeping a detailed diary took place in 1958 when I 

attended a climbing course in the Llanberis Pass. The second entry was 

“Rain, rain, rain! Utterly miserable”4. An entry in this diary on 10th September 

1958 says that “three of us jumped across the [gap between] Adam and Eve”. 

I mention in the novel the challenge of jumping across this gap on the summit 

of Tryfan (see p.138), but I have no memory of making the leap. It has 

                                                            
3 My Diary 1962. 20th February 1962 
4 Climbing Diary 10th September 1958 
- 
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created the possibility of ambiguity of which I am the only person aware. I 

cover the question of ambiguity in the diary writing later. Over the next three 

years I detailed six climbing holidays. 

 

Adam and Eve monoliths just visible on the 
summit of Tryfan. My 1958 climbing diary implied I 

jumped across the gap5 

 

In 1961 I joined the Royal Naval Reserve and my next attempt at recording 

activities started in that year when I documented a voyage from Liverpool to 

Belfast and back in HMS Mersey6. I kept a detailed record of the journey, but 

it was a formal log with no characterisation and conversation. My recordings 

finished in 1966, part way through a voyage to Morocco7. I believe I stopped 

writing in this formal way because I found it uninteresting and lacking in 

action, and I classify this as a journal rather a diary. At some point I started 

                                                            
5 Consent requested to use photograph 
6 Naval diary 20th- 22nd January 1961 
7 Navy diary 12th-15th August 1966 
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writing a memorandum of the events I had missed from the journal, but as it is 

based on memories written some years after the events happened it is neither 

journal nor diary. Now, at a distance of nearly six decades, if I attempted to 

write about the remainder of the deployment, it would be akin to a work of 

fiction based on memories and some photographs. Memoirs are useful for 

finding situations to write about, but mine are not sufficiently complete to have 

included any my novel.  

 

My first daily diary started 1st January 1962 and lasted until August of that 

year. By the end of July my entries had become shorter and less complete 

and by August I had stopped writing. The difference between this writing and 

the two mentioned above is that I paid attention to locations, characters, 

incidents, and opinions. In parts it was detailed, and others just provided brief 

sketches. I classify it as a proper diary with daily entries. Here is an example: 

 

6 April 1962: 

Jim [Stott], John [Hall] and I set off for the Everest. Three drunkards 

in an MGA. Had a very good meal (as usual) at the Everest. John 

was a trifle too fluent in his use of language at times. We set off [for 

my] flat. Arrived at 1100. Whilst John was climbing the stairs with 

my suitcase he decided to do a bit of showing off and took a pearler 

[sic] down the whole flight. He bruised and cut his leg. I did some 

amateur first aid on him. Jim thought it was hilarious and collapsed 

in a chair. I made some coffee and everyone had a kip8.  

                                                            
8 Personal diary 6th April 1962 
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I lost interest in diary writing until 1998 when I started recording the 

restoration of the 15th century Longley Old Hall to which my family had 

moved. The purpose was to keep records for historians and archaeologists. 

The need for accurate and detailed descriptions became important to me, 

particularly in the first two or three years during which we made important 

discoveries and repairs. Sometimes, it was difficult to describe what was 

found. For example, the photograph below shows strips of old wood nailed 

over a roof frame and used to hold lime plaster. Roman numerals and the 

government broad arrow mark identified them as mid-16th century barrel 

staves.  

 

 

Tudor barrel staves re-purposed at Longley Old Hall 

 

Photographs alone could not explain the importance of this discovery. Some 

staves fitted together, and the archaeologist was able to calculate the height, 

width, capacity, but not contents of the barrels. 
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As the restoration work reduced I became more interested in recording 

general, everyday observations and more of my opinions. This coincided 

approximately with the experiences during my visit to North Wales when the 

storms and floods during those few days in late June 2007 gave me the 

incentive to write detailed diary notes of what I had seen and felt. Thirteen 

years later those entries, along with other personal experiences, many of 

which I recorded in the diaries, provided the prompts and inspiration for the 

plot of my novel. They were an important stimulus for directing me towards 

other subjects that I researched later for this exegesis.  

 

Whilst the excitement of the storm in 2007 gave me the first ideas for the 

novel it was not a sufficiently interesting topic in itself on which to base a plot 

for the novel and l Iooked for characters and other events to bring into the 

story. Over the following years I had other experiences that helped me to form 

the ideas for a more thought-provoking tale, and this prompted me to look into 

the diaries, (which I continue to write) for other situations I could use. 

Following this exercise, I carried out a review in which I set out the objectives 

of the novel and how I developed my ideas for it. The diaries provide a link 

between many of the important issues within the plot, particularly the nature 

of some of the characters, the landscapes, events, and the “unworldly” 

happenings in the novel, many of which either come from my diaries or were 

inspired by them. The interaction of all these subjects influenced the direction 

of my research. The diaries contain broad information and impressions, and 

during my re-examination of them whilst looking for conversations and events 

I selected what I consider most appropriate to best illustrate events, tensions 
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and humour of the story. Eventually, I hope the diaries will become public and 

provide an important social record of life in the late 20th and early 21st 

centuries.  

 

Like Leo Colston in The Go Between (Hartley, 1953, p. 9) I faced 

contradictions in deciding why I wanted to write diaries. I agreed with Colston 

that diaries must contain something worthwhile, but I had doubts whether 

mine achieved the high standard of literary attainment he looked for. I am 

sure sections of mine will upset some people of my generation, less so of my 

children’s, and not at all of grandchildren’s, who may be so detached from 

events that they would see them as an interesting vision of life in an earlier 

generation. In my view, a diary is not worth writing if it does not inform, 

amuse, surprise, bore, and annoy its readers. Like Colston, ‘I was immensely 

proud of it and wanted everyone to see it and what I had written in it, and at 

the same time I had an instinct for secrecy and wanted no one to see it.’ 

(Hartley, 1953, p. 9). 

 

This contradiction developed after my writing became less about restoration 

of my home and more about my opinions and events. The paradox about 

secrecy noted by Cottam (Cottam, 1996, p. 6) became apparent when I 

noticed a wariness in some people when I mentioned my diary. I found that 

giving reassurance that the diaries will not be published in my lifetime and 

that my Executors have instructions not to open them until ten years after my 

death removed the worries. They indicate a further change from pure 
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recording to an awareness of surroundings and people. I have written that 

way since.  

 

Many people provided a limited number of entries in the diaries, some 

appearing once and then disappearing; amongst these I could not identify a 

single strong character I wanted to use in the novel. A limited number of 

people provided numerous entries over many years. From my assessment of 

this second group, I was able to construct an accurate single personality I 

could use for the antagonist. Whilst Wynn-Jenkyns combined the attributes of 

some first generation entrepreneurs I have known, namely ability, self-belief, 

control and reluctance to delegate, he could not understand people.  

 

 

1.5 Ethics of using personal diaries 

 

During much of the period covered by my diaries I acted as a business 

adviser and received information and opinions confidential to both businesses 

and individuals. I recognise my obligations to preserve that confidentiality by 

careful use of the material I have recorded and remembered. I keep the 

information in trust as it would be morally wrong to disclose any details that 

would result in identification or embarrassment.  

 

My diaries contain information of people from many levels in society, including 

aristocracy, owners of estates, skilled artisans, business owners, 

archaeologists and other professionals, and members of the general public. 
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Each group has been a useful source of information, usually positive, 

sometimes annoying and frustrating, and often amusing. When writing the 

novel, I have taken care to disguise real people and incidents by changing the 

locations of events and providing new names. In some cases, I have altered 

the composition of family units by changing genders, constructing new 

backgrounds and introducing fictional people to leading roles and situations. 

More importantly, I have placed the setting of the main events in the plot in 

North Wales, far from the locations at which the original incidents took place.  

 

 

1.6 The question of truth and accuracy 

 

Quintin Bell, in his Introduction to Volume 1 of The Diary of Virginia Woolf, 

raised the question of the truth of the diaries with, “Considering the diary not 

as art but as history, we should perhaps try to answer the question: Is it true?” 

(Bell, Q, 1977, p. xiii). He considered that no unequivocal answer could be 

given. He added that:  

 

Virginia Woolf’s reputation for truthfulness was not good. She was 

supposed to be malicious, a gossip, and one who allowed her 

imagination to run away with her…At least one of her 

friends9…tried to warn posterity that it must not believe everything 

that she might tell it. (Bell, Q, 1977, p. xiii) 

                                                            
9 Quentin Bell quoted from C Bell’s Old Friends: Personal Recollections, 1956. p. 97 as skipping pages 

at a reading of Woolf’s writings because “…there’s not a word of truth in them”. (Bell, Q, 1977, p. xiv) 
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Bell suggested that Woolf was untruthful in her assessment of people, but 

although she was biased, and sometimes misinformed and occasionally 

careless, he considered she did not consciously tell lies to herself. Despite 

whatever doubts he had, Bell concluded that the diary gave a “true account” 

regarding Woolf, but was only “reasonably accurate” regarding her “friends 

and family, her life and times”, (Bell, Q, 1977, p. xiv).  

 

Quentin Bell’s view, and with the clarity of her writing expressed by Anne Bell, 

and taking account of maliciousness and gossip, was Woolf’s diaries could be 

considered acceptably true and accurate. 

 

Scott did not consider the question of truth in her Introduction to Mansfield’s 

Notebooks. She explained that the purpose of the book was to reproduce 

what Mansfield had written, and qualified this immediately by explaining, 

“Some liberties had to be taken”. She mentioned often impenetrable 

handwriting and the difficulty in following punctuation, and commented, “Alas, 

there are some words whose illegibility all the diligence in the world cannot 

penetrate” (Scott, 1997, p. xvi). These matters may point to a work that is 

incomplete, but not necessarily inaccurate. In her final paragraph, Scott 

mentioned the honesty with which Mansfield wrote and lived in her final years 

of her life. (Scott, 1997, p. xxiv) 

 

Claire Tomalin was glad “to have had the chance to salute a character in 

whom recklessness and scrupulousness combined in so extraordinary a 
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fashion” (Tomalin, 1987, p. 2). She thought Mansfield “told lies all her life, but 

usually more for effect than for advantage”, (Tomalin, 1987, p. 24). Tomalin 

saw another side of Mansfield by interpreting statements made by her 

biographer as indicating “just how devious and deliberately misleading she 

could be”, (Tomalin, 1987, p. 210). Regarding Mansfield’s story, The Child-

Who-Was-Tired, Tomalin made clear that “there can be no shred of doubt that 

Katherine’s story is drawn directly or indirectly from a specific Chekhov story 

and should properly be described as a free translation,” (Tomalin, 1987, p. 

72). In 1920, Mansfield may have been a victim of blackmail as a 

consequence of the apparent plagiarism (Tomalin, 1987, p. 207). 

 

Tomalin’s closing paragraph included the comment, “At her least likeable, she 

adopted sentimental postures, and used them as a shield for treacherous 

malice.” (Tomalin, 1987, p. 243).  

 

The comments made by Scott and Tomalin tend to suggest the possibility of 

some inaccuracies in Mansfield’s notebooks, either by the difficulty of editing 

or by deliberate intention.  

 

Anthony Powell, in Hearing Secret Harmonies, provided his character, Trapnel, 

with a thought provoking comment: 

 

People think because a novel’s invented, it isn’t true. Exactly the 

reverse is the case. Because a novel’s invented, it is true. Biography 

and memoirs can never be wholly true, since they can’t include every 
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conceivable circumstance of what happened. The novel can do that 

(Powell, 1975, p. 96) 

 

Powell didn’t mention diaries, but I consider his reference to memoirs implied 

he included works written by people who had close knowledge of 

circumstances and events, therefore similar to but possibly not as detailed as 

diaries. What I have written in my diaries is accurate, but I applied various 

forms of prejudice in deciding what to include. I found some situations boring 

and ignored them. In some cases, I deliberately excluded events because I 

didn’t want to record them or had forgotten the details. That does not mean 

the diaries are wrong, inaccurate, or untrue, just that they are not complete 

and do not include “every conceivable circumstance of what happened”. 

 

In her Foreword to her published diaries,  Naomi Mitchison commented that all 

the parts she remembered most vividly “don’t seem to have made it to the 

[published] diary, or were not well enough expressed to go in”. She asked herself 

the question, “Was I as I appear in the diary? I rather hope not as I don’t like 

myself very much” (Mitchison, 1985, p. xvi). 

 

Dorothy Sheridan in her Introduction to the book, explained Mitchison produced 

two copies of her diary. One copy was used for the published book, the other was 

considered to be too personal, or potentially libellous to use (Sheridan, 1985, p. 

xxv). She added about nine tenths of the diary were cut out in the hope the 

reduced version would increase clarity and readability. It is clear that only a small 

portion of Mitchison’s diaries were published at the time. 
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In her thesis novel, Confusion, Sarah Perry referred to errors in a diary. The 

protagonist, Cole, realised, “All that was left was this single, preposterous 

piece of deceit” and “The pages of the notebook upstairs were full of lies” 

(Perry, 2012, pp. 162-163). He had experienced a week of mild spectacles 

and performances that he recorded in a notebook he purloined from his hosts. 

The irony of the novel was he was the biggest deceiver of all, for he stayed in 

a private house under false pretences. Cole’s experience provided another 

reason for taking care before accepting the authenticity of diaries – the 

misinterpretation by the writer of what happened.  

 

Cassandra Mortmain faced the quandary of accuracy in her journal in Dodie 

Smith’s I Capture the Castle.  She considered destroying pages that she 

thought may contain an indiscretion: “I should rather like to tear these last 

pages out of the book. Shall I? No – a journal ought not to cheat. And I feel 

sure no one but me can read my speed-writing” (Smith, 1949, p. 129). 

 

Although Cassandra didn’t surrender to the temptation it is another example 

where the writer relied on secrecy. The incident supports Trapnel’s assertion 

about truth when a journal can be altered so easily.  

 

I have been meticulous in the recording of dates, locations, and people in my 

diaries. This I applied to people I liked, disliked, or were indifferent towards. In 

some cases, when I read the diaries again, I asked myself, “Did I really write 

in that way about him/her?"  
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In other parts, I recorded my impressions and feelings. I did my best to record 

details of conversations where I thought they were relevant to understanding 

a situation. An example of this is the novel  p. 209-216), the meeting with the 

consultants, where I used some verbatim notes of conversations to 

emphasise the personality of the antagonist.  

 

Before the use of computers writers had greater difficulty in making changes, 

which would become obvious by scratchings-out, insertions between lines, 

margin notes and footnotes. Due to modern technology, there is an ease by 

which diarists can alter entries without those changes becoming apparent. 

The increased availability of artificial intelligence increases concerns about 

the provenance of writings. This is not a new concern10. This ability may lose 

some of the spontaneity Matthews suggested was an important part of diary 

writing. I have succumbed to this temptation on occasions, but for the best of 

reasons of clarity.  

 

 

1.7 Conclusion 

 

My research has shown me the distinction between what is a diary and what 

is a journal is blurred. I do not believe this matters as the understanding 

comes from the context of the use of words. As shown in §1.2, the Oxford 

                                                            
10 In 1983, Stern magazine published excerpts from 60 volumes of diaries that became known as the 
Hitler Diaries. They were proved to be counterfeit after Stern had paid a substantial sum to the forger. 
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English Dictionary includes both for keeping daily records and uses “diary” in 

its definition of “journal”.  

 

I agree with Ginzburg’s comments (see p. 321) about problems of authenticity 

arising in the accuracy of conversations unless they are “transcribed at once”. 

That is particularly important in legal and government situations that require 

unimpeachable sources, but at my level of diary writing it is impractical to 

keep to such a standard. Even when I made contemporaneous notes at 

meetings the possibility of complete accuracy was unlikely. 

 

By their nature diaries cannot be a complete record of every event. I suggest 

the objective of diary writers be to ensure that what they write is true and 

accurate. Mitchison did not like the editing of her diaries, and Sheriden stated 

that a large part was removed to make them more readable and some names 

were changed to provide privacy. Scott struggled with the almost 

impenetrable handwriting and erratic punctuation of Mansfield. On the other 

hand, Anne Bell was complimentary about Woolf’s handwriting. 

 

Published diaries need reading with a sense of caution. My notes on the 

diaries of Woolf and Mansfield indicate the opportunity for false, misleading, 

selective, and accidently erroneous entries. Diaries  may have bias due to 

restrictions set down by the writers, editors, executors, and other interested 

parties. They may be challenging for editors to interpret, as in the case of the 

notebooks of Mansfield. They may be forgeries. As for Trapnel’s opinions, I 

believe the novel has all the weaknesses of the other documents he 
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mentioned, because the author retains much of the information upon which 

the plot is based. Even in Trapnell’s terms, a novel can never be “wholly true”. 

My writing fits between these positions by using experience and diaries in 

association with imagination and fictional invention. This produces a blending 

of sources, which I explain in the remainder of this analysis. These sources 

provide a link between the past and the present, with intimations of their 

influence extending into the future. The restoration of my former home, 

Longley Old Hall, uncovered part of the past and brought it into the present, 

but not quite enough to satisfy all the questions, thereby providing inspiration 

for future enquiry. It is much the same with my diaries and novel, where the 

discovered past, possibly inaccurately in some part, was brought into the 

present and provided frustrating indicators of a future.  
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Chapter 2  

Primogeniture, inheritance, women’s rights,  

English society, and literature 

 

 

2.1 Introduction 

 

The influence of primogeniture, and its associated practices of entail and 

coverture were significant factors in the development of English laws, society, 

economic expansion, literature, and citizens’ rights over nearly a thousand 

years, of which some vestiges continue into the 21st century. It provided 

drivers for the development of non-aristocratic wealth, free trade, women’s 

marriage rights and full suffrage. In reaching these positions it passed through 

various periods of development starting with being essential for the security of 

the country, then retaining outdated privileges, vociferous debates about its 

purpose and usefulness, moral arguments concerning the suppression of 

women’s rights and the treatment of younger sons, and finally into the periods 

of reform and abolition.  

 

In 2011 the sixteen countries that recognised the British monarch as Head of 

State agreed the first-born child of the Sovereign would replace the first-born 

male child as heir. In 2015 the change took effect in all the countries. So far 

as I can ascertain just two legal relics of primogeniture remain, but they have 

no practical effect on any matters of State and Government or the manner of 

life in the country. Robert Noel told me that all attempts in the House of Lords 
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in the past decade to apply the same reforms to the rights of succession of 

non-royal hereditary titles have failed (Noel, 2024a)12. As a result, titles still 

pass down a male line (occasionally down a female line) and if there is no 

male heir the right could be extinguished or placed in abeyance. Similar rules 

govern the inheritance of armorials (The College of Arms, 2024). Wives, and 

sometimes children, of peers and knights may have the right to use courtesy 

titles, but the right does not apply to spouses of females holding titles in their 

own right. This is an anomaly where the bias is against males.  

 

I selected three novels published in the 19th and 20th centuries in which the 

authors illustrated the position of the rights of women and their place in 

society. Jane Austen expressed the iniquities of inheritance and marriage in 

the early 19th century but did not seem intentioned to be a campaigner to 

change attitudes. George Eliot avoided mentioning the great reforms and 

legal changes that were taking place and whilst she introduced a progressive 

female protagonist, rather disappointingly failed to provide the character with 

the success of winning her arguments. Evelyn Waugh had the benefit of two 

decades of hindsight after women had won many of the legal rights they 

sought, and he pays little attention to the changes.  

 

 

 

 

 

                                                            
12 Robert Noel is Clarenceaux King of Arms. 
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2.2 General principles of male primogeniture 

 

This section explains how primogeniture operated in England as a means of 

introducing my references to female prejudice in my novel. By its nature 

primogeniture was not a static practice. The Normans had not fully developed 

the system when they introduced it into England, so it had no immediate 

application nationally and took many centuries to establish.  

 

Primogeniture was a method of inheritance that ensured the first-born child 

was the heir to the land in the father’s estate. It could apply to either sex, but 

the system introduced to England after the Norman Conquest was male 

primogeniture and that gradually replaced Anglo-Saxon inheritance practices. 

Younger brothers had no such provision, and they had to make their own 

ways in life. Wives had few rights, as I mention later. If they were fortunate, 

widows would have the benefit of a dower, often provided by their fathers to 

the sons-in-law at the time of marriage with the intention of providing benefits 

if they became widows. Personal chattels were at the disposal of the heir.  

 

Edward Chamberlayne explained the authority of the King, ‘…so that the King 

is Lord Paramount, Supreme Landlord of all the Lands of England; and all 

landed Men are mediately or immediately his Tenants by some Tenour or 

other…’ (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 87). 
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Some land could be left by will to whomsoever the owner wished, but this did 

not apply to grants of Royal land, as mentioned in the essays by Courtney 

Stanhope Kenny: 

 

What rules [William I] laid upon them we can never fully know; but 

about two there can be no doubt. Their estates were not to be 

alienated without his licence. Their estates were to descend to their 

eldest sons alone. (Kenny, 1878, p. 12), 

 

The aristocratic Norman landowners had military obligations to the Crown and 

making the head of the family responsible for those obligation provided a 

lever that the Crown could use to maintain loyalty. If a landowner left an 

intestate estate his administrators were obliged to follow the rules of 

primogeniture, that is, the land would pass to the eldest son; if there was no 

male child the land would go in equal parts to daughters; if there were no 

daughters it would go to the nearest male relative.  

 

The requirement for knights’ service declined as England became more 

settled and the influence of the aristocracy reduced, due partly to the loss of 

population resulting from plagues and the consequent reduction in the military 

and financial capability of the aristocracy (Jamoussi, 1999, p. 23). Also, 

 

The centralization of political power round the court under the 

Tudors, the Reformation, the confiscation of monastic lands and 

their sale in the late 1530s and the 1540s, as well as the 
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fundamental rural changes resulting from enclosure, were going to 

enlarge the number of middle categories of landowners and to 

cause primogeniture to expand far beyond its old limits.  

(Jamoussi, 1999, p. 24). 

 

These changes brought many estates within the ownership of wealthy non-

aristocratic owners for the first time. What may have been seen as an 

underclass in medieval times became owners of considerable estates, and 

with land ownership came power and influence. The powers of the ancient 

Norman ruling class had filtered down to classes that included merchants, 

traders, lawyers, and bankers. With the new wealth came a desire to display 

it, and to protect it by primogeniture and entails. 

 

 

2.3 Inheritance 

 

A single woman could inherit land but only if she had no male siblings. If she 

married, the land came within the control of her husband under the rule of 

coverture. Under the paternalistic system, a male heir would have the 

obligation of supporting his male siblings until they came of age. He would 

have an obligation to provide for female siblings until they married; if they did 

not marry their maintenance would remain his responsibility. The system 

placed powers of discretion in the hands of the eldest son and with discretion 

comes the temptation for abuse, an example of which Jane Austen described 

in the actions of Mr and Mrs Dashwood in Sense & Sensibility, 
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 (Austen, 1811, pp. 9-13). 

 

Entailing was a system whereby an owner directed that the future inheritance 

of land would pass in a particular way, usually to the eldest son or nearest 

male descendant with the intention of maintaining the family estates. 

Jamoussi described it succinctly as, “conferring unnatural socio-economic 

privileges and power on the first-born and disturbs the natural process of 

sibling adaption to conditions resulting from that birth order “ 

(Jamoussi, 1999, p. 2). 

 

Adam Smith described entails as, “…the normal consequence of the law of 

primogeniture. They were introduced to preserve a certain lineal 

succession...” (Smith, 1776, p. 380). He thought the system “absurd” that 

generations that died five hundred years earlier could regulate present 

generations. Also, Smith suggested that large landlords were more interested 

in embellishing their status and position than improving the efficiency of the 

land they owned (Smith, 1776, p. 381). 

 

An owner, or more correctly an occupier or life-tenant, of entailed land had no 

say in the inheritance of that land for it would follow the entail instructions. He 

could purchase land without entail separately that he could leave to whom he 

wished. Later, I mention how Sir Hugh Mallinger purchased the entail of his 

estate in Daniel Deronda to ensure it passed to his widow and then his 

daughters. Coverture was the pernicious system that prevented married 

women from owning assets and income in their own right.  
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A feature of the revitalisation of primogeniture was the increase in opposition 

to the system. Many saw it as essential for the well-being of the country to 

maintain large estates in family ownership, as breaking them up into small 

parcels would make agriculture inefficient. Opponents to primogeniture 

pointed out that many large estates were already agriculturally inefficient, and 

claimed the system produced stereo-typical poorly educated people who had 

more interest in living off the estates rather than developing them, thereby 

supressing the economic use of land. This, together with the suppression of 

female rights and the treatment of younger sons became an increasingly 

debated issue.  

 

The Ramsden family of Longley owned considerable lands in Huddersfield. 

David Cant, in his article on Longley Old Hall, states the family acquired my 

former house by a marriage settlement in the sixteenth century (Cant, 2001, 

p. 58), and owned it for over 400 years until 1976. From the 16th century 

obscurity of the hamlet of Longley, they acquired wealth by purchasing 

monastic lands and taking advantage of coverture by marrying heiresses. 

Meriel Buxton explained that Sir John Frecheville Ramsden, 6th baronet, who 

inherited his father’s estates in 1913, “seems almost to have been unaware of 

his father’s great achievements, believing that these things just happened 

when one owned so much” (Buxton, 2017, p. 213). Her map (Buxton, 2017, 

pp. 18-19) indicated the father purchased 145,000 acres in Scotland between 

1871 and 1914, much of which he planted for forestry13. In 1917, Sir John 

                                                            
13 This included the Ardverikie estate the BBC used for its television series Monarch of the Glen. 
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Frecheville inherited the extensive estates (but not the title) of the Lords 

Muncaster, in Cumberland, as a result of a marriage two generations earlier 

(Muncaster, 1994). By 1920 the son had sold what amounted to most of the 

township of Huddersfield to the town Corporation (Buxton, 2017, p. 240).  

 

 

2.4 Position of women  

 

According to Chamberlayne, “The Woman upon Marriage loseth not only 

the Power over her Person, and her Will, and the Property of her Goods, 

but her very name….”. He explained further: 

 

So that a wife in England is de jure14, but the best of servants, 

having nothing of her own, in a more proper sense than a child 

hath, whom his father suffers to call many things his own, yet can 

dispose of nothing. (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 308): 

 

He suggested that some laws of England are so favourable to women, it is 

‘as if Women had voted at the making of them’. Despite the inability of a 

wife to have any control over her life, Chamberlayne surmised the English 

wife ‘is the most happy in the world’ due to the ‘tenderness and respect’ 

given to her (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 308). Having no assets, the law 

recognised the husband was responsible for the debts of his wife and 

suffered for her crimes (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 307). In the case of “petty 

                                                            
14 According law 
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treason”15 the males and females could be hanged by the neck, cut down 

alive and their entrails pulled from their belly, and “burnt before the face of 

the criminal”, then their heads would be cut off, the body divided into four 

parts and hung where the king commanded (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 331). 

The practice was abolished in 1829 and, “it had become the invariable 

custom to delay the actual burning [of the wife] until after death had been 

produced by strangulation”. (Kenny, 1879, p. 155) 

 

Chamberlayne also confirmed that commonly the eldest son inherited all 

lands, and the younger children received goods and chattels, 

(Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 312). If there was no son the assets were distributed 

equally to any daughters, although in some Manors the eldest daughter 

succeeded to everything. Daughters could keep control of their assets during 

a period of femme sole, or being unmarried, but under the rules of coverture 

upon marriage, or femme couverte, all the daughter’s assets passed to the 

husband (Chamberlayne, 1702, p. 308). During a visit to Longley Old Hall, the 

Duke of Somerset16 told me that due to the loss of two direct male heirs in the 

19th century, three daughters became heiresses and on their marriages their 

property passed out of the Seymour family. One of the benefiting husbands 

was the 5th Ramsden baronet.  

 

In her doctoral thesis, Abigail Kate Boucher commented 

 

                                                            
15 An act of disloyalty against a superior or master 
16 My personal diary 9 July 2009. 
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Both sexes are products, and both sexes are consumers in a 

symbiotic relationship, but men have a higher use-value in this 

equation due to the aristocratic system of primogeniture; women 

may contribute money and social connection to and produce 

children in a marriage, but it is rare that women can hold inheritable 

titles or entailed estates in their own right. (Boucher, 2015, p. 59). 

 

Peerages were sometimes created that allowed females to inherit the title. An 

example of the inequitable succession process was reported in the obituary of 

Lady Clarissa Collin (The Daily Telegraph, 2021), the only child of the Earl of 

Feversham. On her father’s death in 1963 the earldom became extinct. The 

Duncombe Park estate at Helmsley, the main family seat, was entailed with 

an older barony and both passed to a distant male cousin (Noel, 2024). If 

Collin had been male she would have had possession of Duncombe Park and 

both titles. As it was, she was bequeathed an estate in Ryedale with 

“thousands of wild acres in the moorland dales”. 

 

The position of the 21st Lady Saltoun, “Chief and Name of Arms of the Clan 

Fraser” differed. On her father’s death she inherited his barony and was 

elected to sit in the House of Lords. Having no sons, her eldest daughter has 

now inherited the title (The Daily Telegraph, 2024).  

 

Stephanie Linning noted that Roderick, the 5th Earl of Balfour has four 

daughters and no sons, and on his death the title will pass to a nephew. His 

wife, Lady Tessa Fitzalan-Howard, is the eldest child of the 17th Duke of 
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Norfolk; on his death in 2002 the title passed to his fourth child and only son 

(Linning, 2020).  

 

Anita Singh wrote that Lady Emma Kitchener-Fellowes is the great 

grandniece and the senior descendant of Earl Kitchener of Khartoum; she is 

also the wife of the life peer Lord Fellowes of West Stamford, the writer of 

Downton Abbey. She was unable to inherit the earldom due to the laws of 

primogeniture (Singh, 2011).  

 

Of the five titles I mention above only one allows the title to pass down the 

female line. Saltoun was created under an ancient Scottish practice that did 

not recognise Abeyance; generally, titles where there is no male child will 

pass to the nearest female heir (Cracroft Peerage, Date not known). 

However, a younger son still has precedence over an older daughter. 

 

 

2.5 Younger sons 

 

In some ways the position of younger brothers was worse than that of their 

female siblings. “Primogeniture was fastened upon all such lands [fee tail] 

with a chain of iron,” (Kenny, 1878, p. 43) and he implied that by the end of 

the 13th century they had little hope of benefitting from entailed estates, and 

they were forced to seek betterment outside the immediate family. They had 

the freedom to make their own ways in life but that came with considerable 

risks. This mobility may have had a significant influence on the democratic 
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development and structural inheritance of those lands that were the subject of 

British colonial expansion from the 18th century. Kenny expressed his view as: 

 

There was always a pair of colours [i.e. the Army], a sloop [i.e. the 

Navy] and an embassy or a benefice for a portionless son. In days 

not altogether forgotten by living men, an overgrown diplomatic 

service, excessive armaments, and a secularised and simoniacal 

Church, attested to the world the presence of Primogeniture in 

England. (Kenny, 1878, p. 48) 

 

A generic name for a younger son sent abroad to seek a fortune was a 

“remittance man” as he may have received support from his family to 

emigrate. Beatrice Harraden used one of her characters to express frustration 

with the practice (Harraden, 1897, pp. 11-12). An early Hollywood film (The 

remittance man, 1912) is not available to view but a short online synopsis of 

the plot exists. The younger brother of a British lord was mining in the westen 

USA. His brother died and he assumed the title and the family estate.  

 

Nancy Mitford showed a dismissive attitude towards younger sons with, ‘He’s 

only a second son, and the eldest has got an heir’, (Mitford, 1945, p. 31). The 

comment is made by Bob Radlett, indicating to his sister, Linda, that David 

Warbeck [“the second son”] had little chance of inheriting the title. Later, I 

refer to the opinion of Julia Marchmain of younger sons in Brideshead 

Revisited (see p. 368).  
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2.6 Opposition, decline, and discontinuance 

 

Adam Smith wrote, ‘…nothing can be more contrary to the real interests of 

the numerous, than a right which in order to enrich one, beggars all the rest of 

the children’. (Smith, 1776, p. 379) 

 

This view faced much opposition at the time, but support grew for it during the 

19th century and was part of the great reforms that took place, not only in 

questions of inheritance but also in women’s rights, education, social 

wellbeing, and moves towards universal suffrage. Derek Heater pointed out 

that the Representation of the Peoples Act 1832 widened the franchise and 

removed rotten boroughs. He explained that some women who had limited 

rights to vote before the Act had those rights removed (Heater, 2006, p. 134) 

as the new law identified voters as “male persons” (Heater, 2006, p. 107). 

Neal Johnson, in his research paper, mentioned that the restriction of ancient 

voting rights for women was by custom and not by statute (Johnston, 2013, p. 

6).  

 

Kenny described a woman who voluntarily left her husband: 

 

She goes forth into the world with neither money nor credit, for she 

lost the one by marrying him and the other by leaving him. The 

common law punished her incompatibility of temper with a severer 

forfeiture than it inflicted upon felony, for to the felon it allowed 
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some pittance out of his goods to prevent him from starving. 

(Kenny, 1879, p. 148). 

 

Kenny wrote his essays in 1878 and 1879 some years after the Married 

Women’s Property Act 1870. As an esteemed lawyer and academic he must 

have been aware that Act did not meet the demands of the reformers and 

new legislation was in train. This became the Married Women’s Property Act 

1882 and gave married women the same rights as single women by 

effectively removing the practice of coverture. This was an important step 

towards the abolition of primogeniture.  

 

The pressures for change developed over many hundreds of years as learned 

people argued for and against the moral and economic aspects of 

primogeniture. Two factors that brought immediate changes to the process of 

inheritance were pestilence and warfare. The former decimated all classes 

within populations, but the latter was more insidious and tended to select its 

victims from amongst the younger, more able, and male sections of a 

population. Invariably, members of the aristocracy and upper classes led the 

male warriors. In the first quarter of the 20th century the Great War and the 

virulent influenza pandemic resulted in many millions of deaths across the 

world. According to Adrian Tinniswood, in his Introduction, one in ten titled 

families in the United Kingdom lost heirs in the Great War (Tinniswood, 2016, 

p. 6). This placed responsibility for the running of estates on ill-prepared 

younger brothers or other members of families. A compounding factor was the 

deaths of many estate managers and land workers resulting in loss of skills.  
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The early 1920s produced a period of political instability with the decline of 

the Liberal Party, and a Labour prime minister for a short period. Many of the 

reforms occurred during Conservative governments. The provision of full 

female emancipation was delayed until 1928 and priority was given to 

modernising the laws of land and trusts, and removing ancient inheritance 

practices, two of which originated in Anglo-Saxon times and possibly before. 

Five important Acts were passed in the early years of the decade that had far-

reaching consequences and many of the provisions remain in effect today. 

The modern form of freehold and leasehold tenure dates from this period. 

 

More importantly from the point of inheritance the new laws removed the legal 

concept of primogeniture and prevented the creation of new entails. Isobel 

Tinsley wrote in her paper on her law firm’s website: 

 

By removing the law of primogeniture, the LPA [Law of Property Act 

1925] restored the wife of a husband as a rightful heir to his 

property ahead of, or together with, their children. The new law 

established for the first time legal equality of property rights in an 

English family (Tinsley, 2025). 

 

The demands for reform inspired action in the Empire, and after much 

pressure and debate the New Zealand parliament passed an Act in 1893 
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giving women the vote17. But this reform did not give them the right to stand 

for Parliament, and the first women were not elected as MPs until 193318.  

 

 

2.7 Three historical novels illustrating changes in attitudes to  

inheritance and the position of women 

 

2.7.1  Jane Austen and Pride & Prejudice. (Published 1813) 

 

I chose this novel because I see it as a remarkable representation of the 

position of women in middle-and upper-middle class English society in the 

early 19th century as seen through the eyes of a person who was a member 

of that society. Two years earlier Sense & Sensibility, Austen’s first novel, 

(Austen, 1811), had dealt with the position of a widow with eligible but 

unmarried daughters and her reliance on the goodwill of her stepson, the 

inheritor of her late husband’s entailed estate. Pride and Prejudice (Austen, 

1813) dealt with a family comprising a husband, wife, and five daughters, the 

second being Elizabeth, or Lizzie, the protagonist. 

 

Both books emphasised the dilemma of families with entailed wealth and no 

sons, but with daughters in need of husbands. The plots of both stressed the 

unfairness of entailed land. Mrs Dashwood and her daughters had suffered 

the indignity of losing the marital home to the son of her husband’s first 

                                                            
17 https://nzhistory.govt.nz/womens-suffrage. The article states that in 2023 51% of MPs were women 
compared with 8% in 1981. Accessed 6 December 2024 
18 https://nzhistory.govt.nz/politics/womens-suffrage/brief-history. Women acquired the right to stand for 
Parliament in 1919. Accessed 6 December 2024 

https://nzhistory.govt.nz/womens-suffrage
https://nzhistory.govt.nz/politics/womens-suffrage/brief-history
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marriage. Mrs Bennett and her daughters had yet to face the humiliation of 

the loss of their home, which is a certainty when Mr Bennett dies. 

 

Critical examination of the unfairness of primogeniture (of which entails form a 

part) was in its infancy but pressure for reforms in many areas had started to 

gain ground. I do not see Austen as an active fighter for reform and although 

her books illustrate the unfairness of the treatment of women she dealt with 

the issues with calmness and gentleness, and in some cases with humour. 

She did not make strong arguments for change except by presenting the 

injustice of the system to a population that may not have recognised the need 

for reform.  

 

Austen made clear in Sense & Sensibility (Austen, 1811, p. 4) that Mrs 

Dashwood’s difficulties arose from the entail and also from the failure of her 

late husband to obtain a written promise from his son about the level of 

support he would provide for his stepmother and half-sisters. In Pride & 

Prejudice the future difficulty was caused by Mr Bennett failing to put money 

aside from his income to provide his family with a separate source of 

livelihood. Eliot’s character Sir Hugo Malinger dealt with this issue in a more 

practical way (see pp. 364-365).  

 

In her essay on Jane Austen, Elizabeth Drabble provided some enlightenment 

of the effect the entail had on the Bennett inheritance: 
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She [Lizzie] is half-disposed to find herself half in love with the 

apparently eligible thirty-year-old Colonel Fitzwilliam, but when he 

warns her that as a younger son he cannot afford to marry, she 

quickly swallows what must have been a moment of real 

mortification for a dowerless girl and with some courage teases him 

about “the usual price of an Earl’s younger son”  

(Drabble, 1989, p. 7).  

 

A little later Drabble explained the situation with the entail: “We are told the 

circumstances of the entail which means that his [Mr Bennett’s] 

considerable property will pass on his death not to his wife or any of his 

daughters but to Mr Collins,” (Drabble, 1989, p. 10). 

 

 

2.7.2  George Eliot and Daniel Deronda (Published 1876) 

 

Of Daniel Deronda, John Drinkwater commented, “This is, without question, 

the dullest of all George Eliot’s novels, in these days almost unreadable” 

(Drinkwater, 1930, p. 559). The publication date of Daniel Deronda was 

significant, just six years after the Married Women’s Property Act of 1870, and 

six years before the 1882 Act of the same name. From the point of view of the 

reformers the first Act was most unsatisfactory; it allowed married women to 

keep their earnings and some inheritances but did not otherwise change the 

common law in respect of coverture, nor did it give them equal rights in other 

areas. The Married Women’s Property Act of 1882 removed most of the 
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remaining inequalities. Jill Rappoport wrote , “These arguments had serious 

stakes in 1876, when political agitation for wives’ rights to hold their ‘own’ 

property had made some progress but was still underway” (Rappoport, 2012). 

 

I found no references to the two Acts in the novel. The public displeasure with 

the first, and the lobbying for the second Eliot did not mention. K. M. Newton, 

in his Introduction, suggested the novel was set in the “mid-1860s” (Newton, 

(1988), p. vii), in which case the two reforming Acts would have little 

relevance. It was possible Eliot wanted to avoid the complexities of the new 

legislation and deliberately positioned the activity to a time before the reforms 

were confirmed. I found her omission surprising as Eliot had made 

Gwendolen a strong-willed person whom I expected to take a role as a 

champion of women’s rights. 

 

Eliot follows Austen’s example of using a family with daughters, of whom 

Gwendolen had reached marriageable age. However, Mrs Davilow was not 

the victim of an entail but was left impoverished by poor investments made by 

her dead husband. Eliot introduced a different way of explaining the injustice 

of an entail. Sir Hugo Malinger (Deronda’s benefactor) had no direct male heir 

but had a wife and daughters, and his entailed estate would pass on his death 

to his brother, who in turn had no direct male heir (Eliot, 1876, p. 75). The heir 

presumptive was Grandcourt, Gwendolen’s future husband. 

 

One may think the use of three families with no male heirs rather unusual, but 

Eliot introduced another family in the same position. The wealthy couple, Mr 
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and Mrs Arrowpoint, had a single child named Catherine, who would inherit a 

considerable fortune on her father’s death. On her marriage the wealth would 

pass to her husband under the practice of coverture. She had no wish to 

marry “a needy nobleman” and had declined many offers (Eliot, 1876, p. 199). 

Without her parents’ consent she became engaged to her music teacher and 

rejected all attempts by her parents to blackmail her into changing her mind, 

and she was disinherited (Eliot, 1876, p. 209). In Love in a Cold Climate 

Nancy Mitford used the same device where Lord Montdore disinherited his 

heiress daughter for marrying a man of whom he disapproved (Mitford, 1949, 

p. 241). 

 

Eliot treated the position of women as the accepted norm, except that with 

Catherine Arrowpoint she gave a foretaste of an independent-minded woman 

prepared to sacrifice wealth for the freedom to make her own life choices. 

Apart from that, she made no campaigning attempts to publicise the 

suppression of women. However, her novel reflected some changes in social 

attitudes, such as Gwendolen visiting a casino in Germany. Contemporary 

readers would understand the implied comments about the position of women 

as Eliot was writing about the status quo. This may have prompted her (or her 

publishers) to avoid a topic that remained controversial. Modern readers may 

have greater difficulty in comprehending her inferences, and the extent of 

female inequality. 

 

Gwendolen had no wealth to make an asset transfer (coverture) to 

Grandcourt on her marriage, and this mirrors the position in Pride & Prejudice 
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(Austen, 1813) where D’Arcy married potentially poor Elizabeth Bennett. 

Gwendolen had some characteristics similar to Lydia Bennett, being 

headstrong, vain, and determined to look after her own interests. But 

Gwendolen was educated, and she had none of the silliness seen in Lydia. 

Gwendolen resolved to have the senior role in her marriage as illustrated by 

the following quotations; “Gwendolen’s confidence lay chiefly in herself. She 

felt equipped for the mastery of life”, and “My arrow will pierce him 

[Grandcourt] before he has time for thought. He will declare himself my slave” 

(Eliot, 1876, pp. 31, and 78). 

 

Gwendolen revealed an incredible arrogance (Eliot, 1876, p. 78) with her 

thoughts that other women had “not a shadow of a chance” of marrying 

Grandcourt. Gwendolen’s uncle, the Reverend Gascoigne, did his best to 

guide her and attempted to show her the implications of being married with, 

“When you are married, it will be different: you may do whatever your 

husband sanctions” (Eliot, 1876, p. 64). This had little effect on her attitude. 

 

Sir Hugo took steps to ensure the financial provision for his wife and 

daughters by using income from his life interest to support them after his 

death. The daughters could not benefit from the entailed estates, and would 

either have to marry, or seek support from their uncle on the death of their 

father (Eliot, 1876, pp. 147-148). As we have seen with the Dashwood’s, 

relying on the beneficence of a relative could present many problems for a 

widow and daughters. Sir Hugo paid Grandcourt £50,000 (Eliot, 1876, p. 301) 
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to break the entail (Eliot, 1876, p. 269) on Diplow, one of Sir Hugo’s estates. 

This provided an unencumbered property for his wife and daughters, 

(Eliot, 1876, p. 600), something Mr Bennett could not give his family.  

 

At a time when improvements to the status of women had taken place, and 

more important ones were proposed, pressure had built for equality with men, 

and one may think it surprising that Eliot had not taken the opportunity to 

provide a more explicit position against the prejudice towards women. It 

seemed as if she took a deliberate stance of ignoring the revolution that was 

occurring. 

 

Both Pride & Prejudice and Daniel Deronda stress the iniquity of 

primogeniture by illustrating the injustice of entails and coverture. Both have 

the protagonist families with five daughters and no sons. Both emphasise the 

position of excluded children – Colonel Fitzwilliam for being a younger son 

and Daniel Deronda for being of unknown Jewish parentage. 

 

Austen and Eliot emphasised that the futures of daughters depended on them 

finding husbands of the correct social standing and had treated the question 

of primogeniture, entails, and coverture as matters of everyday occurrence, 

but I suggest Austen gave the topic more significance in her novels. As 

reforms to female status were not a of matter of great debate in the early 19th 

century, one may understand the position Austen took. The silence of Eliot on 

the matter is less explicable, considering the growing reform demands of the 

period. However, she did appear to use the unmarried Gwendolen as an 
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emerging beacon of a “new woman”, who would not accept the established 

status of married women.  

 

In much the same way, she used Maggie Tulliver (Eliot, 1860) as someone 

who did not accept the established status of women, and Eliot disposed of 

both women before they achieved their ambitions. Maggie by drowning in the  

flood (Eliot, 1860, p. 445), and Gwendolen by acknowledging her selfishness, 

and commenting, “What good have I been? Only harm” (Eliot, 1876, p. 680), 

Eliot left clouds of sadness at the conclusions of her two books. This seemed 

to imply that women would not succeed in their endeavours to achieve the 

changes they wanted. By contrast, Austen provided the possibility of 

happiness for Lizzie Bennett and her siblings. 

 

 

2.7.3  Evelyn Waugh and Brideshead Revisited (Published 1945) 

 

In his Preface to the 1960 edition, Waugh commented that he completed the 

book in 1944 during a period of convalescence following a parachuting injury. 

He had concerns about the “decay and spoilation” of English country houses, 

so “I piled it on rather, with passionate sincerity” (Waugh, 1945, p. x). 

 

Waugh wrote the novel at a time when many of the great reform demands for 

female equality had been implemented in law but possibly not all yet applied. 

The legal structure for primogeniture had been removed in the 1920s and 

women obtained the full franchise in the same decade. The question of 
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entails remained. In comparison to Austen and Eliot, for Waugh primogeniture 

was not an issue of great concern as I explain later, but residual practices of 

the old system remained embedded in the attitudes of some of the 

characters. It is such a situation that I deal with in my novel in the outlook of 

Wynn-Jenkyns 

 

Waugh’s plot had some resemblance to L. P. Hartley’s The Go-Between 

(Hartley, 1953). Both narrators were middle class males befriended by 

members of aristocratic families. Both Colston and Ryder were accepted by 

the families as important friends of their sons. In both books, the family 

houses were revisited – in Brideshead in the Prologue and the Epilogue, and 

in The Go-Between in the final chapter. Colston and Ryder saw life in the 

families from the outside, and neither fully understood all the forces that drove 

the relationships. The final chapters of both novels dealt with the concerns of 

providing heirs in the direct male line.  

 

The book started during World War 2 as Ryder returned to Brideshead with 

the army. Waugh goes to the early 1920s to build the back story, a time when 

the franchise and inheritance reforms were in progress but not introduced. 

Waugh dealt with relationships between the characters, mainly those of Ryder 

and Lord Sebastion, Ryder and Lady Julia, and the distant and expatriate 

Lord Marchmain with all his family. In 1923 Julia was 18 and awaiting her 

“coming out”. The Marchmains’ were Catholics, a religion that Lord 

Marchmain nominally followed. Waugh used religious prejudice to entwine the 

plot and provided clashes of conscience for some of the family, particularly 
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Julia. In the following extract, Waugh provided an amusing revelation of the 

unfairness Julia felt she’d encounter as a Catholic, irrespective of her high 

rank, that would prevent her finding a husband of suitable position: 

 

If she apostatized now, having been brought up in the Church, she 

would go to hell, while the Protestant girls of her acquaintance, 

schooled in happy ignorance, could marry eldest sons, live at 

peace with their world, and get to heaven before her. There could 

be no eldest son for her, and younger sons were indelicate things, 

necessary, but not to be much spoken of19. (Waugh, 1945, p. 236) 

 

Julia was conscious of the historical position of younger sons and the 

discrimination they experienced in relation to inheritance. She faced a 

dilemma, much the same as the one Margaret Drabble identified for Elizabeth 

Bennett; she continued her thoughts about them: 

 

…it was their plain duty to remain hidden until some disaster 

perchance promoted them to their brothers’ places, and since this 

was their function, it was desirable that they should keep 

themselves wholly suitable for succession (Waugh, 1945, p. 236). 

 

                                                            
19 In her thesis, ‘Representations of the Aristocratic Body in Victorian Literature’ (University of Glasgow, 
2015), Abigail Kate Boucher provided similar sentiments in the following extract from ‘Cecil, or the 
Adventures of a Coxcomb’, by Catherine Gore (1841), ed. by Andrea Hibbard and Edward Copeland, 
Silver Fork Novels, 1826-1841, series ed. By Harriet Devine Jump, 6 vols. (London: Pickering & Chatto, 
2005), VI. 
 

‘During her first season, she may restrict herself exclusively to eldest sons of peers. On 
the second, she must include healthy baronets. Should she be so unfortunate as to 
survive a third, she will have to submit to the necessity of an eligible younger brother.’ 
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By the end of the Season Julia had started to think of compromises and 

painted in her mind her ideal husband and concluded her difficulty “was not 

insurmountable”. She saw a benefit of marrying a Protestant as it would avoid 

the yearly pregnancies that could arise if she married a Catholic 

(Waugh, 1945, p. 237).  

 

Waugh wrote during World War 2 but expressed his characters’ views from 20 

years before and must have felt prejudice against Catholics remained more 

important to his story in the early part of the book than the complications of 

inheritance of the landed estate. For Waugh dwelt on the difficulties of a 

Catholic woman marrying the first son of a Protestant land-owning family. This 

attitude stemmed not from any principles of primogeniture, but from concern 

children of such marriages would be brought up as Catholics thereby 

increasing the number of members of that Church with inherited titles and 

influence in Parliament and other areas of the Establishment. Catholic 

landowners, of whom fewer existed and therefore their influence was less, 

practised the same prejudices to protect the ownership of their titles and 

estates to a Catholic succession. The concept of a marriage settlement had 

started to fall out of fashion following the reform of women’s rights. Mottram’s 

refusal to settle one is an indication the question was still a live issue in the 

1920s (Waugh, 1945, p. 247). 

 

Waugh did not mention whether or not the Marchmain estate was entailed 

until late in the novel. The first indication came when Cordelia told Ryder 

(Waugh, 1945, p. 285) that her father [Lord Marchmain] had been in debt for a 
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long time and “Selling Marchers [the family’s London house] has put him 

straight again”. This implied that house was not entailed. Waugh raised the 

matter again when the heir [Brideshead] received a letter from his father 

saying he “proposed making over the estate right away”; the news does not 

include to whom the estate would go, continuing the uncertainty of the 

inheritance. (Waugh, 1945, p. 374). 

 

Waugh may have realised he had not resolved the issue, or possibly he saw it 

as a dramatic topic worthy of keeping open for as long as possible. Whatever 

his thinking, he concluded the issue quickly. In the closing pages of the book 

Julia divorced Mottram, and Ryder divorced his wife, introducing the 

possibility that they would marry. Marchmain disapproved of Brideshead’s  

wife as “deplorable”, and “I think she is past childbearing” (Waugh, 1945, pp. 

411- 412).  

 

Marchmain disclosed that the entail ended with him, thus allowing him to 

leave the properties to whomsoever he liked and decided Julia and Ryder 

would inherit (Waugh, 1945, p. 417), but Ryder and Julia did not marry, 

(Waugh, 1945, p. 441) and Julia became the main beneficiary  

(Waugh, 1945, p. 444). 

 

An army officer posted to the house during the war commented, “Queer thing 

the old marquis leaving everything to her – rough on the boys” 

 (Waugh, 1945, p. 445). This final irony was for the reader, for the officer 

understood only what he saw and had no concept of how the decision came 
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about. Brideshead inherited the Marchmain title but as he was not likely to 

have children, on his death the title would go to a distant relative or into 

abeyance. 

 

Austen and Eliot lived in times where primogeniture, coverture and entails, 

were accepted ways of marriage and inheritance. Whereas Austen 

emphasised the unfairness of the system, she did not show reforming 

attitudes. In Daniel Deronda, Eliot displayed a deeper awareness of the 

issues through the attitude of her protagonist but seemed to step away from 

the controversy. 

 

For Waugh, the issues were of no great importance to his plot. Coverture had 

been abolished in the late 19th century and primogeniture as a legal principle 

was curtailed in 1925. Although entails could be created until 1996 Waugh 

neatly avoided the matter. This enabled Marchmain to leave his landed estate 

to his elder daughter. Even so, the titles would pass to his eldest son, and 

then out of the direct line of the family. In my novel, Wynn-Jenkyns was 

obsessed about his business assets following in the male line of the family. 

When the business consultant asked him had he considered the possibility of 

not having male heirs the question stumped him into silence (see p. 214). 
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2.8 Conclusion 

 

The chapter illustrates the prejudice and bias inflicted on women in England 

over many centuries. The male structured society saw women in second 

position and therefore their views were often not taken into account. Legally, 

they were silent inhabitants of the country. Even though women obtained full 

franchise in 1928 that did not give them full control over their lives. For 

example, as recently as 1990 (Tax and Family Charitable Trust, no date) a 

United Kingdom resident wife had to declare her income on her husband’s tax 

return. In my novel, the only woman who achieved success, authority, and 

respect by her own efforts was Chief Inspector Cavendish (see p. 144).  

 

I have witnessed other examples of discrimination against women that 

illustrated the institutional bias. My fiancée20 was the first female articled clerk 

of the firm she joined. In 1969 she sat her final examinations to become a 

Chartered Accountant, and she was one of three women out of nearly 200 

candidates in the room. Until 1940, women were not allowed to become 

commissioned officers in the Royal Navy. I look on the groundbreaking 

success of Attracta Genevieve Rewcastle in becoming the first female to wear 

officer’s gold braid on her uniform cuffs as one of the most important 

achievements in the move towards the equality of the sexes. Even after 

Rewcastle’s commission, until the 1990s only women doctors, dentists and 

                                                            
20 My fiancée attended the same school as the Pankhurst sisters. She was disappointed with the 

conventional career advice she received, which included nursing and secretarial work. 
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some nurses could receive commissions. It took until 2012 before a woman 

took command of a major British warship, HMS Portland. 

 

Anthony Dixon gave examples of how a London services club struggled to 

come to terms with the pressure to accept women as members. In 1954 

offering associate membership to women officers “was passed over hurriedly”  

(Dixon, 2009, p. 116). In 1985, a proposal to allow officers of the women’s 

services to join was “not unexpectedly, set aside” on the grounds the proposal 

‘would fundamentally alter the ethos of the Club’ (Dixon, 2009, p. 197). By 

1995 attitudes had changed partly because of the declining size of the Armed 

Services, a major source of membership. Positions amongst the membership 

had changed also, but I can’t help feeling a little cynical the fear of bad 

publicity helped the Committee to act. A referendum in 1996 produced a 98% 

vote in favour of offering full membership to women officers. 

 

Fortunately, the above matters were resolved in favour of equality. Women 

now have the same legal status as men, but as my own experiences show 

prejudice against them remains in other forms. I suggest the hundreds of 

years of entrenched male dominance had created an unconscious 

acceptance amongst both sexes that had become the status quo that women 

would have a secondary position, irrespective of laws and changing social 

attitudes. This situation existed within the novel’s Wynn-Jenkyns family where 

the culture was male dominance and female inferiority. The father came from 

a poor, working-class background and the prejudice may have stemmed from 

his observations of the treatment of women in the society in which he grew 
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up. He would have been unaware of Kenny’s remarks that the times had 

changed, but even if he had, it is unlikely he would have understood what 

they meant. 

 

My research into the history and application of primogeniture provided me 

with an insight into the historical injustices women suffered and in turn this 

helped me develop my ideas for including modern discriminations in the 

novel. 

 

Kenny gave his opinion on the future, “We have ventured to suggest the 

outlines of a law more in harmony with modem life. Tempora mutantur, nos 

et mutamur in illis21. [“Times are changed and we are changed with them”].  

(Kenny, 1878, p. 71) 

 

Even though the struggles had achieved great social reforms by the early 

decades of the 20th century the harmony envisaged by Kenny had been slow 

to materialise and the campaigning for women’s equality continues as I reflect 

in the novel where the women experience continuing prejudice. 

 

It is an unhappy reflection on the business environment in which I worked 

from 1957 to 2023 that I never had a female boss or worked in a business 

that had female partners or directors. Riana Duncan illustrated the attitude of 

the period well in her Miss Triggs22 cartoon for Punch, which shows a meeting 

of five men and a woman and the chairman saying, “That’s an excellent 

                                                            
21 The words are attributed to Nicolas Borbonius, a 17th century French clergyman. 
22 Punch 8 September 1988 
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suggestion, Miss Triggs. Perhaps one of the men here would like to make it”. I 

know this position has changed, but questions of equality of pay, 

opportunities, the value of contributions of women caring for children and 

elderly relatives, and no doubt other matters, have not been dealt with. In the 

novel, I indicate possible family future trouble with, “The dispute within the 

family ran much deeper than she [Heledd] knew, and Idris still plotted to take 

over running the business” (see p. 293). Although Idris could not obtain voting 

control of the company he could possibly find a way of gaining management 

control.  
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Chapter 3 

The development of A Secret Shy and Cold 

 

 

3.1 Introduction 

 

My parents were in their twenties when the reforms providing universal 

suffrage and changes to the inheritance of land were passed by Parliament in 

the 1920s. Not once do I recall them mentioning the effects the reforms had 

on their lives – as far as they were concerned it seemed the changes had 

passed into history and had no relevance for them. In the novel, two 

generations later, the Wynn-Jenkyns family show no awareness of the 

prejudices that afflicted women a century before. And yet, some of those 

prejudices continued, not in the way of legal structures, but in the form of 

male dominance and female subjugation. 

 

In my novel, I deal with those issues that have caused family strife, a tragedy, 

and eventually the hope of reconciliation and success. An experiment with 

characters of comedy remains in the form of the bumptious, buffoon-like 

Joshua Allen (see pp. 38-40) and Mr Gray (see pp. 64-66). 
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3.2 The Theme of the Novel 

 

I made the theme of the novel about injustice, greed, and conflict. There is the 

injustice of prejudice against the women in a family business (see pp. 21-22), 

and the imprisonment of an innocent man (see p. 14). The greed is in the 

mind of the antagonist (see p. 6).  

 

The prejudice against the women arises in the form of a father refusing to 

accept that his daughters have any right to share in the responsibility of 

running his business or in inheriting any part of it, preferring to pass control to 

a less worthy son (see page 32). This is what I classify as a modern form  of 

male primogeniture. Edwyn’s wife is nearly destroyed by his indifference and 

lack of understanding (see pp. 30-33). Conflict comes from these factors and 

the way characters respond to them. 

 

Gwendolen Harleth expressed, “Imagination is often truer than fact” (Eliot, 

1876, p. 37). This statement caused some confusion for me initially as I have 

based parts of my novel on experiences that I recorded in my diaries, and I 

saw a contradiction between the diary source of information and how I now 

intended to use it. I reconciled my approach by concluding my diaries were a 

source of experience and inspiration and not always of information and 

therefore my novel is to a great extent “invented” and is therefore “true”. The 

“truth”, in Trapnel’s terms, is the way I constructed a fiction from experiences 

in my life. By adopting this technique, I allowed myself into a fictional world 

that would not have existed if I had not conceived the idea of the novel. 
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To establish this “truth” I had to detach myself from the people and events I 

had included in the diaries and devise my own people, their traits, locations, 

and events and in doing so created a new world in which to place them. I 

made many changes to my book as I tried to find the truth for the theme of the 

story. Locations changed; characters become more, or less, agreeable, nice 

changed to nasty, good to bad and vice versa. I removed some people and 

brought in others. I have used a limited number of characters who are based 

on personal experiences, but in most cases they are the work of my 

imagination without knowingly using sub-conscious or other influences. They 

are now “true” to the theme of the novel and their world and their experiences. 

 

In only a few cases I remember someone giving me precise reasons for 

acquiring wealth, and some of these had philanthropic expectations. One or 

two people told me about the desire for excessive wealth was self-destructive, 

and they would not allow their children to take control of it and instead would 

leave it to charitable or education foundations. Few people told me what they 

intended to do with their wealth. For these, it seemed acquisition was the 

game. 

 

 

3.3 Development of the main characters 

 

Whereas avoidance is the legal reduction of taxation, evasion is a fraudulent 

process. Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns disliked paying tax. He had life-long ambitions 
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to delay death and avoid taxation - his thoughts on the topic were interrupted 

before he gave his opinion of the Inland Revenue (see p. 5). Death is the final 

battle for all of us, but for some people, the preparation for the battle could 

take decades in the planning, and the results may be felt for generations after 

their deaths.  

 

For my main characters I looked for people who would create, react to, and 

cope with conflict, either within themselves or with others. The pain of 

experiences had influenced the lives of my antagonist and protagonist. When 

they met neither were in a position to understand fully the attitudes of the 

other, leading to a state of conflict between them exacerbated by the mutual 

support they needed from each other. Both antagonist and protagonist were 

strong characters but suffered from events of extreme stress that influenced 

their views. Whereas the protagonist’s success came from study and hard 

business work, the antagonist created a fortune by making a few propitious 

and well-timed decisions early in his career.  

 

In my review of novels, I had difficulty reading Anthony Powell’s Hearing 

Secret Harmonies (see p. 425)  and Elizabeth Jane Howard’s All Change  

(see p. 412) due to the abundance of characters. Both were the final books in 

series – twelve for Powell and five for Howard. In order to avoid this sort of 

congestion I restricted the number of main characters. The most involved 

figures being Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns and Jim Sloan, around whom the story 

revolved. The two people, previously unknown to each other, came together 

in a tense relationship of mutual need and exasperating dislike that ended in 
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the death of the antagonist. However, I considered Selene and her father, 

Wynn-Jenkyns, as having the greatest influence on the plot, for it was their 

acrimonious relationship that was the eventual cause of the tragedy that the 

family suffered. The early chapters of the novel provide assessments of their 

respective characters. 

 

John Dempster and Inspector Carrie Cavendish had important roles in 

developing and completing the story. Sloan’s dead wife, Sam, does not 

appear in the book, but her ante-mortem endeavours proved essential in 

solving the mystery. Cavendish represented a woman, who, by ability and 

ambition, achieved career success in spite of any prejudice and bigotry she 

may have encountered in her profession. I saw her as a model for the future 

success of Selene. 

 

 

3.3.1 Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns – antagonist 

 

For a period, I was a member of the British Association of Counselling (now 

the British Association of Counselling and Psychotherapy) and specialised in 

advising family and first generation businesses. This helped me to understand 

the psychology of characters and their behaviour in the environment I 

developed in the book. For my antagonist I wanted someone with 

considerable eccentricity and business ability. He would be on the outside of 

every group he joined, but wanted desperately to gain acceptance (see, p. 

119). As part of his attempts at seeking recognition, he developed a romantic 
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and invalid background that he was descended from the royal line of the 

Kings of Gwynedd (see p. 8).  

 

As I started developing ideas for the character of Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns, I 

rationalised what I knew of the people I had based him on with the man that 

had appeared in my imagination. My character materialised as a man with no 

redeeming features. But here was the man I had met often in my dairies, and 

I didn’t recognise him. Although I had a little guilt I decided that the man I had 

made as Wynn-Jenkyns was the correct person for the antagonist. 

 

The business had outgrown his ability. Fearing to take further risks, he had 

developed an indecisive nature. As a controlling person he believed he would 

outlive his children (see p. 249), so delayed the gifting of his valuable 

personal assets to them, thereby running the risk of inheritance tax charges 

on his estate. He exercised much of the control by refusing to make decisions 

about matters that he felt loosened that control (see pp. 9 and 203-204). He 

achieved one good effect by placing most of the shares in his company in a 

trust (see pp. 164 and 286) mainly to prevent his children getting control on 

his death.  

 

Although Wynn-Jenkyns died part-way through the novel his strong influence 

remained until the end of the book. His secrets of The Old Dower House and 

the Swallow Falls he took to his grave. When Sloan rejected Selene’s 

approach (see p. 305) he may have wondered whether Selene had inherited 

the secrets of those locations. 
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No one would be close to him, not even his family, and he would not 

understand the meaning of empathy. He treated his staff generously, and 

although employees saw him as an oddity, they had a strange loyalty towards 

him, but none had the skills to stand up to him. For reasons he couldn’t 

understand he disliked all his children, but he disliked most of all Selene, his 

eldest, for he had no hold over her and saw her a threat to his control of the 

business (see p. 7). 

 

He wanted to start a family dynasty based on male control and planned to 

ensure neither of his daughters inherited his wealth or ran his business. He 

preferred his compliant, inadequate elder son as his inheritor solely because 

he was male (see pp. 32, 176, and 214). According to M. Lynn, nearly all the 

horror stories of family business inheritance involved sons; it followed that she 

thought women were far better at taking control than men (Lynn, 2012). I 

adopted this idea in the novel. 

 

Without understanding how, Wynn-Jenkyns created destructive turmoil 

between himself and his children. Peter described this attitude: “Concerned 

with keeping the business in the family, the father determined that his son 

would wear the shoes even if he couldn’t fill them,” (Peter, 1985, p. 77). 

 

I measured the strength of Wynn-Jenkyns against the initial weakness of 

Sloan and found the latter wanting in many ways. But as Sloan recovered 

from his ordeals Wynn-Jenkyns weakened. Largely, this resulted from Wynn-
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Jenkyn’s inability to understand the benefits of the reforms Sloan proposed 

for the business. Indications of jealousy(see pp. 237-238) appeared in Wynn-

Jenkyns when he realised Sloan had increasing influence over the attitude of 

his wife, Heledd.  

 

Wynn-Jenkyns had a change of heart and shortly before his death he altered 

his will (see p. 253) to include some of the changes Sloan had proposed. This 

behaviour was in keeping with his attitude of concealment. Also, he believed 

he would outlive all his children (see p. 249), and the will would then become 

irrelevant.  

 

Wynn-Jenkyns had no wish for an impressive house with a large estate. What 

he wanted was recognition of his achievements. He needed to prove to 

everyone that he was better than they in terms of money and 

accomplishment, and that he was no longer the young lad who took the rent 

of his family’s cottage each week to the agent at the Gwydyr Castle estate 

office. He wanted to forget the embarrassment that his family did not have the 

money to buy him a uniform when he went to secondary school and had to 

rely on charity. He wanted to make money for the benefit of his descendants. 

“I’ve not done it for me – I’ll never benefit from it” (see p. 7) was an often 

heard justification. Most of all, rather like Poseidon in the story fragment by 

Franz Kafka he trusted no one (Kafka, 1887). He liked to control every aspect 

of the lives of his family and the running of his business, but both outgrew his 

ability to deal with them. Wynn-Jenkyns was not a nice person. He was an 

attention seeker and played the part of a victim very well (see p. 248). 
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With the character of Wynn-Jenkyns based on a pot-pourri of people I had 

opportunities to select characteristics of the fictional man that best fitted the 

confusion in his nature and had to decide whether his character went beyond 

eccentricity into an autistic condition. He was obsessive about some matters 

that were of no consequence, had a boring and repetitive style of speaking, 

and did not understand the needs of his family, particularly of those working in 

the business. 

 

An insight of the man I was trying to identify was provided to me by Camilla 

Pang:  

I felt like a stranger within my own species: someone who 

understood the words but couldn’t speak the language: who shared 

an appearance with fellow humans but none of the essential 

characteristics. (Pang, 2020, p. ix) 

 

I recorded in my diary23 an example of what I felt Pang was expressing – a 

conversation a person had with one daughter in law about another: 

 

One snippet he gave [me] was the occasion X told him Y was a “fat 

cow”. He said he told X, “that was uncalled for – she’s not fat.” I 

picked him up on that, and said his comment implied he thought 

she [Y] was “a cow”. He looked at me in bewilderment and asked 

me to explain. I did my best to point out that he had only defended 

                                                            
23 Personal diary 10th March 2022. 
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Y on the one point of her being fat, which implied he agreed with 

her being a cow! I gave up, for he still did not understand! 

 

I saw Wynn-Jenkyns as having character traits associated with a level of 

autism. He had not been clinically diagnosed as being on the spectrum; 

although some of his family suspected hi 

s condition, but no one had raised the matter with him. These traits appeared 

at a number of points in the novel, most noticeably at the Liverpool reception 

(see p. 242) and during Sloan’s final business meeting with him (see pp. 245-

252). To obtain a better idea of whether my thoughts indicated the possibility 

of autism I put his characteristics into an autism-spectrum quotient test, and 

this showed Wynn-Jenkins had significant autistic traits24. The same test for 

Sloan gave a result considerably below the autism level.  

 

Further assistance came from literary works where the protagonists had 

differing levels of autism and chose to face the challenges of life with that 

condition. Belinda Bauer (Bauer, 2013), in Rubber Necker provided Patrick 

Fort with the ability to reach the level of a medical student who had to face the 

turmoil of living away from home and understanding situations he had not 

encountered before. When out with Meg he puzzled about why she walked 

with him and talked. He had found “the less he said the more people wanted 

him to speak. But he had no idea what she wanted him to say” (Bauer, 2013, 

p. 91). Patrick Fort had some of the character traits that I saw in my 

developing image of Wynn-Jenkyns. 

                                                            
24 https/psychology-tools.com/test/autism-quotient/score. Edwyn was 41 out of 50 and Jim 12 out 50.  
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Mark Haddon, in The Curious Incident of the Dog in the Night-Time, made 

Christopher Boone a more vulnerable person than Fort, and as the novel was 

mainly written in the first person a reader had immediate knowledge of how 

he saw life and came to terms with the situations he encountered. He was 

less aware of danger as is shown by him climbing onto the track in the 

London Underground (Haddon, 2003, p. 223). 

 

Whereas the two novels placed autism as the main driver of the plots, I 

wanted to use it as an influence that lay in the background, so that readers 

did not readily recognise it, thereby creating situations of confusion within 

Wynn-Jenkyns and those who had contact with him. 

 

 

3.3.2 Jim Sloan - protagonist 

 

When I started writing the character I had no idea how Sloan would develop. 

In the first draft, I had him as a scoundrel who had committed the fraud for 

which he was jailed and who was happy to spend his sentence in prison to 

wait for the bounty he would receive on release. And it was he who murdered 

Wynn-Jenkyns. I changed the plot because I realised Sloan did not possess 

the skills or the inclination to organise such deception. 

 

I had the objective of ensuring Sloan responded to and countered Wynn-

Jenkyns’ traits and eventually became the survivor. I wanted him to have 
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suffered a calamity, but whether he would develop as good or bad I left to my 

instinct. As the novel progressed, I discovered Sloan was a person of ability, 

integrity, honesty, and therefore worthy of sympathy and support. Sloan 

entered the book on the day of his release from prison following a successful 

appeal against a conviction for a fraud he did not commit (see p. 13).  

 

 

The Great Hall of the Royal Courts of Justice, 
Strand, London25 (see p. 15). 

 

In the first part of the book, Sloan re-established his career and his life. He 

proved an adequate foil to oppose Wynn-Jenkyns and after the death of that 

man Sloan developed the strength to solve the mystery of the fraud for which 

he was jailed, the cause of the death of his family, and also helped in bringing 

order into Wynn-Jenkyn’s business and family (see p. 293). But he failed to 

uncover the secrets of the separate involvements of father and daughter with 

the Old Dower House and the Swallow Falls (see p. 304). 

 

                                                            
25 https://theroyalcourtsofjustice.com/gallery/   (Ref. RCJ5free). 

https://theroyalcourtsofjustice.com/gallery/
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During most of the novel Sloan showed no interest in women and sex as he 

moved through a period of grief for his dead wife and child. An awakening 

occurred when he tried to hold Selene’s breasts at the Swallow Falls  

(see p. 155), and she prevented him. He was shaken when he realised he 

found the woman attractive and desirable. 

 

 
The viewing platform at the Swallow Falls on 

25th June 2007 following the nationwide storms (see p. 155) 

 

Perhaps the shock of her own experience at the Old Dower House made 

Selene recoil from him (see pp. 156-158). There is ambiguity in Sloan’s 

attitude. A man with his experience of behavioural psychology should have 

seen Selene’s vulnerability. For the same reason, one would have expected 

him to recognise the signs of her attraction for him, for example, the meeting 

on Mostyn Street (see pp. 132-133) and the personal questions she asked on 

the drive to Capel Curig (see pp. 138-140). It is possible Sloan had a sexual 

encounter with Carys (see p. 207) and certainly he made love to Heledd in 

London (see p. 289). When Selene made an approach to Sloan he faced a 

dilemma – he liked the idea of being in love with Selene, but he had had sex 

with her mother. Selene refused to tell Sloan the mystery of what happened to 
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her as a teenager at the Swallow Falls and he used this as a way of avoiding 

Selene’s advances “that is a great secret to take into a friendship” whilst 

hypocritically he failed to mention his secret (see p. 306).  

 

There was something unsaid about Sloan. I tried to show that he had a slow 

mystical wakening from the time he had the vision at the Old Dower House  

(see p. 151). At the Swallow Falls Selene berated him for “not being of the 

people here, of the blood, of the land” but hinted that one day he may be  

(see p. 156). The horror of his experience at the Pen-y-Gaer hill fort  

(see pp. 186-189) may have caused the transient global amnesia he suffered 

(see p.195) and that may have resulted in a change in his ability to connect to 

mystical forces. I based Sloan’s experiences on the short-term, stroke-like loss 

of memory caused by transient global amnesia I suffered in 2007 (see pp. 193-

195).  

 

 
Pen-y-Gaer where Sloan had his frightening 

experience26. Sloan entered from the far side (see p. 185). 

 

                                                            
26 Stock photograph from PEN-Y-GAER HILLFORT | People's Collection Wales 

https://www.peoplescollection.wales/items/436869
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At the Swallow Falls, Selene told Sloan that she had no interest in time, “Time 

means nothing to me”. When they met in Chapter 37 it is Sloan who talked 

about the irrelevance to time, “Ah the magic of time. Time doesn’t exist – it's a 

fallacy” (see p. 303). His comment was strange for it showed that he had not 

yet understood that being in place but out of time was the essence of his 

experiences. The café in Bethesda (see pp. 135-136), the Dower House (see 

pp. 148-152) and the apparition at the fort (see pp. 187-189) were all of 

another time – possibly even the incident in the Grafton Bar. Later, somewhat 

dismissively, he showed a false growth in confidence by saying to Selene, “I 

know what you meant when you said you were protected. But I have learnt 

that I am protected also, maybe more protected than you” (see p. 306).  

 

It seemed as though he had gained more insight than Selene and she had 

taken a passive position in the relationship. The test of Sloan’s protection will 

come after Lowri cuts his neck with the Iron Age knife (see p. 311), but the 

result does not feature in the novel. 

 

I have not based Sloan on a particular person or group. I came across a 

number of people with his qualities and weaknesses. His dead wife, Sam, 

appeared in his memory and helped him break the cipher she used that 

answered the mystery of Sloan’s imprisonment, and eventually to her 

murderer. 
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3.3.3 Selene Wynn-Jenkyns 

 

Selene was the oldest child and the only one willing to fight her father’s 

prejudices. She also appeared to have inherited an element of her father’s 

bullying attitude as could be seen by the way she belittled her mother  

(see p. 30). Whether this was part of her nature or had developed as a result 

of damage caused by battles with her father was unclear. She was 

determined not to suffer abuse and control from anyone and would live her 

life as she wanted (see 30-33). Selene believed she was beautiful and with 

that knowledge she had developed an arrogant attitude and “can change from 

calmness to anger within seconds” (see pp. 23 and 25). However, she had a 

compassionate side that showed when a bird hit her bedroom window  

(see p. 25). She didn’t understand why she could not keep boyfriends, felt 

that “no one loves me” (see p. 25) and seemed to have an attitude of a victim, 

but this belied her ambition. After Sloan tried to touch her at the Swallow Falls 

she was dismissive of him, and it was her intention to leave him “intrigued and 

confused” (see p. 158).  

 

Selene was an occasional visitor to the plot but had an emotional impact on 

Sloan. During the drive into the mountains, they seemed to establish a form of 

common attraction for each other, although no romantic relationship 

developed. Apart from a momentary encounter in Liverpool, they did not meet 

again for some years until the time of her father’s death, and by which time 

Selene had changed her attitude. Selene expressed love for Sloan, and he 

would have liked to love her (see p. 303) - however, he rejected her approach 
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because she would not tell him happened to her at the Swallow Falls when  

she was a teenager, and he could not find a way of saying he had slept with 

her mother.  

 

 

3.3.4 John Dempster  

 

Dempster was a former business mentor of Sloan’s and was a suspiciously 

poor defence witness at his trial (see p. 88). It was he who set-up Sloan for 

the fraud for which he was jailed (see p. 298). He came from a long-

established and well thought of Liverpool family business, but he was a 

schemer and a crook. Dempster represented the “deceitful friend” type of 

character who appeared to help but always sought his own betterment. Sloan 

eventually discovered the duplicity. I created Dempster, but I had knowledge 

of a legitimate business in the Cunard Building in Liverpool on which I based 

the location of his office. 

 

 

3.4 Conflict within the novel 

 

In his book on the management of family businesses, Gerry Robinson 

commented that, “Many of the problems, it is true, came down to the fact that 

those involved were all related and had brought suitcases full of emotional 

baggage into their business” (Robinson, 2004, p. 142). Here, Robinson 

referred to the stress, jealousies, and rivalries that develop within families as 
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children manoeuvred for dominance. Of more relevance to my novel, he 

commented later of a situation ignored by Wynn-Jenkyns, “…it was 

astonishing that he [the father] appeared to cling to the old tradition of 

primogeniture despite having three bright and able daughters, any of whom 

would probably have made a better fist of the job than Henry.” (Robinson, 

2004, p. 151). 

 

This was the situation with the Wynn-Jenkyns family. In Chapters 1 (see pp. 

6-9) and 4 (see pp. 20-22) of the novel I show the anxiety Wynn-Jenkyns felt 

as he reflected on his childhood, his position in life, and his family. He saw 

himself as an honourable man so far as business was concerned, but 

unbeknown to his family he carried out two frauds, one of considerable size 

(see pp. 249-251). There was much he did not understand about 

relationships, and this added to his confusion and stress. He had four 

obsessions that drove his life – making money; control of everything that 

happened in his business; control over the lives of his children; and ensuring 

neither of his daughters had responsible positions in his business or any 

ownership. From these obsessions came most of the conflict that developed 

with his family and with Sloan.  

 

The four children responded in different ways. Selene was motivated by 

ambition believing she had the skills needed to run the company and when 

her father did not recognise this she sought a career elsewhere (see p. 33). 

She showed disdain for Idris, her next sibling, "that idiot Idris” in a 

conversation with her mother (see p. 29). A little later (see p. 32) during an 



394 
 

explosive argument she told her father that Idris had no qualifications, “worth 

speaking of” and she was better qualified. Edwyn’s suggestion that she got 

married and brought up children prompted Selene to leave the family and the 

company. The clashes intensified as the story evolved and embraced all of 

Edwyn’s immediate family. 

 

Selene loved her mother but had a deeply imbedded exasperation with 

Heledd’s passive attitude to Edwyn’s abuse of her, “That’s your problem – 

you’re weak” she told her. In a heated scene (see pp. 29-31) Selene’s anger 

amounted to the belittling of her mother. After her father’s death Selene and 

Heledd re-established a close relationship (see p. 291).  

 

Idris believed he had ability but rather than fight for advancement he assumed 

a negative attitude that made his father more inclined to ignore him. Her 

father hardly noticed Lowri was in the business; she remained calm and 

positive as she bided her time (see pp. 21-22). Emrys was profligate and lazy. 

He had no skills and no motivation and lived mainly from gifts given him by 

his father, much to the annoyance of his siblings. 

 

Although Sloan made an accurate assessment of Wynn-Jenkyns at their 

meeting at the Eglwysbach Show (see pp. 118-120) he was not prepared for 

the discovery of more disturbing aspects at his second meeting  

(see p.161-165) at which he began to realise the constraints placed on the 

business and family. The relationship became increasingly fraught. Sloan had 

no power to make changes and Wynn-Jenkyns ignored his advice, and that 
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led to Sloan resigning his position (see pp. 246-252). Sloan discovered two 

frauds Wynn-Jenkyns was involved in. The first involved giving scrap metal 

from the company to his younger son, Emrys, without charging him  

(see p. 250). For the second and much larger fraud Wynn-Jenkyns had 

secreted money out of the company for a development and intended to keep 

the profits himself (see p. 251). The report by Kayley Thomas and Jenny 

Johnson  gave me the idea for the nature of this fraud Wynn-Jenkyns 

committed (Thomas & Johnson, 2021). I mentioned Caer Rhun Hall in the 

novel (see pp. 98-99). I read article by Mari Jones that reported Caer Rhun 

Hall had been sold (Jones, 2015). Later, I discovered the property was 

earmarked for the sort of scam Edwyn had in mind.  

 

Idris and Emrys became bitter by the new closeness that developed between 

Heledd and Selene. When Heledd suggested to Idris that they split shares left 

to them by Edwyn equally between her and her children she was shocked by 

the venom Idris showed (see p. 292). She stopped the gifts of scrap metal to 

Emrys, and that produced an explosion of fury that she had difficulty coping 

with (see p. 292). The company moved towards bankruptcy and after “a bitter 

period of arguing” Idris agreed to the share arrangement. 

 

The quiet and ambitious Lowri cut Jim’s neck (see p. 311) with the rusty 

dagger in what may have been a move to complete the sacrifice attempt that 

failed at Pen-y-Gaer, or maybe a spontaneous moment of madness. I have 

not revealed the result of the attack on Sloan, but I mention “the warm touch 

of a gentle morning breeze and it caressed his cheeks” (see p. 311). This is to 
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connect the moment to the incident at Pen-y-Gaer where “a gentle breeze 

moved across his face” (see p. 188). The inference is Sloan was protected by 

the same mystical force.  

 

Concerns about the relationship with Dempster developed slowly. Sloan didn’t 

like Dempster but due to a business connection over many years he had 

never questioned whether Dempster was duplicitous. Following the meeting 

with Sir Nigel Kettlewell (see pp. 86-88), and the attempts on his life, Jim’s 

doubts grew (see p. 227). It was only after the decoding of Sam Sloan’s 

notebook that Sloan realised the treachery of Dempster. 

 

 

3.5 Novels and short stories I examined  

 

3.5.1  Identification and selection 

My interest in primogeniture and inheritance helped me identify obscure 

references to these topics that can occur in novels, particularly in older books. 

Apart from Austen and Eliot I had little knowledge of authors who had written 

on the subjects when I considered the approach to take. 

 

I started my research by sending emails to 272 organisations associated with 

writing and literary matters asking if they could provide the names of authors 

who had included primogeniture in their works. 222 (82%) did not respond. Of 

the replies, 14 (5%) were acknowledgements only; 18 (7%) replied but 
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couldn’t help; 10 (3%) offered some assistance, such as inclusion in 

newsletters. The remaining 8 (3%) provided information I found useful. The 

Dorothy L Sayer’s Society recommended The Attenbury Emeralds; Truro 

Creative Writers had just finished reviewing The Angel Tree; and Patricia 

Borlenghi suggested her book Zaira. These three books provided the starting 

point for me.  

 

Having read non-fiction books dealing with landscapes I developed an 

interest in how fiction writers dealt with the subject. My early familiarity with 

exploring landscapes directed me to include the theme in the novel. This 

helped particularly during my visit to Snowdonia in June 2007. Also, I had 

included some of my experiences in an earlier diary. My diaries provided 

much of the inspiration for the family disputes. 

 

Primogeniture related primarily to protecting the inheritance of land for the 

benefit of direct male heirs. This resulted in the exploitation of the land for 

economic gain, which in turn led to significant changes in the landscape. As 

an example, the results of enclosure of common land and the destruction of 

old field systems remains visible in the countryside today. Then, I looked at 

land in the wider context of landscapes, which in turn took me to myths, 

folklore and modern stories about unworldly aspects of landscape.  

 

I now had the themes that were important to include in both the novel and the 

exegesis. These were, primogeniture, inheritance; family relationships, 

landscapes, folklore and unworldly experiences. 
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Of the twenty-three books I reviewed only one book dealt with all the topics. 

Primogeniture occurred or was implied in twenty-one stories, inheritance also 

in twenty-one, family matters in all twenty-three, landscapes also in twenty-

three, and folklore and the unworldly in eighteen. The subjects were not 

represented with equal importance and in many cases appeared as 

backgrounds themes for plots. All of my reading contained some of the topics 

I chose.  

 

 

3.5.2  Literature with primogeniture and inheritance 

 

Lolly Willowes by Sylvia Warner was the only book I selected that dealt with 

all the themes I chose to review. In the early pages Warner wrote about 

matters that referred to primogeniture indicating she had knowledge of some 

aspects of it. For example, she used the expressions, femme sole and femme 

couverte (Warner, 1926, p. 6). The family in the novel had a business and the 

elder brother refused to have anything to do with it, so it passed to the next 

brother (Warner, 1926, p. 15). Lolly was in a similar position as Rachel, the 

unmarried sister in Elizabeth Howard’s All Change (Howard, 2013, p. 7), and 

had a role in life to look after other people. 

 

Lolly entrusted an annuity she received to her elder brother to manage. After 

finding out her brother has made a disaster of investing her legacy, she left 

the family and moved to an isolated village. Lolly wanted to show she was  
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self-sufficient and in charge of her life.  

 

Warner showed her ability to capture short, visionary glimpses in her 

descriptions of countryside; as shown by the following extracts. To start with 

Lolly enjoyed the countryside but then found that, “She began to feel 

defenceless, exposed to the possibility of an overwhelming terror” 

 (Warner, 1926, p. 88). Later; “Day by day the spirit of the place withdrew itself 

further from her…she was being boycotted, and she knew it” 

(Warner, 1926, p. 108). 

 

Lolly’s solution was to make a compact with the Devil (Warner, 1926, p. 113). 

The Devil approached her whilst she was out walking – rather bizarrely, he 

worked for the local council cutting bushes. The Devil told her she would 

never escape him (Warner, 1926, p. 152). Warner’s description of the 

countryside failed to stimulate in me any sense of unease, distress, or fear 

that I believe she could have used when working towards a meeting with the 

Devil. She gave me the impression of being inexperienced in writing in the 

genre. 

 

Warner produced a paradox, for Lolly wanted freedom from the control of 

people but placed herself under the absolute control of the Devil. I found it 

interesting that it was written at a time when the final steps toward achieving 

full rights for women were approaching, Warner had used Lolly as a women 

breaking away from the old standards and making her own way in her life. 

Warner displayed the same lack of confidence in her heroine as Eliot showed 
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in Daniel Deronda, by providing Lolly with the desired freedom only to give it 

up.  

 

 

Ninety years later, Patricia Borlenghi wrote Zaira an historical novel about a 

peasant family living in a rural area of Italy in the late 19th century (Borlenghi, 

2013). Zaira’s widowed father ignored the established male inheritance 

practice and split his farm equally between his two sons and his daughter, 

instead of just between the sons. This practice would eventually result in plots 

becoming unsustainable forcing families to abandon the land; this is a point 

made by (Kenny, 1878, pp. 49-50). For the remainder of the book, Zaira 

fought to establish her position in society, and when she made a good 

marriage, she deferred to her husband or son as the instigators of the 

successes. Rather than highlighting discriminatory inheritance practices, the 

book dealt with the battles Zaira fought  to achieve her position.  

 

In the early chapters, Borlenghi examined the attitude in the village towards 

educating girls. The narrator states, “Education was given to girls solely to 

prepare them for marriage and motherhood.” A more insidious attitude of 

discrimination was revealed: 

 

A girl must be educated, but not by too much …And as for reading, 

this was utterly unheard of for any girl, let alone a peasant girl like 

Zaira. …Most importantly, why would a girl want to read? To fill her 
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head with useless thoughts, thoughts that would make her restless. 

(Borlenghi, 2013, p. 35).  

 

Landscape is not an important feature in the book, folklore and unworldly 

events do not occur, and the author made no reference to women achieving 

the right to vote.  

 

 

Nancy Mitford wrote Love in a Cold Climate (Mitford, 1949) shortly after the 

end of World War 2 but set it in the 1930s. She made few references to the 

changes in society that were happening. Like Warner, Mitford wrote of a 

society in which she lived. As I grew up these changes were far beyond my 

understanding but reading the book at a distance of 76 years I found it a 

delightful example of wistfulness; possibly that was Mitford’s intention. 

 

Mitford used the technique adopted by Hartley and Waugh of having the 

narrator, in this case Fanny, as an intruder and observer into the affairs 

of a landed family. The novel had an underlying theme of primogeniture 

and inheritance, and Mitford followed the spirit of Austen and Eliot by 

providing a female heir, Polly, as the only child. The title will go by 

primogeniture to a relative in Canada. Polly would inherit everything not 

covered by an entail. Like George Eliot’s Catherine Arrowpoint, Polly 

made a choice of a husband that led to her father disinheriting her 

(Mitford, 1949, p. 241).  
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Mitford showed an ability to construct amusing descriptions of characters. 

She described Lord Montdore as a scholar, Christian, a gentleman, a fine 

shot, a Viceroy of India and a pillar of the Conservative Party, and in his 

prime, “he controlled not only the destinies of men, but also the vulgarities of 

his wife” (Mitford, 1949, p. 157). Her imageries included the following dinner: 

 

…like everything else at Hampton, it was exaggerated. Just as 

Lady Montdore was a little too much like a countess, Lord Montdore 

too much like an elder statesman, the servants too perfect and too 

deferential, the beds too soft and the linen too fine, the motor cars 

too new and shiny and everything too much in apple-pie order, so 

the very peaches were peach like. (Mitford, 1945, p. 176). 

 

Landscape did not contribute to the story. The most interesting description is 

Fanny giving a lengthy assessment of the bitterly cold winter that included 

“The sky was overcast with a thick yellow blanket from which an endless 

pattern of black and white snowflakes came whirling down…”  

(Mitford, 1945, p. 308). Unworldly matters did not come into the plot. 

 

 

In A Heritage and its History Ivy Compton Burnett produced intriguing twists in 

the plot and a turmoil that threatened to pass the inheritance and the title to 

the wrong son with the connivance of the title holder, his wife, and the true 

heir. The difficulty arose because the then unmarried Simon, the heir to the 

title and inheritance, had an affair with Rhoda, the new, young, first wife of Sir 
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Edwin, his elderly uncle. Hamish was born of this adulterous relationship, and 

replaced his real father as the heir to the title and the estates. They made 

attempts to hide the true father (Compton-Burnett, 1959, p. 115). The 

possibility of incest arose when Simon’s legitimate daughter agreed to marry 

Hamish, neither of whom knew they were half-siblings. Gifts of estate assets, 

the death of Sir Edwin, and the death of Hamish brought the title and the 

estate back to the direct line. 

 

Compton Burnett produced a complicated plot that suggested she had a good 

understanding of the legal issues of inheritance. I found the story delightful, 

and it kept me wondering which way the plot would turn next. Her extensive 

use of dialogue resulted in a lack of descriptions and emotions and 

sometimes she failed to make clear changes in speakers and locations. She 

appeared to use a form of speech that came from another period and that 

sometimes confused me. Four scenes in the story needed characters to show 

strong emotions, but Compton-Burnett produced bland conversations for 

these important events. “Bland” is my description of her characterisation. 

Landscape and the unworldly did not feature in the novel. 

 

 

Dorothy L Sayers died in1957. The trustees of Sayer’s estate allowed Jill 

Paton Walsh to use characters from the Lord Peter Wimsey detective series 

of books. The Dorothy L Sayer Society recommended The Attenbury 

Emeralds (Walsh, 2010) to me following my 2021 email circular.  
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The book concentrated on the traditional form of inheritance and 

primogeniture as its main theme. It covered two time periods. In 1921 

women’s franchise reform was not complete and attempts to lessen the 

effects of the primogeniture of inheritance and entails were in early stages. 

Wimsey, as a younger son, had little prospect of inheriting the dukedom. By 

1951 his nephew, the heir apparent, had died and Wimsey had assumed the 

position. When the Duke died unexpectedly, Wimsey inherited the title and 

estates. Walsh did not mention whether any of the land was entailed. 

Following the reforms in the 1920s, no significant changes to the rights of 

women had occurred. Wimsey’s sister, Lady Mary, made no complaints about 

the system of inheritance and therefore it seemed it was not an issue for her. 

 

Walsh dealt well with the important matters of primogeniture and inheritance 

that were pertinent at the period covered by the novel and recognised the 

inheritance concerns of second sons faced with responsibility for the estates. 

I mentioned this matter earlier (see p. 357) resulting from war losses, and 

Lady Julia’s comments in Brideshead Revisited (see p. 368). Harriet, 

Wimsey’s wife, reflected about the loss of his nephew in the war; Wimsey 

would have been, “A carefree second son. While Lord St George was alive, 

Peter was safe” (Walsh, 2010, p. 235). She referred to the responsibilities that 

had fallen on him and as the second son he had not been trained to deal with. 
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L. P. Hartley featured  primogeniture strongly as an issue in the later pages of 

the Go-Between by (Hartley, 1953), but inheritance had a lesser position. The 

ownership of Branham Hall, the Maudsley home, was unclear; the family 

appeared to have wealth but no title. The war-scarred Viscount Trimmingham 

was the chosen future husband for Marian, the daughter. It appeared 

Trimmingham had assets but little income, a point the 12-year old Leo 

Colston (the narrator, and the go-between), reflected on:  

 

Who would not want to get Lord Trimmingham? – and by getting 

him, so Marcus told me, Marian would also get his house. Married 

to her he could afford to live there. The trail of gold followed her, 

too. (Hartley, 1953, p. 144) 

 

The story was one of scandal. Marian’s affair with a tenant farmer, the suicide 

of the tenant, Trimmingham accepting the resulting child as his own, the loss 

of potential heirs in war, and the final male heir refusing to marry because of 

the disgrace his ancestors had brought on the family. The unfolding shame 

and its immediate consequences take up much of the book.  

 

Hartley did not mention the extent of the wealth of the families. The reader 

was left to assume the title came by primogeniture and the house from 

Trimmingham’s father – there was no mention of an entail. Hartley did not 

explain why Trimmingham risked becoming a society outcast by marrying 

Marian. 
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In the final pages of the book Colston, as an aging man, returned to 

Brandham and met Marian. She lived in the village and her grandson, the 

present Lord Trimmingham, lived at the hall. The inheritance Marian’s 

husband wanted was the continuation of his title and the family occupation of 

Brandham Hall, and he had achieved these. As Marian and her grandson  

were the last Trimingham’s, the line would not continue unless the present 

viscount married and produced an heir - that was the subject of the last 

message Colston took for Marian. The story finished with Colston marvelling 

at Marian’s self-deception as he entered the grounds of the hall to meet the 

viscount - the grandson of the tenant-farmer (Hartley, 1953, p. 261). The self-

deception was that he, Colston, and Marian were the only people who knew 

the complete story. Hartley left the result of Leo’s intercession unanswered.  

 

Family disputes feature in the novel resulting from the scandal and how the 

family dealt with the situations. Landscape is incidental and folklore and the 

unworldly do not feature. 

 

 

Lucinda Riley, in The Angel Tree (Riley, 1995) also dealt with a family 

adopting an illegitimate child to provide a false heir to an inheritance. Riley 

examined aspects of inheritance, into which she intermingled the weird 

behaviour of the protagonist’s illegitimate daughter as she declined into 

increasing mental distress and death. Other features are deception, 

attempted murder, and enduring and unacknowledged love. Riley tried to 

avoid going into too many technical details, but some of the ones she did use 
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she misunderstood, possibly deliberately as a way of moving the happenings 

forward more quickly. 

 

The events start in Britain during World War 2 and finish in 1985. Riley 

followed Hartley’s technique of a childless owner of an estate, Owen, 

marrying, Greta, a pregnant, unmarried women. In both cases the purpose 

was to produce an heir. Owen’s sister-in-law, L-J, and his nephew, David, 

knew the secret of the birth. L-J was unhappy as it could prevent the 

inheritance passing to David. Greta had twins, the girl, the first-born, was 

named Cheska; the boy died aged three at Marchmont Hall, the family seat, 

and was buried in the grounds.  

 

Primogeniture does not appear in the novel, although there was a shadow of 

it in L-J’s conversation with Greta; 

 

Take me, for example. The very model of an upper-class 

Englishwoman. Even had an “honourable” before my name. Being a 

girl, I had to stay at home and learn cross-stitch while my brothers – 

who in my opinion did not have a decent brain between them – were 

educated at Eton and Oxford. One’s drunk and managed to squander 

the family pile in a matter of years, and the other got himself shot 

whilst hunting in Africa. (Riley, 1995, p. 67). 

 

Cheska became a successful child film actor. Greta became possessive and 

controlling of her (Riley, 1995, p. 208). That, and the hard filming schedules 
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possibly contributed to Cheska’s mental problems later. Cheska had a baby 

girl out of wedlock and this child, Ava, became the presumptive heir. 

 

Cheska heard voices (Riley, 1995, p. 266) and was identified as 

schizophrenic. After learning she had lost her inheritance (Riley, 1995, p. 506) 

she burnt down the family home, (Riley, 1995, p. 537) and stole money from 

L-J. The hall was insured but the company refused the claim; the novel does 

not say why or refer to how L-J was able to find funds to re-instate it. 

Cheska’s health declined and she died in a sanitorium in Switzerland.  

 

L-J was the only main character who showed any endearing qualities. Greta 

lied about her childhood and had a dangerously negative influence on the 

upbringing of her daughter. Cheska developed into a thief, manipulator, 

arsonist, became dangerously unstable, who made serious attacks on the 

father of Ava, her daughter, her mother, and L-J. David was naïve and did not 

anticipate the developing dangers. He seemed not to understand that many of 

the family’s problems resulted from the way Greta brought up Cheska, for he 

was in love with Greta. 

 

 

Whilst it remains in the background for most of the novel, Alan Hollinghurst 

featured primogeniture in the early chapters of The Stranger’s Child 

(Hollinghurst, 2011). Hollinghurst followed the technique found in Brideshead 

Revisited and The Go Between of a middle-class male child making an 

aristocratic friend at school. Cecil Valance, an elder son, stayed at the home 
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of his friend, George Sawle and made a clumsy attempt to seduce Daphne, 

Sawle’s sixteen year old sister (Hollinghurst, 2011, p. 94). Valence died in the 

First World War and his brother, Dudley, succeeded to the title and an estate 

of three thousand acres (Hollinghurst, 2011, p. 124). 

 

There were concerns about continuity of the title as Dudley was severely 

injured in the war. He married Daphne and they produced a daughter and a 

male heir (Hollinghurst, 2011, p. 424). Hollinghurst did not provide an answer 

to the question of about the daughter’s paternity and left the possibility of 

Dudley taking his wife’s illegitimate child as his own. George Sawlle stated 

Cecil was her father (Hollinghurst, 2011, p. 459).  

 

The author splits the book into five sections – 1913, 1926, 1967, 1980, 

and 2008 that equate to four generations of the families of George 

Sawle and Cecil Valance. In the large time gaps between the sections 

new characters appear, and the Sawle and Valance families slip into 

the background, and although three of the 1913 children remained at 

the end they were recalled rather like phantom characters whose only 

influence was in their written work. The inheritance of reputation and 

literary ability was a theme that appeared in each section. 
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3.5.3  Literature with inheritance 

 

Hannah Rothschild is a member of the long-established and esteemed 

banking family and is the daughter of a hereditary peer. She was well-placed 

to acquire the skills and knowledge of finance and landed estates that 

featured in The House of Trewlawney (Rothschild, 2020). The plot touched on 

primogeniture and family discord. Like Hartley and Riley there is an 

illegitimate child who will take over the estate. 

 

The heir apparent to the title but not the estate, Kitto, struggled to cope with 

the responsibility of running the house and the estate, both of which had been 

in decline for many decades. He chaired a niche bank but had few business 

abilities; the bank went bankrupt in the early 2000s (Rothschild, 2020, p. 134). 

He and his wife, Jane, had  three children, all of whom were minors. 

Ambrose, the eldest, was arrogant and selfish; Arabella was ill-mannered but 

showed signs of intellect; Toby, the youngest, was pleasant but as a younger 

son had no official position in the family structure. The elderly earl and his 

wife lived in the house and interfered in its activities.  

 

As it appeared the estate would fall into bankruptcy, Blaze the sister of Kitto 

and an investment banker, made peace with the family, and provided money 

to pay creditors, do essential repairs, and to open the house to the public 

(Rothschild, 2020, p. 171 and 178). Sleet, another investment banker, wanted 

to destroy Blaze and obtain the estate. Unexpectedly, the earl left the estate 

not to Kitto but to Ambrose on his eighteenth birthday. A disinterested 
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Ambrose had grown increasingly disgruntled and announced at his birthday 

party, “Let me say this in plain English. I don’t want some money-gobbling-

shithole-bollocks of bricks. I loathe this house. I detest my family. I’m out.” 

(Rothschild, 2020, p. 321). He had sold the estate to Sleet. 

 

At the party, Sleet revealed he had married Ayesha and given her the house 

and estate as a wedding gift (Rothschild, 2020, p. 322), together with a 

promise of money to renovate it. Ayesha was the earl’s illegitimate daughter 

and therefore Kitto’s half-sister. Earlier in the novel she had told a great uncle 

that she wanted to find a wealthy husband and have a child with him; to the 

surprise of her great uncle, she commented, “Marrying me will cost him a 

billion” (Rothschild, 2020, p. 229). That had been Ayesha’s way to return 

Trelawney to the family line and to marry her lover. 

 

Rothschild made a couple of errors in respect of inheritance tax and listed 

buildings, but once again I imagine they were to keep the pace of the story. 

Landscape was a minor factor, and weird and unworldly events did not occur. 

 

 

3.5.4  Family relationships 

 

Where there is inheritance it often follows that it affects relationships within 

families. In most of the books I reviewed family relationships were incidental 

to the main plot, but I identified the ones I detail below as having special 

interest to the stories. 
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Elizabeth Jane Howard wrote All Change (Howard, 2013) as the fifth and final 

book in her Cazalet Chronicles series. I felt it was too long and had too many 

peripheral characters and these factors slowed down the developing plot. 

Some sections seemed unnecessary, and even with the family tree provided I 

found positioning names difficult at times. Amongst tales of family 

relationships, unfaithfulness, homosexuality, incest, under-age sex, and a 

further generation growing up, Howard inserts the path of the failure of a 

second generation to build on the success of the parents, resulting in the 

bankruptcy of the family business. It was a relentless tale of relationships 

after the surviving parent died, and her children tried to come to terms with 

the emotional changes that took place. The eldest child, a son, was dominant 

in the company, secretive, and too stubborn to accept opinions that differed 

from his own. This set the path for the financial and emotional challenges the 

members reliant on the company had to face.  

 

The family comprised four children – Hugh, the eldest, Edward, Rupert, and 

Rachel. The three sons had re-married and had second families; the sister 

was the carer for their parents. The origin of the downfall of the family was 

their father insisting Hugh followed him as head of the business. Each son 

had problems. Hugh, “… reached for his pills …Lying on the leather sofa in 

his dark glasses he wept” (Howard, 2013, p. 10). Edward wouldn’t cancel a 

lunch “with the blokes” to visit his grieving sister (Howard, 2013, p. 9). 

Edward’s first wife had thoughts that, “buzzed in her head like a disturbed 

wasps’ nest” (Howard, 2013, p. 31). Rupert was charming, “…but his inability 
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to make up his mind and his intense sympathy for the point of view of anyone 

he met, client or staff, made him of questionable use”. (Howard, 2013, p. 9). 

These pages gave the first signs of the weakness in the business. 

 

The family tree at the front of the book showed that Hugh and Rupert were re-

married widowers with second families. Edward was divorced and remarried, 

also with a second family. The relationships with each family and Edward’s 

divorced wife featured as important parts of the plot. The various children and 

grandchildren were mainly background participants. 

 

One of the deciding factors in the collapse of the business was the 

disagreement between Hugh and Edward about who they should put in 

charge the Southampton depot. They didn’t want Rupert to do it and Edward 

refused to. Instead of appointing the existing manager or an outsider, Hugh 

insisted it must be a family member and appointed an inexperienced nephew, 

who made a disaster of the task and brought scandal on to the family. Hugh 

was completely flummoxed by the decisions he had to make. 

 

The company’s bankers refused a request to increase the borrowing 

(Howard, 2013, p. 358). Hugh refused to sell properties to reduce the debt 

and interest, (Howard, 2013, p. 360). At a late stage, Hugh agreed floating the 

company may be a solution, but it was far too late (Howard, 2013, p. 383). As 

the company moved towards collapse stresses built up in the families. 

Edward’s wife, with “the air thick with blame” and on whom he had spent all 

his free capital (Howard, 2013, p. 383), started to help him with a personal 
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solution. He had put their country house in his wife’s name, and she would 

not sell it (Howard, 2013, p. 472). Rachel, the sister, continued to live in the 

family home, but the company owned it, and it was part of the security for the 

bank loan (Howard, 2013, p. 415). I came across this situation many years 

ago.  

 

Howard used the incompetence, lack of interest in the business, and the 

complacency of the directors to map out the path to disaster, all because the 

owners were “not up to it”. Hugh was too hide-bound by the way his father 

had carried on the business, one of which being only Cazalet’s must run it. He 

failed to see the need to make changes, to make decisions, and to enforce 

discipline on his brothers. Whilst Edward foresaw the approaching disaster he 

did not have the ability and the willpower to force Hugh to take his opinions 

seriously. Rupert should never have been a director – he didn’t want the 

responsibility. Rachel was a director but never attended meetings nor had any 

idea of how it was run. The lessons were learnt too late, but a positive result 

was the families came closer together. 

 

Howard had a good understanding of many of the factors that resulted in the 

failure of the business. In my career, I had seen similar situations of family 

discord and indecision that I recorded in my diaries and used in A Secret Shy 

and Cold. The story provided a good illustration of the risks for family 

businesses of appointing leaders only because they are from the family rather 

than because of competence. Joseph, the lover of Edward’s daughter, Louise, 

provided a suitable epitaph: “I can see the poor chap is caught in the usual 
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trap of small family set-ups. A clash of personalities between a group of 

people who aren’t cut out to be in business anyway”. (Howard, 2013, p. 180). 

 

 

Denzil Meyrick, in The Estate (Meyrick, 2024) started the book in what 

seemed to indicate a forthcoming dispute about inheritance. Sebastion 

Pallinder, a hedge fund billionaire, died giving a live television interview 

(Meyrick, 2024, p. 4). He left detailed instructions about the reading of his will 

and where each member of the family should sit. Elizabeth, his widow, looking 

much younger than her age, entered with “a tall, noble bearing”. Alice, the 

third child appeared “ in a fluster of gratitude”. Silas, nearly of middle age, 

“utterly bland and unmemorable” came next. The entry of Tabitha, the second 

child and temporarily in charge of the company finance was “akin to the 

sudden arrival of a squall at sea”. Jean-Luc, and then the twins arrived 

(Meyrick, 2024, pp. 14-20). The will was a great disappointment. Each child 

received one million pounds, Tabitha was relegated to executive level, and 

Silas was removed from the company altogether. The family estates were left 

to Elizabeth (Meyrick, 2024, pp. 27-29).  

 

A little known department of Strathclyde Police called the Succession, 

Inheritance and Executory Department (SIE), run by a side-lined detective 

inspector, received instructions to look into the death of the wealthy hedge 

fund manager and “potential criminal on a massive scale” 

 (Meyrick, 2024, p. 51). From thereon, the plot moved to one of crime, murder, 

and treachery in high levels of the police and government. The side-lined 
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detective solved the case, and inheritance was not an issue again. Pallinder 

had fabricated his death and eventually was murdered in the Crimea by 

poison placed in a glass of Champagne (Meyrick, 2024, p. 383). 

Primogeniture, landscape and unworldly happenings were not important 

issues to the plot. 

 

 

The story of a Woman’s Age (Billington, 1979) by Rachel Billington, 

concentrated on the lives of four women in the Hesketh family from the 

beginning of World War 1 until into the 1970s. The women became 

increasingly accomplished and confident as the restraints of prejudice were 

loosened. The book concentrated on personal discord within the family. 

Billington touched on inheritance in a few places, but it was not part of the 

main theme of the novel. Primogeniture did not appear as a topic although it 

was referred to by implication.  

 

An important aspect of Billington’s book was the way she demonstrated the 

advancement of women in what was still a male dominated society. She did it 

in quiet ways, such as dealing with the distresses of World War 2, and one 

becoming a Member of Parliament. Whilst of general interest to me, I found 

the time jumps and re-introduction of many secondary characters distracting.  

 

 

Inheritance ran in the background of The Golden Rule, by Amanda Craig, and 

had a significant influence on the plot. The first indication of inheritance 
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appeared with the mention of a trust fund (Craig, 2021, p. 92) and did not 

occur again for a further 72 pages, and the existence of the inheritance of a 

peerage appeared 56 pages after that. The book concentrated on the abuse 

of women in the 21st century caused by divorce, unequal rights, male 

chauvinism, and the burden of looking after young children. The female 

protagonist developed a relationship at university that resulted in marriage; it 

failed, and the protagonist found a more attractive and mature love. Craig 

wove a love story around the inheritance and deprivation. For a time, Hannah 

represented the despair of people at a rundown level of society. Craig could 

have finished the story at the point where Hannah received money, but 

instead she showed that a comfortable future awaited her. The book shows 

that inheritance remains a feature of modern literature.  

 

 

3.5.5  Literature with folklore and the unworldly 

 

I chose to review Alan Garner’s The Owl Service (Garner, 1967) partly 

because of its location in North Wales fitted well with my novel. It was not in a 

place I recognised, but many such locations exist in the valleys between the 

mountains and lower hills. Garner set The Owl Service in an isolated valley, 

where the families of the villagers had lived for possibly incestuous 

generations, and they treated outsiders with polite indifference and 

superstition. Their attitude contrasted with that of the people in my novel. The 

encircled geography of the village added to the isolation of the people, and 

Garner did not provide the valley with a name making its anonymity of 
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location more mysterious. My characters in the Conwy valley are 

cosmopolitan by comparison. Garner had brought a weirdness amongst the 

village dwellers and built around it a tale from an ancient story. To this he 

added an English family living in the village, who were unknowing about the 

ageless energies about to be released against them. 

 

Garner described The Owl Service as “a kind ghost story, in real life as well 

as on the page” (Garner, 1967, p. 216) and certainly he used many 

unexplained events. He built up expectations with “She’s coming; She won’t 

be long now” (Garner, 1967, p. 34), and  “She’s come” (Garner, 1967, p. 89). 

 

Like Perry, Garner used an ancient story to base part of the plot, in this case 

he took a tale from the account of Math - the Son of Mathonwy from (The 

Mabinogion, 1848, p. 137), translated by Charlotte Guest. It was a tale of the 

magical creation of Blodeuwedd (the name means Flower-Faced) out of 

flowers. (Garner, 1967, p. 39) referred to the event, but with less 

embellishment than Guest’s translation given below: 

 

So, they took the blossoms of the oak, and the blossoms of the 

broom, and the blossoms of the meadow-sweet, and produced from 

them a maiden, the fairest and the most graceful that man ever 

saw. And they baptized her, and gave her the name of Blodeuwedd. 

(The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 144). 
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Blodeuwedd married Llew Llaw Gyffes (spelt Lleu by Garner), but she 

betrayed her husband. Her lover, Gronw Pebr, killed Llew with a spear and 

Llew turned into an eagle and flew away. Eventually, Blodeuwedd was 

discovered and turned into an owl and cursed that all other birds shall “attack 

thee, and to chase thee from wheresoever they may find thee”  

(The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 148). Llew returned to human form and killed 

Gronw Pebr with a spear “that pierced the slab and went through Gronw Pebr 

likewise, so that it pierced through his back” (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 149) 

and (Garner, 1967, p. 216). 

 

Speaking to Alison, Gwyn speculated about power or a force in the valley, but 

was unable to explain what it was: 

 

I think this valley is a kind of reservoir. The house, look, smack in 

the middle, with the mountains all around, shutting it in, guarding 

the house. I think the power is always there and always will be. It 

builds up and builds up until it has to be let loose – like filling and 

emptying a dam. (Garner, 1967, pp. 132- 133) 

 

It is interesting that Garner used the allusion of a dam as a way of storing 

energy, for water had practical and mystical properties. Perry gave the dam 

special significance in Confusion, and in my novel I mention the ghostly voice 

Sloan experienced at the site of the destroyed dam (see p. 101).  
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The only detailed description of the landscape was when Gwyn tried to leave 

the village by climbing the mountain: 

 

He saw the mountains wherever he looked; nothing but mountains 

away and away and away, their tops hidden sometimes, but 

mountains with mountains behind them in desolation for ever. 

There was nowhere in the world to go. (Garner, 1967, p. 165). 

 

To add to local folklore Garner used an element of traditional inheritance 

when Alison’s father gave her the farmhouse instead of it going to her mother. 

Blodeuwedd had evil intentions against the English owners of the farmhouse 

that manifested in an owl pattern on a dinner service and a portrait found 

under wall plaster. Alison was attacked by a mystic owl (Garner, 1967, p. 211), 

but with the knowledge of Huw and Gwyn the spell was broken, “And the 

room was full of petals from skylight and rafters and all about a fragrance, and 

petals, flowers falling, broom, meadowsweet, falling, flowers of the oak.” 

(Garner, 1967, p. 214). 

 

Cleverly, Garner managed to take a complicated tale from The Mabinogion 

and turn it into a modern story that complemented the deep and ancient 

beliefs of the local people. Of great importance to the story was the way Huw, 

the custodian of the ancient mysteries, passed his gifts and knowledge to his 

son, Gwyn. Although he did not use landscape to any great extent, Garner 

produced a sense of place by the isolation of the valley and the people, by 

inserting the events from the ancient story into the modern location. 



421 
 

 

 

Sarah Perry included a novel called Confusion in her doctoral thesis in 2012. 

Subsequently, she published this as After Me Comes the Flood. I reviewed 

the thesis version, and my references are to this. At the conclusion of her 

thesis she wrote, “I wanted particularly to explore notions of faith and 

madness” (Perry, 2012, p. 316). She used a subtle and indirect approach by 

creating a pyschological sense of unease and concern by concentrating on 

the relationships of people in an isolated house. The theme of the novel was 

separation and loneliness for Perry’s characters. Even though they were 

gathered into a loose community their personal experiences, which mainly 

seem some form of mental disturbance, set them apart from each other. 

 

For Perry, landscape was not a principal feature of the novel; she tended to 

describe locations rather landscapes. Her descriptive ability was notable, 

particularly with images of a beach in a heatwave, where nothing threatened 

and she gave the impression of a large empty landscape with humans as 

intruders, adding to the isolation of the location and the people. By dwelling 

on the heatwave scorching the ground and wilting trees, Perry added an 

element of distressful lethargy as the group waited for a storm they knew 

would come. Because of this, I placed these notes under Landscape rather 

than under another heading. Below are two extracts from her writing: 

 

Past the last of the fields, a row of dark Scots pines bent to the 

ground, and beyond here the land shelved downwards by degrees, 
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first to shallow sand-dunes and bleached grasses, then to the quay 

and the salt-marshes out east.(Perry, 2012, p. 80) 

 

and 

 

The land through which the channels ran was piebald green and 

blue, covered in grasses and fat blades of samphire or broad 

patches of sea-lavender, its flowers so fine it might have been a 

bluish mist settling at ankle-height, rolling in from the sea.  

(Perry, 2012, p. 91) 

 

Like Garner, Perry used an ancient text to provide the reason the protagonist 

strayed in the house. In her case, Perry took the story of Wulf and Eadwacer 

a tenth century English poem about divided loyalties and unsatisfied longing. 

 

Perry wanted to create a man compelled to loneliness having to live with 

strangers in an emotion-provoking location and “provide an immersive and 

eerie experience for the reader” (Perry, 2012, p. 315). She achieved an 

uncomfortable feeling of isolation whilst amongst other people. As Cole, the 

protagonist, walked alone away from the group he heard, “The ringing of a 

single note on a piano and the sound of voices from an open window 

receded” (Perry, 2012, p. 206), providing a further sense he would return to 

the life of the loneliness from which he had come.  
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In writing thirteen short stories of Barrowbeck, Andrew Michael Hurley took 

the reader through the history of a Yorkshire village from its first settlement in 

Celtic times to its abandonment in 2041 resulting from climatic changes. 

Hurley did not connect the stories or the residents to each other although one 

could assume there are genetic links and a continuous history within the 

village. 

 

Hurley referred occasionally to the “Celtic Cave” that was a feature of the 

village. The origins of the name became lost in time. The first story in the 

book told of the dramatic loss of land by the survivors of a small tribe and the 

physical and spiritual struggles to survive they faced within themselves and 

within the landscape. They sought sanctuary in a cave, and this was the 

establishment of the village (Hurley, 2024, p. 13). The next story was set in 

the 1400s, long after all knowledge of the Celts had vanished from the village. 

The history of the village began with a storm and ended with one. The 

concept was good, but I felt the stories were too far spaced in time and they 

seemed disconnected with the village.  

 

Two stories stood out for me. Natural Remedies (Hurley, 2024, p. 111) took 

place in 1938. The unexpected weirdness of the tale appealed to me. A 

farmer and his wife found a way of growing babies and selling them to order 

to villagers. This seemed a generally accepted process in the village and 

there was no sign of objection to it. A further revelation was that the children 

did not live beyond the ages of eight or nine years. The babies were green at 

birth and changed to brown as they grew old. As their death drew near, eyes 
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lost brightness, sleep was longer, appetite withered. They stopped talking and 

the skin dried out, and started to flake, and the bones became brittle twigs 

(Hurley, 2024, p. 122). The children felt no pain. 

 

A Valediction (Hurley, 2024, p. 271) takes place in 2041. Due to severe 

flooding the village (now known as Site 26) was abandoned in the early 

2030s. Hurley emphasised the desolation by trees burnt in moorland fires, 

empty pastures and no sheep (Hurley, 2024, p. 272). Two young women 

carried out a check for a possible fault in the CCTV system, and they had to 

travel by boat. Only military airports remained open, and people didn’t travel 

in England without permits (Hurley, 2024, p. 274). The authorities had 

adopted a ‘controlled decline’ (Hurley, 2024, p. 273) as there was not enough 

money to deal with the damage. A climate change apocalypse was foreseen 

where the sea floods low-lying areas and the heat and storms destroy the 

landscape. The women passed a rotting body drifting in the water, and one 

suggested this triggered the alert on the security system. The other didn’t 

agree and thought, “Something had escaped and flown away. Something that 

had been living inside that corpse perhaps” (Hurley, 2024, p. 292).  

 

The only visible connection between the first settlement and the last is a 

Celtic hand axe found when the bodies in the churchyard were removed. At 

the beginning and the end Hurley provided a sense of place as inhabitants 

arrive and then disappear. 
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Anthony Powell mainly dealt with relationships in Hearing Secret Harmonies   

(Powell, 1975), but he included some brief comments about uncanny matters, 

such as augers and the Devil’s Fingers. He hardly touched on landscapes, 

but in the situations he did, he showed adults involved in a form of cult 

behaving in an almost humorous fashion in what they believed could produce 

mystical experiences.  

 

Rather than these activities, the important interest to me was Powell’s 

description of Canon Fennau, which provided me with the only sense of 

unease that I experienced in the book: 

 

His voice might be soft; it was also coercive. He had small eyes, a 

large loose mouth, the lips thick, a somewhat receding chin. The 

eyes were the main feature. They were unusual eyes, not only 

unnaturally small, but vague, moist, dreamy, the eyes of a medium. 

His cherubic side, increased by a long slightly uplifted nose, was 

too good to be true, with eyes like that. By the manner in which he 

gave you all of his attention there was a taste of mastery.  

(Powell, 1975, p. 141). 

 

I saw the face of a dominating, controlling person, almost ghoulish, possibly 

someone believing he had mystical powers, and whose presence I would not 

like to experience.  
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On a structural matter, I found the novel provided the same confusion as All 

Change due to the proliferation of characters – more so in fact, as Powell’s 

series was twelve books whereas Howard’s was five. 

 

 

I attended a talk given by Kate Mosse in Manchester in 2023. She showed 

enjoyable articulate ability in presentation and discussion. Mosse explained 

the important matters she looked for in landscapes and gave guidance. She 

suggested a writer should visit locations and listen for the whispering of the 

landscape and “songs of the places”, and which way the shadows fall. Find 

out what you need to know, but don’t know. Imagine the locations before the 

places you see now, and have the characters and locations present 

themselves to you before you use them. I have used all of these suggestion in 

writing A Secret Shy and Cold. 

 

 

I was not familiar with the works of Arthur Machen until I read two of the tales 

from The White People and Other Weird Stories (Machen, 2011), although I 

had heard of The Bowmen during separate research. Guillermo del Toro, in 

his Forward stated that Arthur Machen, simply, “…turned to the hills and 

promontories around him – those timeless green sentinels that confided to 

him all the Eleusinian mysteries buried in the earth”, (Toro, 2011, p. viii).  

 

S. T. Joshi, in his Introduction to the book, suggested Machen “…was a 

harbinger of a kind of golden age of weird writing…” (Joshi, 2011, p. xiii). My 
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expectations were high when I chose these two short stories to read – The 

White People and The Great Return.  

 

The stories show two sides of Machen’s abilities. In The White People he 

devised a story of fantasy that left an unclear ending, making the reader 

wonder about how the girl died and who Ambrose really was. In The Great 

Return Machen left open the mystery of how the apparent miracles occurred. 

Machen’s descriptions of nature resonate throughout the stories. His skill of 

placing settings and nature within the landscape is what I shall remember 

most. Whilst not using miracles in my novel, I included a number of events of 

ambiguity that remain unanswered.  

 

In the Prologue of The White People, Machin used the third person to 

introduce the opinionated, dominant, and narcissistic Ambrose “in his 

mouldering house in a northern suburb”, and immediately brought to mind 

questions about the character of the man (Machen, 2011, p. 111). Ambrose 

dominated his visitor, Cotgrave, and persuaded him to read a green 

pocketbook that he claimed was written by a girl he knew 

(Machen, 2011, p. 118). In the second part, the contents of the book became 

a mystical story; the narrator described the book in detail, beginning with, 

“There was an old, delicate, lingering odour about it, such an odour as 

sometimes haunts an ancient piece of furniture for a century or more.”  

 

The girl then became the narrator, and wrote she found the green book, which 

served as a journal or diary, in a drawer in “the old bureau” (a device used by 
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Perry in Confusion) and that she had many books of secrets she had hidden. 

By this, Machen raised the expectation that the girl had special mystic 

knowledge, some of which she shared with her journal, but others were too 

secret to write down. She used the past tense, which indicated the events are 

not contemporaneous with her writing.  

 

Water is an important part of her story. The girl made a particularly beautiful 

description of one location: 

 

All the ground round it was covered in bright, green, dripping moss; 

there was every kind of moss there, moss like beautiful little ferns, 

and like palms and fir trees, and it was all green as jewellery, and 

drops of water hung on it like diamonds (Machen, 2011, p. 124). 

 

The description of the moss brought to my mind the scene of peace and 

reflection Sloan experienced at the Dolgarrog dam disaster (see pp. 100-

101). Garner used it to tell the reader that landscape was not just about 

distant views of meadows, mountains and trees but that it was formed of 

numerous parts and sizes all of which made their own special contribution to 

the wider view. 

 

In my novel, I used locations to emphasise the power water has over people 

and landscapes, for example, the collapsed dam at Dolgarrog (see p. 103) 

and the swollen river at the Swallow Falls c p. 154-155). But the description 
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by the girl provided a sight of the gentleness of water and the positive effect it 

can have on the landscape. 

 

The journal was full of symbolism much of which the girl did not explain. The 

Nurse was an influential figure, possibly teaching the girl the secrets of some 

form of mystical heritage. The story of the poor girl marrying the prince and 

carried off by a black man was not explained (Machen, 2011, p. 127). The 

young hunter who kissed the queen of the fairies (Machen, 2011, p. 131) 

never kissed another woman. Possibly this implied the need for absolute 

loyalty.  

 

The ambiguity started with Ambrose. I am inclined to believe he was a 

fantasist, who may have written the book himself. If a young girl had written 

the Green Book, she would have used an immature manner of writing. 

Neither Ambrose nor Cotgrave commented on either matter, and this led me 

to believe the book was written by an accomplished writer. I realised the 

condensed form of writing for many of the pages in the Green Book was 

Machen’s means of compacting the story to provide sensations of 

timelessness, speed, and urgency, all of which were essential for the short 

story.  

 

I found none of Machen’s situations particularly weird, but I read them 130 

years after he authored the story, and I most probably saw it from a different 

perspective. Possibly, some of his extensive use of symbolism had more 

relevance at the time of writing.  
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Machen dealt with The Great Return in a different way. He started with the 

intriguing, “There are strange things lost and forgotten in obscure corners of 

the newspaper” (Machen, 2011, p. 232). The narrator was attracted to a short 

article that mentioned “Remarkable occurrences” (Machen, 2011 p. 234) that 

happened in a Welsh village. The narrator remained unnamed, but he had an 

interest in strange events and when a friend mentioned the village he decided 

to take a holiday nearby (Machen, 2011, p. 236). 

 

Machen made a brief mention of the weather in The White People, but 

nothing like the dramatic way he described the weather in London “as if the 

horror and fury of the war had mounted to the very skies and were there 

reigning”; this is an allusion to World War 1. London suffered high 

temperatures in the summer of 1915, and it is possible this was the source of 

his description, for he continued in a bleak way, “In the mornings the sun 

burnt down upon the city with a heat that scorched and consumed.” May and 

July had the most rain, and possibly his following writing was inspired by 

weather extremes, “…early in the afternoon the air would darken, and a storm 

of thunder and lightning, and furious, hissing rain would fall upon the streets”. 

(Machen, 2011, p. 236). 

 

Immediately, a comparison appeared with what he found in Wales: 

 

A land that seemed to be in a holy, happy dream, a sea that 

changed all the while from olivine to emerald, from emerald to 
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sapphire, from sapphire to amethyst, that washed in white foam at 

the bases of the firm, grey rocks. (Machen, 2011, p. 236) 

 

The narrator uncovered strange stories, such as an old deaf women recovering 

her hearing; unexplained sounds, lights seen out to sea; strangers in the village; 

old feuds satisfied; and music came from the earth (Machen, 2011, pp. 246-248). 

People attending the church seem to have re-adopted papist practices.  

 

A sixteen year old girl who was “doomed to certain death” made a full 

recovery. She told of a dream in which three men visited her with wondrous 

things and said a prayer. The doctor came with the death certificate to find her 

healthy and cured (Machen, 2011, pp. 257-258). 

 

In this story Machen reminded us that there are many spiritual influences from 

pre-history to the present day, any one of which may have induced what 

happened. He gave his narrator the view that the cup Olwen saw was the 

“Holy Graal” (Machen, 2011, p. 259). 

 

Once again, Machin made use of ambiguity but compared with The White 

People he had chosen a simple plot and a shorter story. It doesn’t answer the 

question of whether the villagers of Llantrisant had a visitation from holy 

figures who used healing powers, suffered a mass hallucination that picked 

on events that were already in train, or the events were coincidences. He 

hinted at other forces that were present –the unchanged and ancient church, 
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and the association of the area with many cultures that had inhabited the 

region.  

 

In The White People, Machin’s descriptions of the countryside resound 

throughout the story, and his skill of placing settings and nature within 

landscapes impressed me. Apart from the description of the London weather 

the descriptions in The Great Return were still expressive, but concentrated 

on spiritual matters of the mind, love and forgiveness, instead of the tangible 

aspects of landscape and nature.  

 

 

Kate Boucher explained how exploring landscape provided inspiration for her 

artwork:  

 

Each piece in a series attempts to better express or expose the 

underlying reason why, whilst lost in thought and immersed in the 

landscape, her [Boucher’s] attention might have been drawn to one 

thing over another. The works are not intended to be portraits of a 

place but rather to capture a more universal, emotive response to 

landscape. (Boucher, 2021). 

 

Kate Mosse (Mosse, 2013), used this technique to great effect to create 

tension. The black and white drawings by Rohan Daniel Eason at the title 

page of each story helped to engender feelings of interest, concern, and 

mystery.  
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I studied two of her short stories and attended a talk she gave. Mosse’s notes 

at the end of each story enhanced the reader’s knowledge. In her 

Introduction, she made two comments that impressed me. “I loved the need 

to capture a moment of experience, rather than creating a whole world and 

everything in it”, and, “What they have in common is a protagonist in a state 

of crisis…” (Mosse, 2013, p. xiv).  

 

In Ship of the Dead a female walked at night on an isolated coastal location in 

Brittany. Deciding to go to the beach “a vague movement of a shadow on 

darkness caused” her to stop. The next sentence, simple in its use of single 

syllable words, illustrated the stress and tension the woman experienced, “I 

cannot say why my hand went to my chest or why I held my breath…”, 

(Mosse, 2013, p. 128). 

 

The traveller asked an ankou (a fisherman who transported the dead to the 

shore of a distant island) to allow her to go in the boat (Mosse, 2013, p. 145). 

Of the journey she recalled: “I was transfixed by their awful faces, sagging 

and collapsing in every stage of decomposition and decay, rags for clothes, 

limbs torn and broken, fleshless fingers flailing in the night.” 

(Mosse, 2013, p. 147).  

 

Later, “Speechless with horror, I covered my head with my hands and curled 

myself into a ball for fear of contamination or injury” (Mosse, 2013, p. 149). 
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The traveller survived the experience. In her end notes, Mosse said she 

developed her version of the ankou from books inherited from an uncle. She 

set the story between the World Wars, and “aimed to capture a timelessness 

in the retelling of the old folk tale” (Mosse, 2013, p. 155). 

 

In The Revenant, Mosse described the visions seen by the narrator that 

culminated in a terrifying revenge taken by the ghost of a young woman on 

her murderer. Mosse used her knowledge of the estuary and the marshes to 

build up impressive images of the striking and threatening landscape. From 

simple visions of a rowing boat abandoned in “the silted waters”, and the 

“black and rotting features” of a burned corn mill (Mosse, 2013, p. 180), she 

progressed to more imaginative and suggestive illustrations:- “A foul stench of 

rotting seaweed and mud and rust. As if something in the earth had been 

turned inside out”, (Mosse, 2013, p. 183), and,  

 

The mud was like clawing hands around my ankles, trying to drag 

me down. Out here, pockets of swamp lay concealed amongst the 

reeds, sinking mud and false land where a person could be pulled 

down into the estuary. (Mosse, 2013, p. 185) 

 

I had formed the impression the narrator would be the victim of the haunting, 

and almost felt sympathy for the stepfather, an invalid, likely suffering from 

dementia, and an unemployable drunkard (Mosse, 2013, p. 192). Discovering 

he was the murderer came as a surprise.  
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In both stories, Mosse made considerable use of place to build increasing 

atmospheres of suspense and then horror. As with her full-length books she 

helped the reader to understand backgrounds with her Author’s Notes. By 

writing in the first person, she placed the reader at the centre of the narrator’s 

experiences. 

 

 

Clare Wigfall’s entry won the 2008 BBC Short Story Award for The Numbers 

(Wigfall, 2008). The story took place on a remote island in Scotland at a time 

not told, but before the use of motor launches, for people rowed to the 

mainland. Superstition was embedded in the belief of the islanders including 

the narrator, as Peigi NicFionnlaigh, revealed: 

 

…there is not 1 child on this island who does not ken of the 

darksome boggarts who lie beneath us. They bide in the peat bogs, 

and are looking for any opportunity they can to lay their fingers 

upon life and pull it to the depths they do inhabit (Wigfall, 2008) 

 

Peigi discovered a foundling in a marsh. Whilst she wanted to keep the child 

her brother warned there was “dark magick” about the child and it would bring 

bad luck. The climax came when an islander grabbed the baby and with a 

curse threw it into a bog. The author left clues that the baby was the daughter 

of that islander and his “poor simple sister”. 
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3.6 Weird, eerie, and uncanny as perceived by writers 

 

As Paul Deveroux and Nicholas Crane indicated, there were, and possibly still 

are forces in landscapes that have not been identified and remain unexplained. 

This lack of clarity provided opportunities for writers to speculate about the 

nature of such forces. In this section I have considered situations from my 

readings and others I have used in the novel in an attempt to allocate them into 

the generally accepted categories of eerie, weird, and uncanny. I had tended 

to use them interchangeably; however, the Compact Oxford English Dictionary 

(COED) provided slightly differing definitions. “Weird” is “mysterious or strange 

in a frightening way”. “Eerie” includes “strange and frightening”. “Uncanny” is 

“strange or mysterious”, but it does not include “frightening”. In this exegesis I 

have used “unworldly” (“not seeming to belong to this world” – COED) for all 

terms that infer something strange or unexplained. 

 

Mark Fisher, in his book The Weird and the Eerie, (Fisher, 2016, p. 61) provided 

his definition of the first two words.  

 

Weird: “is constituted by a presence – the presence of that which 

does not belong”. I use this with the hanging women at the 

Old Dower House (see p. 151) 

Eerie is “constituted by a failure of absence or a failure of 

presence” such as the influence of the overhanging trees 

on the muddy lane at the Old Dower House (see p. 152) 
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D Coxon and R Hirst, in the Introduction to their collection of essays  provided 

an idea of “uncanny” as not merely something unknown, but something that 

had been hidden or repressed” (Coxon & Hirst, 2021, p. 1). In my novel, I have 

used an example of this by Selene refusing to explain what happened to her at 

the Swallow Falls (see p. 304). According to R. Gray, Freud, in his essay The 

Uncanny (1919) also included in the uncanny “frightening things that lead us 

back to what is known and familiar” (Gray, R, undated).  

 

Mark Fisher included under “eerie” the BBC television drama series of 

Quatermass from the 1950s (Fisher, 2016, pp. 83-86). As a 12-year old in 

1953 I recall watching The Quatermass Experiment”27 on the family’s first 

television set and being frightened and enthralled by what now seemed to 

have been my first experience of the eerie. Toby Hadoke described the series 

as; “A trailblazing piece of work, it transformed what television drama could do 

and has influenced practically every piece of quality TV science fiction that 

came afterwards,” (Hadoke, 2025, p. 8). 

 

The story had drifted from my memory, but one thing that remained was the 

sight of shuffling aliens moving to take over London – amateurish by modern 

standards, but alarming to me then. I recall nothing of Quatermass ll and 

Quatermass and the Pit. Hadoake concluded his article with, “Quatermass was 

a risk worth taking” (Hadoke, 2025, p. 9). 

 

                                                            
27 The Quatermass Experiment was broadcast on BBC Television in six episodes from 18 July 1953. 
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The modes of weird, eerie, and uncanny did not become part of my favourite 

reading, but I have always had the ability to imagine the unseen in landscapes 

and places, or as Kate Mosse described it, “…listen for the whispering of the 

landscape”, and “Imagine the locations before the places one sees now”. In the 

aisle of a ruined abbey, the bailey of a destroyed castle, or a faintly remembered 

smell in a warship my imagination will provide visions of what may have 

happened there. In particular, this helped me to develop the picture and events 

at the imagined Old Dower House (see pp. 50 and 151) by standing on a 

roadside wet with rain, seeing the movement of trees, listening to the roar of 

the Swallow Falls, and watching. The attempted sacrifice at Pen-y Gaer was 

inspired by the peculiar formation of a distant smoke cloud to which I added my 

knowledge of the hill fort.  

 

 

Witch mark above a blocked window 
in the solar of Longley Old Hall  
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Whilst some of the unexplained experiences at Longley Old Hall could be put 

down to imagination or logical factors instead of eeriness, there is no doubt 

that the scratching shown in the photograph above, one of ten found in the 

solar wing, is a witch mark used to protect the building and residents from 

evil. They highlight the superstitions and fears our ancestors had of the 

unknown and unexplained. The marks were discovered by existing and 

blocked openings in the structure, for example, a smoke vent, doorways and 

windows. One suggestion (by the York Archaeological Trust) was the symbol 

represented the staff associated with Asclepius, the Greek God of healing – it 

has a snake wrapped around it and is represented in many medical badges. 

 

In what Tina Paphitis (Paphitis, 2020) referred to as “legend-tripping”, during 

the time my wife and I lived at Longley Old Hall many organisations requested 

permission for overnight vigils to test the building for ghostly activities – none 

received consent. Although ghostly activities had occurred (see p. 90) we were 

sceptical about allowing people into the house who could disturb ancient 

energies in the building. This may seem a contradiction of ideas as occasionally 

we opened the house to the public, but we believed the old building had a 

special character and that whatever spirits were there should remain 

undisturbed. 

 

Before starting this thesis, I had no knowledge the pseudoscientific “The Stone 

Tape Theory”. The theory originated from a BBC television play called The 

Stone Tape (BFI Screenonline, 1972) made in 1972 and in 2019 was broadcast 

on BBC Radio 4 Extra. The theory supposed that experiences from the past 
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can be trapped in inanimate objects, such as stone, and be identified by 

sensitive people and equipment. 

 

Part of the restoration work at Longley Old Hall involved removing ancient lime 

and hair plaster from some walls and ceilings. I don’t recall when or how often 

I heard the tale that the plaster would hold archaic energies, and I should 

remove only what needed replacing. Nothing surprising happened but we did 

feel the rooms were refreshed by the removal and replacement. This took place 

more than twenty-five years after the broadcast of The Stone Tape, and raises 

in my mind whether it is the source of the theory or whether it repeats an older 

myth. No one I spoke to could provide the origins. 

 

Whilst writing about Attracta Genevieve Rewcastle  . 372) I discovered that her 

son had died in April 1951 when the submarine HMS Affray sank; I remembered 

the disaster but not the details. Immediately after the sinking a story circulated 

that the location of the wreck was disclosed by the ghost of a dead officer in 

the submarine28 

 

 

3.7 Conclusion 

 

I wrote the first synopsis of my novel in March 2020, and this identified Jim 

Sloan as the protagonist and Edwyn Wynn-Jenkyns as the antagonist. I set 

the location in the Conwy valley but had little concept of the plot apart from 

                                                            
28 Attributed to Warren Armstrong in Sea Phantoms, Odhams, 1956. 
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ideas of the women of the family overcoming the powerful prejudice by the 

father, and the antagonist and protagonist arguing about how to manage the 

business. I had firm ideas about the nature of Wynn-Jenkyns, but few 

thoughts about Sloan. The chapter about Selene came to me first and I have 

made few changes to it and to her nature since the first draft. 

 

The works I studied, listed in the Bibliography (see p. 477) and Reviewed 

Documents Not Cited (see p. 486) helped me to form my ideas for the plot 

and develop areas of research for the exegesis. I relied on entries in my 

diaries (the earliest being September 1958) to produce incidents in the novel. 

 

My first research exercise was the email survey, and I was disappointed how 

few responses it produced. However, the results confirmed to me that 

primogeniture as a topic was not of modern interest and that helped me to 

define more precisely my areas of research. It also proved the suggestion 

Jamoussi made that it was a rarity in modern literature. 

 

Stephen Siddall suggested that: 

 

Wherever there are settings in dark forests, graveyards, remote 

castles, ruins of holy places as background for strange stories or to 

encourage morbid meditation beyond the realms of reason, there is 

likely to be some trace of the gothic, (Siddall, 2009, p. 35). 
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At the start, I did not intend to include matters of unworldly and unexplained 

incidents. Re-reading my diary entries for the 2007 storm and discovering the 

tale of the suffering of the soul of Sir John Wynn encouraged me to explore 

how I could introduce what Siddal termed “some trace of gothic” into the story. 

Having already chosen the location of the Conwy valley I researched local 

folklore and geography in search of stories and locations. The storm of 2007 

and my notes on the condition of the Swallow Falls Hotel helped me develop 

the idea of the Old Dower House. 
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Chapter 4  

Landscapes, locations, and folklore 

 

 

4.1 Introduction 

 

In choosing the Conwy valley as the main setting for a Secret Shy and Cold, 

and having spent my early life close by, any thoughts I may have had of 

ignoring the landscape of the region were dismissed quickly. In particular, I 

wanted to explore the experiences Paul Devereaux pictured of what he 

described as, “Beneath this complex of urban consciousness the landscape 

still broods, the elemental cycles of the planet still function” (Devereaux, 

1994, p. 3). He placed the understanding of the needs of the landscape on a 

spiritual level. Nicholas Crane also suggested our ancestors may have had a 

similar spiritual view of landscapes, “Inherited fictions told of supernatural 

powers that controlled the changeable world. Faith could alter a perceived 

outcome.” (Crane, 2016, p. 16).  

 

Daniel Weston, in his case study collection of essays, considered the forces 

of landscape and literature compete with each other but are complementary 

(Weston, 2016, p. 1). I associate with each of his themes, namely, picturing, 

mapping, walking, engaging, and noticing, and believe they are important for 

the understanding and enjoyment of landscape. They are the inspiration of 
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many literary and artistic creations that enable others to see what they may 

not have experienced.  

 

Weston did not examine one of the most important aspects of landscape, 

namely sound, or sometimes the lack of it. Sound makes an essential 

contribution to the experience, understanding, and enjoyment of landscape 

that helps motivate writers and artists. I suggest one cannot have a full 

understanding of landscape without experiencing its sounds. Ralph Vaughan 

Williams, for example, used The Lark Ascending (Williams, 1992), to provide 

an evocative and emotional sound impression of a small part of the English 

countryside - a piece of music that symbolised a romantic view of the 

landscape before the destruction of World War 1.  

 

I have included in this section my analysis of a novel that I consider captured 

the essential spirit of landscapes and of the people who inhabited them, in line 

with my own approach. In the others two novels analysed here, landscape 

has no direct relevance to the main plots of the stories, but contributed to 

mood and tone. 

 

 

4.2 Selected writers – how they used landscapes 

 

The importance of landscape to my novel became apparent to me from an 

early stage of my writing. I looked on it not just as a flat backdrop of two 

dimensions, but as something that allowed the reader the impression of being 
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within it, with the sensation of touching and smelling it. The authors I chose to 

review provided this experience. 

 

I was impressed with the way Fiona Mozley in Elmet (Mozley, 2017) 

positioned her characters and gave them places in her landscape. Her choice 

of location included the ancient and bloody battlefield at Towton. They were 

not just people in the landscape, they made the landscape, they were the 

landscape. The book contained powerful themes about John, Cathy, and 

Daniel, who lived beyond the fringes of society, suffering exploitation, 

hardship, deprivation and oppression. The family achieved a resilient sense of 

purpose in which a strong father/daughter bond replaced a more traditional 

father/son relationship. 

 

The antagonist, Price, forced John to fight in a bare-knuckle boxing contest. 

Mozley described the brutal, bloody, pain-inflicting fight as if she were present 

amongst the baying crowd (Mozley, 2017, pp. 218-222). Price believed John 

killed his son and took revenge by taking a gang to the home in the woods. 

They tortured John and stripped Cathy naked to add to the humiliation. 

Price’s torture of John was brutal, “like he was jointing a stag” (Mozley, 2017, 

p. 294).  

 

Price ordered the rape of Cathy, but she killed the man – “It was as if she had 

plunged her limbs deep into that man’s guts” (Mozley, 2017, p. 296) - then 

poured oil over herself, took her father’s shotgun and killed two more men, 
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threw the oil and a flame at the remaining men and set them, her father, and 

herself alight - Daniel was the only survivor (Mozley, 2017, p. 299). 

 

Gentle Daniel narrated the story. He saw the landscape as it used to be, 

“Boars and bears. Does, harts, stags. Miles of underground fungi. 

Snowdrops, bluebells and primroses” (Mozley, 2017, p. 6). Mozley used 

Daniel again when she described the coming of the real Spring, “a rush of 

colour, a blanket of light, unfurling insects and absent, missed, prodigal birds 

on this prevailing sou’westerly” (Mozley, 2017, p. 145) 

 

Most of the novel was about landscape and the way the members of the 

family fought to protect their territory and survive in it, much the same way as 

wild animals use their environment to protect their territory. In the sense of 

“unworldly”, uncanny, weird or eerie events did not appear in the novel, but 

there was a sense of the family having a knowledge that others did not have. 

The raw cruelty of the family’s existence may seem unworldly to anyone who 

had no knowledge of living outside of society. I saw the three as representing 

the fragility and savagery of Nature, but also the beauty, strength, renewal, 

and coordination needed to survive in a modern world. The Price family 

represented the powers of greed and destruction that eventually annihilated 

the things they wanted to exploit, as the prey turned on the hunters.  
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Kazuo Ishiguro made little use landscape in The Remains of the Day 

(Ishiguro, 1989) but where he did, he indicated important changes in the 

perceptions of Stevens.  

 

Obsessions about dignity and service drove the life of the butler, Stevens. 

The possibility of romance and recreation he kept controlled in his mind. He 

appeared to have admiration for Miss Kenton, the head housekeeper at 

Darlington Hall, and although the feeling seemed mutual neither mentioned it. 

On the death of Lord Darlington, the house was sold, and Stevens worked for 

the new owner. 

 

Stevens took a driving holiday with the intention of meeting Miss Kenton. 

Ishiguro used landscape descriptions selectively as a way of showing that 

Stevens had begun to realise that life provided alternatives to his obsessions. 

“It was a fine feeling standing up there like that, with the sound of summer all 

around one and a light breeze on one’s face” (Ishiguro, 1989, p. 26). Later, he 

saw “…the English countryside at its finest…” (Ishiguro, 1989, p. 28). The 

most important description showed that Stevens had started to understand 

that life existed outside his repressed awareness. The following extract 

indicates an enlightenment that didn’t exist before: 

 

On either side of me were what appeared to be fields of marsh, and 

the mist was rolling across my path. To my left, I could see the last 

glow of the sunset. The skyline was broken here and there by the 

shapes of barns and farmhouses some way over the fields, but 
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otherwise I appeared to have left behind all signs of community. 

(Ishiguro, 1989, p. 169) 

 

The importance of the extract is that it stands out amongst other descriptions 

Ishiguro used. Stevens had opened his eyes and his mind. His meeting with 

Mrs Benn (the former Miss Kenton) revealed she had considered a life with 

him and Stevens felt “his heart was breaking” (Ishiguro, 1989, pp. 251-252). 

The past was too late for Stevens, but he had learnt something that may have 

provided him with a different sort of satisfaction, one that did not require him 

to compromise the enjoyment of his final years. 

 

 

Whilst Ishiguru provided a context for his few landscape descriptions, the one 

instance written by S J Bradley in Guest (Bradley, 2017) had no connection 

with the plot or the context of the chapter.  

 

Their journey to it took them over hilltops; through pretty villages 

with stone walls and low cottages, around a small red-bricked, 

industrial town sitting deeply in a valley, past highly polished car 

dealerships, by a car wash (closed), twin concrete tower blocks, 

then back out into open, rough moorland. (Bradley, 2017, p. 221) 

 

Perhaps, Bradley intended to use it to show a change of understanding in the 

way Samhain saw his life. This thought took me to the illustrated covers. 

There was nothing oppressive in the mountainous and wooded scene, but 
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unexpectedly it contained beautiful works of art, seemingly abandoned, that 

were out of place in the landscape. Possibly, this was a message from the 

author to show that the plot was about the finding and bringing together the 

qualities for a contented life. 

 

 

4.3 Landscapes 

 

The concept for the novel and the exegesis was prompted by the few stormy 

days in 2007. According to Terry Marsh and Jamie Hannafors, the  period 

from May to July produced the highest recorded rainfall in England and Wales 

since 1789 (Marsh and Hannaford, 2007, p. 6) and caused death and 

damage over wide areas. My wife and I stayed near Conwy at the end of 

June. In the immediate retrospect my decision to drive into the high passes of 

Snowdonia seemed foolhardy and my wife’s forecasts of “impending death 

and destruction at each turn of the road and every bridge we crossed” 

remained with me for weeks afterwards. Due to many visits spent climbing in 

the region in my teens and twenties I knew the area well and was keen to 

relive a few memories  

 

The journey into the mountains up the Llanberis Pass impressed me . he 

wind forces made driving difficult. The torrents of water pouring down the 

mountains and in some instances being blown upwards was distracting 

and threatened at times to push the car off the road. The power of the 

deluge endangered roads and bridges. The storm obscured the peaks of 
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the Snowdon Horseshoe, but most intriguing of all was the ever changing 

skyscape and grey shades of the clouds through which occasionally rays 

of weak sunlight broke through to provide eerie spots of brightness on the 

assailed precipices and raging streams, 

revealing the powerful forces of Nature over which travellers had no 

control. Danger surrounded us but the exhilaration of the encounters 

overcame all my fears. The journey down the Nant Francon Pass was 

challenging in a different way – avoiding the rush of water spouting off the 

hillside and the steep drop into the valley bottom29. I remembered an 

unnerving occurrence from many years before when, as part of a mountain 

rescue team, I had climbed into the snow covered cwm on Y Garn where 

we came across engines and other wreckage of a World War 2 USAAF 

bomber. The emptiness, the silence, the knowledge of tragic deaths, 

residual snow and coldness, and the bright moonlight, made the scene 

unreal, isolated and disturbingly ghostly (see p. 317). 

 

I learnt from Kathryn Mansfield’s journals of her talent to see and record 

landscapes in simple terms that brought them to life, as if the reader were 

with her as she experienced them. Her ability set me a high standard when I 

recorded my visions of the locations I chose for the novel. C. K. Stead 

recorded the following entry in Katherine Mansfield’s journal in 1907; “Where 

the rocks lie their shadow is thickly violet upon the green blue – you know that 

peacock shade of water. Blue with the blueness of Rossetti; green - with the 

                                                            
29 Personal diary 25th June 2007 
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greenness of William Morris. Oh what a glorious day this is!” (Stead, 1977, p. 

26). 

 

Virginia Woolf also had the gift of taking the reader to the places of her 

observations, as can be understood by this extract from of her experience 

witnessing the eclipse of the Sun on 29th June 1927 on Bardon Fell in the 

North Riding: 

 

We began to get anxious. We saw rays coming through the bottom  

of the clouds. Then, for a moment, we saw the sun, sweeping – it 

seemed to be sailing at a great pace in a gap; we had out our 

smoked glasses; we saw its crescent, burning red; next moment it 

sailed fast into the cloud again; only the red streamers came from 

it; then only a golden haze, such as one has often seen. The 

moments were passing. We thought we were cheated…  

(Woolf, 1953, p. 111). 

 

Michael Jordan suggested trees have a significant influence on the landscape 

and population: 

 

There exists a mystical power to trees, a vast spiritual strength by 

which many of us feel drawn to them. To walk in a great forest is to 

enter a living thing filled with immense mystery and depth, and it 

would be a rare individual who did not occasionally feel a spine-
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pricking tug as they followed a lonely woodland path through the 

gathering shadows of evening. (Jordan, 1997, p. 78) 

 

Crane had a more general view of early landscapes that identify beauty and 

destruction. He alluded to the land seen by early settlors and compared it to 

the desecration caused as the land was exploited: 

 

Where mighty broadleaves had swayed in autumn gales there 

were now spoil heaps, brickyards, and wagonways…By the late 

1700s, Coalbrookdale was one of the most manipulated 

landscapes in Britain… (Crane, 2016, pp. 398-399). 

 

Malcolm Airs saw the pressures on landscapes in social and economic terms as 

the comments from his Introduction indicate: 

 

The decline of the private castle and its replacement by the country 

house as the seat of power and the centre of hospitality for the elite 

was one of the great achievements of the Tudor age. By any 

standards, this was a remarkable social change which irrevocably 

transformed the appearance of the English landscape… 

(Airs, 1998, p. xi). 

 

Airs realised that this growth in demand came with consequences, and he 

explained the pressures that caused a shortage of building timber  
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(Airs, 1998, pp. 120-122) particularly in East Anglia. Passing Ditchingham Hall 

in Norfolk on one of his travels, W. G. Sebold reflected on the effort needed to 

construct such a building “…surrounded by boundless lands where nothing 

offended the eye”, and suggested the objective was to provide “…a natural 

expanse innocent of any human presence”. He mentioned the impact on the 

landscape and the effect on local communities (Sebold, 1995, p. 262). 

Sometimes it may be forgotten that individual people form an important part in 

creating and maintaining the landscape we know. 

 

The concept of landscape (or Nature, really) and the potential for destruction 

became clear when a BBC outside broadcast unit on the night 19th May 1942 

made a live broadcast of nightingales singing in the Surrey countryside. The 

equipment also picked up the sound of outward bound RAF bombers and all the 

time the birds sang as the drone of the aeroplanes peaked and then slowly 

disappeared from the recording30.  Stephen Thorne wrote about this accidental 

juxtapositioning of weapons of destruction and beauty,  which resonated in the 

country (Thorne, 2023). The incident illustrated the fundamentals of landscape – 

beauty, destruction, hope and renewal31.  

 

Landscape surrounds us. From the deepest mines to the highest mountain 

peaks the influence of landscape affects everyone. People may feel awe, 

inspiration, terror, fear, delight, comfort, relaxation, horror, the need to care, 

and even a lack of interest. Landscape can arouse desire for exploitation, 

                                                            
30 Also, search the internet for “nightingales and bombers”. 
31 A story circulated that the first BBC outside broadcast in 1922 used a bird impersonator for the 
nightingale singing. Recently, Andrew Barker, a former producer of BBC educational films, told me this 
is incorrect – the bird singing was genuine. Personal diary 31 July 2025. 
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provocation, colonisation, and destruction. Some may believe that landscapes 

can retain a “memory” of past events that sensitive people can recognise, 

something Kate Mosse (Mosse, 2023) called seeing “the locations before the 

places you see now”. 

 

The mysteries of the primordial forests would have brought unknown fears 

and terrors for the early occupiers of this country, possibly the same fears that 

present occupiers may have when entering dimly lit, run-down, and feral 

residential areas. The forest clearances by our early ancestors would have 

produced the landscape we recognise now. A landscape on which later 

peoples constructed their own sites of mystery beyond our understanding, 

and we, in turn, may experience sensations of fear and wonderment when we 

visit or study them. 

 

Sometimes ghostly and often indistinct memories remain in the landscape 

that recall earlier and possibly defeated occupiers. Pen-y-Ghent and Aberford 

indicate Welsh settlement influence, and many others exist. Forts built as 

places of safety or to intimidate a conquered population, now often 

abandoned and eerie, can be traced back over thousands of years. Today we 

live with reminders of more recent conflicts, such as coastal protection 

castles; disused airfields litter the countryside, some of which have been 

adopted for new uses. Superfluous barracks have found modern purposes. 

Erosion has changed coastlines; silt has destroyed ports; both have changed 

lives and landscapes. Some may well have contributed to folk memories, and 

many will have been forgotten. 
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The landscape, natural and otherwise, is reflected in the way we live. Events 

prior to the development of writing were passed down the generations orally. 

Some of these real occurrences may have developed into myths and legends. 

Even with the coming of writing not all happenings were recorded, and the 

oral tradition continued for many centuries. Some may be just tales composed 

by shamen, bards, minstrels and authors, but others may contain the kernels 

of long-forgotten truths embellished to rationalise the unexplainable features 

and events of earlier times. The impressions and ghosts are everywhere. We 

should not ignore the tales and myths that these events have prompted. It has 

influenced the development of literature and helped to foster a liking for or a 

fear of tales of trauma, mystery, ghostliness, and the unexplained. 

 

Some have special skills in recording landscape in art, writing and sound. 

Thomas Hardy is looked upon as one of Britain’s greatest landscape authors. 

According to John Drinkwater, Hardy’s novel The Return of the Native 

“probably excels every other English novel in its use of background” 

(Drinkwater, 1930, p. 696). Rosalind Parry explained how the engravings of 

Clare Leighton,used to illustrate the 1929 edition of the book, added a 

powerful new level of dramatic involvement to Hardy’s landscapes (Parry, 

2023).  

 

Weston included the subject of mapping amongst his case studies on 

landscape (Weston, 2016, p. 47). He used it in a wider sense than I had 

experienced it. Reading maps provides an eye into the landscape giving a 
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more detailed and broader perspective than can be obtained at ground level. 

One sees an historical landscape as it was when the cartographers carried 

out their surveys. My 1953 1 inch Ordnance Survey map of North Wales was 

a source of recalling some of my experiences for the novel. A map is a piece 

of art. For me, my crumpled document is as beautiful and inspiring as many 

paintings, poems and stories of the landscape  

 

 

4.4 Locations 

 

Apart from Sloan’s home village of Hatton, I visited each of the locations in 

the novel. The importance of this became apparent to me when I heard Kate 

Mosse (Mosse, 2023) speak about “listening for the whispering of the 

landscape” and “which way the shadows fall”. This approach may have saved 

Virginia Woolf some embarrassment on the publication of To The Lighthouse 

when the Glasgow Herald made the following comment in its review of the 

book: 

 

Remoteness from the world was, of course, essential to Mrs 

Woolf’s theme. But this does not justify her action in describing a 

place which is very obviously Cornwall and calling it Skye. Having 

chosen Skye as the scene of her story she has depicted a country 

with an absurd lack of semblance to the west coast of Scotland. 

(Glasgow Herald, 1927, p. 4) 
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I chose the Conwy valley as the main location for the novel before I had 

decided the direction of the plot. My original first paragraph described Sloan’s 

childhood memory of standing on the bridge at Taly-y-Cafn as the mist came 

in with the tide. During my location visits I realised the impossibility of Sloan 

seeing the landscape I had described (see p. 102). In 1963 I spent three 

months at Caer Rhun Hall and came to know the location well. Already, I had 

a good knowledge of the Nant Francon and Llanberis passes to the west, and 

a lesser knowledge of the hills above Trefriw. The hamlet of Tyn-y-Groes is 

close by, the village Trefriw a few miles to the south, and to the north the 

towns of Conwy and Llandudno, the main road and mainline railway. It is a 

useful location for people wanting pleasant surroundings, amenities, and 

good travel services. 

 

The Channel Club is at the location of The Royal Automobile Club on Pall 

Mall, a building I have visited a few times. Le Caprice restaurant on Arlington 

Street has closed, replaced recently by the Arlington Restaurant. The 

Wolseley remains on Piccadilly. The “Grafton Bar” shows no indications that it 

is anything other than a respectable residence or office building. Brown’s 

Hotel still graces both Albermarle Street and Dover Street. Dover Yard, down  

which Sloan dashed to escape his attackers (see p. 222), is once again 

connected with Berkeley Street. I am pleased that Warrington Bank Quay 

station has improved considerably. 

 

Gwydyr Castle is south of Trefriw and a few miles from Bettws-y-Coed and 

was the home of the Wynn family for many generations. I used an imaginary 
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kitchen garden for Wynn-Jenkyns’ meeting with Rhodri (see p. 43)). The Old 

Dower House is also fictional. The idea for Wynn-Jenkyns’ experience in the 

garden there came from two unpublished short stories I wrote in 201932, and 

the tension he felt in the bothy I based on an unpublished short ghost story I 

wrote in 201833. 

 

My first visit to the Swallow Falls Hotel took place during the floods of 2007 

and I experienced a basic meal with water dripping through many of the 

ceilings, towels on windowsills and all the bedrooms unusable34. Alas, on my 

second visit in 2022 the hotel had closed and was in a state of dereliction 35. 

Due to an error of navigation, I failed to reach the top of the hill fort at Pen-y-

Gaer, but I did make the journey from Tyn-y Groes to Llanbedr-y-Cennin 

where I was able to examine at a distance the fort’s imposing position in the 

landscape. My knowledge of the fort’s geography came from Google Earth 

and archaeological articles.  

 

Compared with the magnificent peaks, and the quarrying desecration in the 

valleys to the west, the Conwy valley provided long-established settlements 

and farming, a mature river, and a gentle countryside. I made use of both 

environments to provide contrast between threats in the hills with a feeling of 

security in the valley.  

 

                                                            
32 The Door, and The Door – The Other Side; 2019 
33 The Bicycle; 2018  
34 Personal diary 25th June 2007 
35 Personal diary 27th June 2022 
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4.5 Real and mythical tragedies influencing the plot 

 

I found no evidence of recorded dark events that hung over the valley in the 

years I cover in the novel, but historical happenings have left impressions on 

the landscape. The collapse of the Dolgarrog hydroelectric dam in 1925 

destroyed part of the village and killed many people. I refer to the devastated 

part of the village and how nature had turned it into an area of peace and 

reflection.  

 

 
 
At this location in the destroyed part of Dolgarrog, Sloan heard 
the ghostly voice asking for remembrance (see p. 101). 

 

Ancient tribes settled the low hills on the west side of the valley and signs of 

their forts and settlements remain. I used the fort at Pen-y-Gaer as the scene 

of the ghostly ritual attempt to sacrifice Sloan, but there is no archaeological 

evidence that such events happened at the site. The fort was abandoned 

before the arrival of the Romans, who, in their turn, left evidence of their 

presence in roads and fortifications, including the ruins of the nearby fort at 

Caer Rhun.  
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In the novel, Gwydir Castle, near Bettws-y-Coed, features only by reference. 

According to the Victorian travel guide published by Ward, Locke & Co,  the 

name derived from “gwaed-dir” meaning “bloody land” as a result of a battle 

fought there around 610 by one Llywarch-Hen (Ward, Lock & Co, 1888, p. 

114). In the same book I discovered the story of the soul of Sir John Wynn, 

the first baronet (1553-1627) of Gwydir Castle, being trapped in the Swallow 

Falls as penance for persecuting Catholics (Ward, Lock & Co, 1888, p. 118). I 

used the mystical nature of the Swallow Falls in a number of instances in the 

novel.  

 

Following her visit to Gwydir Castle in 2021, Maxine George reported her 

experiences online. The death of a pregnant young serving woman seemed 

to originate in the 16th century and claimed the first baronet was the murderer. 

Supposedly, the body was bricked up in a fireplace, and her ghost still 

appears. Another version placed the victim as a lady in the 18th century 

(George, 2021). I have taken this myth and added a true story from my distant 

family to devise the ghostly experiences Edwyn (see pp. 48-51) and Sloan 

(see p. 151) had at the Old Dower House. 

 
I am not aware of such a property, and I devised it to continue the mystery of 

Edwyn’s and Sloan’s experiences, and the unknown event Selene had 

nearby. The ghostly happenings at Sloan’s house at Hatton (see p. 90) were 

events that took place and I recorded in my diaries whilst I lived at Longley 

Old Hall. 
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My 1992 note from which I developed the scene of the hanging  

woman at the Old Dower House (see p. 151) 

 

The power of water had special landscape significance. Perry referred to the 

fear of a dam in Confusion; Garner likened the energies in the valley to a dam 

filling and emptying; I mention the site of the Dolgarrog dam disaster in the 

novel.  In the hills above Huddersfield in 1852 the Bilberry dam collapsed37. 

Fifty years later, D. F. E. Sykes wrote of the event. The disaster happened a 

few miles from my home and caused great loss of life and destruction of homes 

and livelihoods in the Holme Valley (Sykes, 1898, pp. 327-336).  

 

 

 

                                                            
37 In 1902, Sykes published a romantic novel that included the tale of the Bilberry dam collapse. 

Available at: https://gutenberg.org/cachet/epub/54121 
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4.6 Strange happenings and local folklore  

 

In an article by C. M. Rosens, I was surprised to learn that the red dragon had 

to fight for its dominance with a white dragon. According to (Rosens, 2022) 

the red dragon represented the Welsh, and the white dragon symbolised 

invading West Saxons. The red dragon won the fight that took place in the 

area of Beddgelert, some miles to the southwest of Tyn-y-Groes. Looking 

further into ancient tales I came across the story of the Coraniaid who, 

according to The Mabinogion, were the first of three plagues that befell Britain 

and are mentioned in Here is the Story of Llud and Llevelys. They were 

defeated by being sprinkled with charmed water (Guest, 1848, pp. 154-156). I 

mention the Coraniaid and the battle between the red and the white dragons 

in the novel (see p. 102). 

 

When I spent time climbing I came to know well the area around Tryfan and 

the lakes at the top of the Nant Ffancon Pass. Llyn Idwal is a small lake in a 

dark cwm that has the name of Devil’s Kitchen (Twll Dhu) (Mysterious Britain, 

2018a). Prince Idwal (son of King Owain ap Cynan) drowned in the lake due 

to the negligence of a guardian (see p. 137). In his book, Graham Watkins 

provides a more embellished version of the story (Watkins, 2012, pp. 91-93). 

 

Llyn Ogwen was the location where Sir Bedivere cast Excalibur to the Lady of 

the Lake after the battle of Camlann, and upon Tryfan Sir Bedivere has his 

final resting place. Ward, Lock & Co made no mention of either tale. It is 

interesting that (Watkins, 2012, pp. 89-90) states Sir Bedivere cast Excalibur 



463 
 

into Llyn Llydaw and his resting place is “Mount Llydaw”, as no such mountain 

exists. Sir Bedivere possibly awaits the return of Arthur, with Arthur’s 

remaining followers, in the safety of Lliwedd mountain. 

 

When I was a child my family occasionally stayed at Pen-y-Bont farm just 

outside the hamlet of Penmachno (see p. 265). Recently, I discovered the 

story of the gwiber that once terrorised the countryside thereabouts. The 

Welsh word for viper is gwiber and the mythological reptile was described by 

Pollyanna Jones as a giant snake that ate the fish and the livestock. Although 

the villagers took steps to kill it the creature escaped and was not seen again 

(Jones, 2023). The story in more or less the same form is recorded by 

(Watkins, 2012, p. 82). 

 

 

4.7 The malevolence of The Old Dower House 

 

I mention the imaginary building in a number of places in the novel. Ancient 

rumours provided unproven tales of its evil nature. Possibly, the 16th century 

Sir John Wynn was the basis of the myth for murdering a pregnant serving 

girl, and for the persecution of Catholics in the late Tudor period.  

 

I suggest the influence of the Old Dower House is a source of discord. Rhodri, 

the old gardener, (see p. 48) may have acted as an enticer who persuaded 

Edwyn to work at the building. Edwyn noticed a sensation of decay on seeing 

Rhodri’s kitchen garden. This feeling intensified when he saw the collapsing 
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Old Dower House, disused tools, dirt and cobwebs in the bothy, the stagnant 

pond, and overgrown wilderness in the wood. The place scared Edwyn and 

he felt horror and fear. He found an ancient doorway in the garden wall and 

heard children singing. Rhodri denied there was a door in the wall but warned 

him not to go through doors he did find (see p. 48). Later, Edwyn found the 

garden door partly open, but the threat of a thunderstorm took him to shelter 

in the bothy. He heard sobbing from The Old Dower House, saw the 

apparition and collapsed (see p. 50). His life changed from that point. The 

decay and dereliction of the house warned of death and destruction. Within 

normal limits, rain meant survival. Too much water flowing over the Falls 

disturbed the balance of energies and the evil could rise from the depths, as 

happened to the teenage Selene and most probably to Edwyn on the day of 

his death. The Old Dower House drew in Edwyn, Selene, and Sloan at the 

time of threatened storms. Selene and Sloan survived indicating they had 

some form of protection that Edwyn did not have. In time, Nature will destroy 

The Old Dower House, but its evil energies will remain embedded in the land 

to continue its search for victims. 

 

 

4.8 The Mabinogion 

 

Charlotte Guest used medieval Welsh sources to produce her translation of 

The Mabinogion (Guest, 1848) The book contained twelve stories; in her 

Introduction, Guest recognised that some of these had European influences. 

She pointed out the earlier stories contained “few allusions to Norman 
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customs, manners, arts, arms, and luxuries”. The later stories were full of 

such allusions and ecclesiastical references, because they, “probably 

migrated from Wales, and were brought back and re-translated after an 

absence of centuries, with a load of Norman additions” (Guest, 1848, p. vi).  

 

Guest mentioned an argument “in favour of the high antiquity in Wales of 

many of the Mabinogion,” (Guest, 1848, p. vii). The argument pointed out that 

many Saxon names frequently included an indication of a location. By 

contrast, many Welsh names commemorated events, “real or supposed”. She 

gave examples of the latter as, “The Lake of the Maidens” (“Llyn Y Morwyion”) 

and “The Ford of the Grave” (“Rhyd y Bedd”) (Guest, 1848, p. vii). In my novel 

I refer to the “Swallow Falls” on a number of occasions. The English name 

results from a mistranslation from the Welsh – the correct translation is “The 

Foaming Waterfall”. 

 

The stories were full of great deeds, love affairs, deceit, murder, battles, 

magic, and massacres. The knights tended to be brave and faced great 

challenges; women were maidens, and the “fairest”; old men were “hoary”, 

and youths were yellow-haired. Landscape descriptions inclined to be short 

and lacking details.  

 

The writers often overdramatised descriptions, particularly of women. In The 

Lady of the Fountain (the first story in the book) the following is how the writer 

described twenty four damsels: 
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And this I tell thee, Kai, that the least fair of them was fairer than 

the fairest maid thou hast ever beheld in the Island of Britain, and 

the least lovely of them was more lovely than Gwenhwyvar, the wife 

of Arthur… (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 10) 

 

This form was the usual way of describing women, yet the writer of Peredur - 

The Son of Evrawc provided a weird, lengthy, and critical portrait of a “black, 

curly-headed maiden”, the form of which I did not find repeated in the rest of 

the book: 

 

High cheeks had she, and a face lengthened downwards, and a 

short nose with distended nostrils. And one eye was piercing 

mottled grey, and the other was as black as jet, deep-sunk in her 

head. And her teeth were long and yellow, more yellow were they 

than the flower of the broom. And her stomach rose from the 

breast-bone, higher than her chin. And her back was in the shape 

of a crook, and her legs were large and bony. And her figure was 

very thin and spare, except her feet and her legs, which were of 

huge size (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 44). 

 

This black maiden may have had mystical powers, but where they came from 

the author did not reveal. She chastised Peredur in a number of places, and 

her function may have been to encourage the knight in quests, particularly the 

slaying of the sorceresses of Gloucester. At the end of the story, the writer 
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revealed that the black woman was a “yellow-haired youth” who was a cousin 

of Peredur (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 49). 

 

Typically, knights dressed in fine clothes. Arthur’s servant was described as, 

“a red, rough, ill-favoured man, having red whiskers with bristly hairs”  

(The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 104). Some authors described buildings in detail 

that provided a good indication of the station of the occupants. The following 

extract came from The Dream of Rhonabwy and reminded me of the distress 

and desolation Wynn-Jenkyns and Sloan would have experienced at the Old 

Dower House: 

 

And when they came near to the house they saw an old hall, very 

black and having an upright gable, whence issued a great smoke; 

and on entering they found the floor full of puddles and mounds; 

and it was difficult to stand thereon, so slippery was it with the mire 

of cattle. And where the puddles were, a man might go up to his 

ankles in water and dirt (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 100). 

 

Descriptions of landscapes tended to be brief; the extract that follows came 

from the exploits of Peredur: 

 

And he journeyed two days and two nights into the woody 

wilderness, and in desert places, without food and without drink. 

And then he came to a vast wild wood, and far within the wood he 
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saw a fair even glade, and in the glade he saw a tent, and the tent 

seeming to him to be a church,… (The Mabinogion, 1848, p. 26)  

 

 

4.9 Conclusion 

 

Landscape and landscape history were important to me when I was younger, 

and I climbed and walked in the mountains. As I concluded this chapter, I 

started to assess which of the landscapes I experienced had left the deepest 

impression on me. I assumed it would be the mountains of North Wales but 

as I reflected more carefully I recalled a much deeper experience I had in 

what was then the county of Cumberland. P. H. Reaney suggested the name 

derived from the “land of the Cymry, or the Welsh” (Reaney, 1960, p. 69). 

 

On a misty morning in June 1960, I made a solitary climb of Great Gable. As I 

rested on the summit the increasing heat warmed the fells, and a gentle 

breeze started to clear a view in front of me. For just a few moments, far 

below me, I saw Wast Water, the whole of Wasdale, and on to the distant sea. 

It was an ethereal landscape that had no human elements in it and no 

sounds, something beyond my experience. It seemed like a mirage, a fantasy, 

caused by heat, mist, and light interacting with each other. And then it was 

gone and the human influence returned with faint distant voices and the 

bleating of sheep. 
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Many years later I wrote a short poem about the experience, the last lines of 

which are:38 

 

Here I can lie in solitude and peace, 

And see the eagle soar in graceful glide, 

From life of stress this is my true release, 

And from this spot let Heaven be my guide. 

Then stumbling, bumbling, tumbling down the scree, 

I reach Wasdale Head before the end of tea. 

 

Although I have had wonderful experiences in the Welsh mountains nothing 

compared with those moments on Great Gable. Even on the summit of Tryfan 

with its beautiful panoramas, the busy A5 trunk road intrudes into the 

landscape as it winds on to Holyhead.  

 

Before commencing the degree, I had not conceptualised the importance 

landscape had on my early life and the influences that remained with me. At 

school, my interest in geography and geology led me to scouting, from where 

I learn the early skills that took me to hiking and climbing. This helped me 

obtain basics of “reading” British landscapes, initially from Ordnance Survey 

maps and then from seeing history in physical signs. I find I still do it, but 

many of my skills have left me. 

 

                                                            
38 The Fells. Robin Gallagher, 2015 
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I have confidence that Nature will continue to recover from the damage it 

receives and that our landscapes will adjust to cope with past and future 

pressures, and will continue to provide the source of literature, myths and 

legends. As the Devil  told Lolly Willowes about Paddington railway goods 

yard, “Once a wood, always a wood” (Warner, 1926, p. 150). 
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Chapter 5 

Conclusion 

 

 

In 2020, when I set out the objectives of my proposed research, I did not 

foresee that the path I would follow would have many alterations in direction 

due to re-thinking my ideas and topics to study. My original intention was to 

examine the influence of primogeniture on recent literature, and to write a 

novel that explored a modern version of the topic. I had the theme of the 

novel in my mind and by learning from academic research and developing a 

more instinctual form of writing, I found that I had more to contribute to the 

thesis than these topics alone. 

 

An important matter I discovered during my research was how what seemed 

unconnected experiences provided me with the sources and insight to write 

the exegesis and the novel. For example, I had an interest in primogeniture 

and female equality; I loved mountains and landscapes; I kept a detailed 

diary; I had read some local folklore; I had knowledge of old buildings, and in 

June 2007 I drove through the severe storms that hit the high passes of 

Snowdonia. It was an important lesson to learn. I used all of the above topics 

in developing the plot of the novel.  

 

Modern examples of what I see as attitudes of primogeniture appear both 

explicitly and implicitly in the diaries. To a significant extent, the diaries helped 

to indicate the approach I should take with the novel and the direction of my 
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research. By the end of the novel the women of the Wynn-Jenkyns family 

appeared to have gained dominance, but male sibling dissent remained 

providing a worry of future disagreements. Possibly, this is what women in 

general have to contend with until the intolerances of the past have filtered 

out of society. Whether the new managers of the business achieve success in 

running the company will depend not only on their business skills, but by 

recognising the need for fairness for all members of the family.  

 

Gerry Robinson wrote, “What was then challenging – and potentially 

explosive – was the unfolding process of working out and communicating the 

often unpalatable solutions”, (Robinson, 2004, p. 7). Unless it is managed 

well, a change of ownership or management of a family business can be a 

dangerous matter.  

 

The twin brothers Sir Frederick and Sir David Barclay made fortunes by 

working together. Their assets included the Telegraph Media Group, The Ritz 

Hotel in London, and the Yodel delivery business. Disagreements between 

their children resulted in Court cases and the sale of assets (BBC News, 

2020), and one branch of the family taking effective control. Some disputes 

continue. 

 

In §3.5.4 (see pp. 412-415), I reviewed All Change (Howard, 2013), a novel 

that replicated to some extent the traumas the family suffered after the death 

of Edwyn. In the case of the Cazelet family, complacency provided the main 

contribution to the failure of the business. For the Wynn-Jenkyns family, the 
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arrogance and lack of foresight of the patriarch put the business at risk. A 

feature of both families was the founders’ failure to show wisdom, sagacity, 

and prescience to prepare the second generation for taking over control. I 

have come across this situation in first generation family companies. 

 

From my research, I formed the opinion that injustice, (particularly against 

women), family disputes, inheritance, and landscapes make attractive 

subjects for plots in novels. There are opportunities to include twists and 

turns, unusual deaths, tax evasion and avoidance, thieving accountants, 

unscrupulous solicitors, manipulative guardians, bullying parents, 

disappointed heirs, return of an unknown child, and countless tragedies.  

 

The world will always have opportunists and scoundrels like Dempster who 

are intent of exploiting weaknesses in people and businesses. Some may be 

obvious; others may appear as trustworthy and knowledgeable. The pleasure 

for readers comes from identifying with the protagonist, antagonist, or 

possibly some other character, and following the successes, failures, fears, 

joys, and a host of other emotions until the ending provides the result they 

anticipated. 

 

Add to these the ramification of the taxation system, unravelling complicated 

estates, investigations by police and tax authorities, and authors have a large 

pool of combinations for their stories. At one time these matters may only 

have applied to wealthy estates, but improved prosperity and increases in 

taxation have brought the hurt within the scope of moderately affluent 
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families. Included within this, the love and fear of landscapes are embedded 

in the consciousness of both writers and readers and will remain so.  

 

Whilst interest in inheritance will continue as a theme in novels I believe that 

my research indicates that (Jamoussi, 1999, p. 3) was correct in his 

statement that primogeniture had ceased to be seen as a major topic in 

modern novels. On the penultimate page of his book, he made the following 

comment, “By giving priority and pre-eminence to the individual, the novel 

could not avoid calling into question the patriarchal family and the inheritance 

laws which ensured its continuity”, (Jamoussi, 1999, p. 264). Jamoussi 

concluded that the novel represented an aspiration that ran ahead of history. 

By implication, the novel contributed to the movements that produced 

changes to the laws of inheritance and recognised the need to establish the 

rights of women at the same level as those of men.  

 

Although it was not clear to me during the early development of A Secret Shy 

and Cold, I had adopted Jamoussi’s view of individual “aspiration” as a thread 

that flowed throughout the novel. I moved my characters from what he 

described as “the patrilineal family” and “the patriarchal family” to what he 

called “conjugal family” (Jamoussi, 1999, p. 265). The point of change came 

from a calamity – the death of the patriarch. This provided my characters with 

the chance to use their voices, to be heard and to be listened to.  

 

Selene was the only member of the family who stood up to her father, and 

receiving no satisfaction and having no power she made a career elsewhere. 
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The remaining family members were resentful, and intimidated by the father. 

The protagonist, Sloan, had no powers but his persuasive abilities and 

influence created the catalyst that brought the change. 

 

Having created the potential of a newly united family, I recognised discord 

remained. However, their disagreements should not be confused with the 

prejudice that existed previously and which I had removed in the story. I gave 

the characters the power and the opportunity to develop their attitudes and 

abilities in positive ways and left the choices to each of them. 

 

In my opinion, the changes to the systems of franchise and primogeniture 

have removed the topics from the modern literary mind, except for those 

authors carrying out historical research. With this has gone most of the 

prejudice against younger sons. However, prejudice against females remains 

as a vexing topic that changes in legislation have failed to resolve fully, which 

I suggest is due to a millennium of primogeniture having engrained such 

attitudes within the population. There is much to do before women achieve 

equal status with men in this country. I hope no male will repeat the sixty-five 

years of my employment in which I did not have a female more senior to me. I 

surmise Kenny would be disappointed that although times are changed not 

everything are changed with them. 

 

As Isobel Tinsley pointed out (see also p. 358), The Law of Property Act, 

1925, “established for the first time legal equality of property rights in an 

English family”, (Tinsley, 2025). It was the first in a series of important 
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constitutional changes over the following century that gradually moved 

women closer to obtaining the same rights as men. We shall never know fully 

the aspirations of the reformers in 1875 as they struggled to achieve the 

passing of the Married Women’s Property Act, 1882. I surmise they would 

have been delighted with the changes but disappointed with the speed of 

reform. 

 

Mary Beard provided appropriate words to conclude this exegesis: 

 

We have to be more reflective about what power is, what it is for, 

and how it is measured. To put it another way, if women are not 

perceived to be fully within the structures of power, surely it is 

power we need to redefine rather than women.  

(Beard, 2017, p. 83) 

______________________________  
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