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Port Out...
The bridge rumbled hollowly - woodenly - as the two-
car diesel  train started across it.   A young woman 
with remarkably red hair sat by one of the seaward 
windows  in  order  to  obtain  the  best  views  as  the 
train  worked  its  way  northwards  along  the 
Cambrian coast.  On her left a broad isthmus of pale 
sand and scrubby  sea grass stretched out  between 
her and the ocean, terminating in what might once 
have been an insignificant island.  She could make 
out distant cars moving along the track out by the 
shoreline  that  gave  holidaymakers  access  to  that 
natural playground.  Coming into view now was the 
broad mouth of  the river that the bridge spanned, 
and beyond that - where the train was headed - lay 
Barmouth,  its quays nest to a multitude of  motley 
small boats.

As  the  train  progressed  across  that  long  bridge  a 
second vista opened out on the young woman's right 
hand side, where the broad river valley breached the 
mountain  defences;  she  leaned  across  for  a  better 
view.   Steep  wooded  slopes  tumbled  to  the  wide 
wetlands of the estuary, while behind rose the tiered 
scenery  of  the  craggy  sage  and  slate  coloured 
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mountains  of  southern  Snowdonia.   This  was  her 
first  sight  of  those  mountains,  among  which  she 
would be spending the next few months.

Once it passed Barmouth the train would continue 
along the coast - interrupted by only a few isolated 
halts - to Harlech, where the young woman would be 
met by her new employer and taken to her new 
home and place of work.  This had a funny Welsh 
name (strangely spelt to her way of thinking, 
anyhow), one that she could never quite remember. 
She took a folded letter from her handbag and 
smoothed it open upon her lap, partly to reassure 
herself that she had correctly interpreted the 
instructions.  Yes, all was correct.  And that hard to 
remember name?  Here it was: Myrddin-ddu.
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Arthur  Mowe's Diary : 8th June

Pain!   Just one, all  consuming pain to begin with, 
but  gradually  differentiating  itself  into  numerous 
lesser aches, stabs, smarts and soreness, distributed 
fairly  democratically  about  my  person.   As  the 
suffering became less overwhelming, other aspects of 
my situation began to register.  I was lying in a bed, 
a functional, metal framed bed in a small room; the 
drab Spartan décor and a faint but pervasive smell of 
disinfectant suggested that I was in a hospital.

I tried to remember what had happened to me in the 
hope that it would explain where I was and why I 
was there (or rather, here); it seemed preferable to 
making  any  attempt  to  explore  my  surroundings, 
which  would  require  movement.   I  could  recall 
nothing  helpful,  so  I  abandoned  that  exercise  and 
reverted to reviewing what I could remember.

I knew who I was, which - I suppose - was a good 
start.  My name is Arthur Gordon Mowe, giving me 
the meaningful initials, AGM (a small plus as no-one 
seems able to take my name seriously!).  I'm thirty-
two  years  old,  and  I  like  listening  to  the  radio, 
mainly  Radio  4  and  sometimes  Radio  3.   This  is 
hardly a staggeringly important aspect of my life, but 
it  was  one  of  the first  facts  to  surface,  so  I  let  it 
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remain;  it  was  soon  joined  by  others  as  I  pieced 
together my identity.

A brief  outline.  I  work as a manager (only a very 
junior manager) for one of the public  utilities, and 
share a comfortable suburban semi on the southern 
outskirts  of  London  with my parents.   I've always 
lived at home; as the only child of indulgent parents 
there's never really been any incentive to leave!  My 
main hobbies are reading (largely non-fiction and a 
few  critically  acclaimed  novels)  and  walking,  but 
history is not far behind in the race, together with 
myths and folklore.   I  also like art cinema, ethnic 
food and old steam engines.  I hate all sports, mass 
entertainment, advertising and hype.

Add to the hate list, package holidays.  My idea of the 
perfect holiday is a simple B&B somewhere a little 
off the beaten track, with loads of natural scenery, 
good walking, and maybe a preserved steam railway 
or two.  All this preferably shared with a like-minded 
female  companion,  though  that  rarely  happens! 
Somewhere  like  North  Wales  (out  of  high  season) 
would be perfect, having the added attraction of its 
great storehouse of myth and legend.

At  that  point  in  the  recollection  process  I 
remembered  that  I  was  currently  on  a  walking 
holiday  in  that  very  part  of  the  world,  an  item I 
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grabbed quickly in case it attempted to escape.  It 
was, I judged, the most recent fact that I'd managed 
to dredge up from my murky memory and I hoped it 
might lead me to the information I required.  Was it 
possible that I'd  fallen while walking in the Welsh 
mountains?   I  put  up  that  hypothesis  in  the hope 
that it would spark a reaction, but nothing sparked. 
For all I knew, I might have been trampled by the 
oversized extras during the shooting of a film about 
Hannibal!

I'm not very good at humour; jokes don't rolls off the 
tongue  when  you  stutter,  which  I  tend  to  do, 
especially when I'm embarrassed.  And I always get 
embarrassed when telling jokes because I know I'm 
no good at it; it's a viscous circle.  But at least I could 
try  entertaining  myself  with one  or  two.   I  had  a 
captive audience!

I  was  interrupted  then  by  the  arrival  of  a  nurse, 
confirming that I was in hospital.  She breezed into 
the  room and  asked  me  how I  was  feeling  in  the 
jauntily  mechanical  fashion  that  shop  assistants 
assume to exhort you to, “Have a nice day!”  I asked 
her what had happened to me, and after consulting 
the chart on the foot of my bed, she told me.

“You have compound fractures to both your left leg 
and left forearm, simple fractures to your left collar 
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bone and two ribs, and hairline fractures to your jaw 
and  pelvis,  plus  some  minor  internal  injuries  and 
extensive bruising.”

No wonder I didn't feel like moving!  She was unable 
to  enlighten me as to  the cause of  my unpleasant 
condition, however, concentrating instead upon my 
material  well-being  (very  properly,  I  considered!). 
She offered me something to help with the pain and 
discomfort,  though  not  until  the  duty  doctor  had 
seen me.  She was able to tell me that I was still in 
Wales, so 'the fall while walking' theory still seemed 
the best bet.

I should have put money on it!  The doctor arrived 
shortly afterwards; at least, I assumed that she was 
the doctor - a sophisticatedly attractive Asian woman 
wearing a white coat and an air of authority - though 
I  was  a  little  suspicious  as  she  didn't  have  a 
stethoscope draped around her neck.  She did ask me 
how I felt as if genuinely interested in the reply.

“I f-feel awful!” I'm unable to lie to a doctor, even 
when she's attractively female.  “W-what happened 
to me?”

“You were found unconscious in the mountains near 
Llanbedr. It seems most likely that you had a bad fall 
while  walking.   You  were  wearing  walking  boots. 
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You were fortunate, Mr Mowe, you're injuries might 
have been much worse.”

That  was  supposed  to  soothe  the  pain?   She  was 
evidently  a  belle  dam  sans  merci!   “I  c-can't 
remember anything about it.”

“That's not unusual.  A severe shock often destroys 
short term memories before they can be transferred 
to  more  durable  long  term  memory.   You  will 
probably never recall the actual fall itself, but most 
of  the  events  leading  up  to  it  should  return  with 
time.  What is your last memory?”

“C-coming on holiday to Wales.  I c-can't remember 
anything after that.”

She reiterated her belief that I would - eventually - 
recover most of my memories and turned to go.  She 
stopped and turned back.

“I'm sorry about your beard, Mr Mowe.  We had to 
shave you to examine the injuries to your jaw.”

I was mildly shocked, as if she had told me that she 
had been forced to amputate a limb.  I had no idea 
until that moment that my beard had gone – it's not 
something you can see without a mirror - and I had 
lived with it for the best part of ten years.
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After further thought, however, I reconciled myself 
to the idea that it was time for a change.  Apart from 
saving me a little time in the mornings by not having 
to shave, my beard had failed dismally in its main 
purpose of  convincing eligible young women that I 
was an intelligent, mature individual; maybe a lean, 
clean-shaven chin would bring me more success!  I'd 
always  thought  that  a  good  beard  (not  those  silly 
little pretensions to hirsuteness that some men wear 
on  the  end  of  their  chins)  was  the  badge  of  an 
intellectual, but mine - which had been a good bushy 
specimen - had seemed to put girls off  rather than 
convince  them  of  my  amazing  mental  (and  by 
association,  sexual)  prowess.   Could  it  be  that  the 
majority  of  women were  more  like  men than they 
cared  to  admit,  and  what  a  prospective  mate  had 
between his ears was less important than what he 
had between his legs?  I decided that now was a good 
opportunity to put this to the test by assuming the 
guise of a well-hung smoothie.

For some reason that last thought evoked a mental 
echo,  not  unlike  the  half  glimpsed  memory  of 
something  seen or  heard  a  long  time ago.   Was it 
important?  I couldn't quite see how.

The excitement of that morning had worn me out, 
but the rest I needed seemed unforthcoming as my 
injuries made me feel as if I was trying to sleep on a 
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bed of nails.  Eventually the nurse came to my aid 
with  a  sleeping  pill  that  not  only  made  me  feel 
drowsy but  also  chased away the pain;  it  was still 
there  but  somehow  remote,  as  if  it  belonged  to 
someone else.  They were welcome to it!

I slept for quite a while; it was dark when I awoke, 
with a severe start and a lingering sense of dread.  I 
had surfaced from a disturbing  nightmare and lay 
for a few minutes shivering and gasping in relief.  It 
had  been  a  classic  nightmare,  such  as  I  had 
occasionally  experienced  in  my  childhood  but  not 
since.   The  subject  matter  had  not  been  at  all 
frightening -  almost comic, in fact -  but the whole 
dream  had  been  imbued  with  a  claustrophobic 
atmosphere of menace.  It had featured a Punch and 
Judy show, though I could remember little about it 
except for Punch tussling with the devil,  but I did 
recall  that it  had been updated,  much as they add 
pop songs and topical jokes to pantomimes.  Punch 
had been dressed in a black evening suit rather than 
his  traditional  red,  and  Judy  had  not  been  a 
downtrodden housewife but a real 'Judy', wearing a 
sexy little number that had displayed - when she had 
flicked her stuffed fabric  legs over the edge of  the 
stage to perch there provocatively - pink thighs and 
fishnet stockings!
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Why should I dream of such things?  I had no idea, 
though the image of Punch's fight with the devil did 
seem to hint at memories that lay just out of reach. 
As I've already mentioned, folk tales and legends are 
an  interest  of  mine,  and  whenever  I  go  away  on 
holiday I read all the books I can lay my hands on 
that refer to the myths and folklore of  the district 
I'm about to visit.  Perhaps the incident in my dream 
had  been  sparked  off  by  one  of  these.   I  let  my 
stream of consciousness run undammed for a while 
to see where it might lead and - Bingo! - it lead me 
exactly  where  I  had expected,  to  one  of  the many 
local legends.

It  concerned  a  medieval  castle  lost  in  time.   The 
owner  of  the  castle  -  a  Norman  knight  named 
Gaspard d'Molyneaux - had been one of those helping 
to subjugate the Welsh around Harlech.  He had also 
been a closet Satanist, who had managed somehow to 
trick  the  devil  into  granting  him immortality.   In 
revenge,  His  Diabolic  Majesty  had  cast  a  ring  of 
enchantment  around  the  castle,  preventing 
d'Molyneaux from ever leaving it and hiding it from 
the rest of the world.  Like many such legends, it had 
acquired over the centuries an accretion of  related 
folk tales, primarily about locals who chanced upon 
the castle and its cursed inhabitant, still dabbling in 
the black arts in an attempt to break free from his 
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eternal  incarceration.   Such  were  the  stories  told 
about Myrddin-ddu.

Myrddin-ddu!

Why did that name resonate in the dark waters of 
my amnesia like the tolling of a submerged cathedral 
bell?  Had it some connection with my accident?  It 
seemed unlikely.  I peered down earnestly into those 
murky waters, trying to make sense of the indistinct 
forms that lurked down there, out of reach.

Then, like an inquisitive fish,  one swam up to the 
surface  and  I  was able  to  grab  it.   It  was  smile  - 
nothing  more  -  but  I  knew  at  once  that  it  was 
important.   The  mouth  was  familiar,  a  young 
woman's lips curved into a smile of good humoured 
affection;  any  young  woman  who  smiled  at  me 
affectionately had to  be  important!   I  struggled to 
reconstruct a face around that attractive smile, but 
like the Cheshire cat's grin it remained obstinately 
disembodied.  Could it have belonged to the 'Judy' in 
my dream?

I doubted that; women of that type don't turn me on. 
From what I've read, and overheard other men going 
on  about,  I've  deduced  that  I'm  abnormal;  what 
excites most men just doesn't work for me.  I like my 
women  au  naturel,  and  must  be  the  only  straight 
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man  in  Britain  who's  not  sexually  aroused  by 
suspenders and stockings!

Which  brought  me back to  my perennial  problem: 
my marked lack of success with the opposite sex.  In 
this age of feminism the ideal man - if what I've read 
is to be believed - is one who's caring and sensitive, 
reasonably domesticated, and doesn't treat women as 
sex objects.  With all  due modesty, that could be a 
description  of  me,  yet  my  experience  at  parties  is 
that girls tend to go for macho types into booze, fast 
cars and football, who know a woman's place (in the 
kitchen or between the sheets), who can't cook and 
wouldn't  be  seen  dead  ironing,  and  who  leer  over 
page three!  It's clearly one of the great mysteries of 
the universe, one that I'm quite unable to fathom.

I dozed for a while then, probably an after effect of 
the drugs I'd been given, though I remember that on 
the few occasions that I'd previously been bedridden 
by illness I  tended to sleep a lot more than usual. 
Not feeling fit enough to sit up and read or write, or 
drive  myself  mad  with  pocket  solitaire,  the 
alternative  to  snoozing  was  to  lie  staring  at  the 
ceiling and thinking.  When a great chunk of your 
memory  is  missing,  that  can  prove  rather 
frustrating.
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As soon as my eyes closed - it seemed - I had plunged 
back into the sinister world  of  my nightmare,  and 
though  I  was  now  wide  awake  again,  the  after-
images  lingered  very  strongly,  intruding  upon  the 
mundane reality of the hospital environment like the 
retinal impression following a brilliant flash.  I had 
been in a dark old house where I was being attacked 
by Mr Punch, not wielding his customary stick but 
instead  a  huge  axe.   Needless  to  say,  I'd  been 
terrified, but what disturbed me now was the image's 
refusal  to fade away;  it  remained clear and bright 
like a real memory.

It dawned on me then - and almost had me calling 
for  the bed pan -  that it  was a memory,  that this 
caricature  Punch  figure  had  actually  attacked  me 
with an axe and had been instrumental in my fall. 
Which had not been an accident at all!  Now that my 
brain had found something to latch on to, it began - 
piece by piece - to complete the mental jigsaw of the 
incidents immediately prior to my 'fall', and the more 
of it I saw the less I liked it.

Then that smile rose to the surface once more, and 
this  time  a  face  started  to  coalesce  around  it:  a 
determined  jawline,  a  finely  chiselled  nose,  candid 
blue eyes that joined in the smile.  It was a face that I 
knew.  Admired.  Loved?  She was very important to 
me, that much I recalled, and I had an unpleasantly 
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strong suspicion that she had been involved in some 
way in whatever had caused my fall (some innocent 
way,  I  hasten  to  add).   But  where  was  she  now? 
What had happened to her?

Suddenly, like a mental avalanche, that final scene 
rushed in on me - complete in every terrifying detail 
- and swept me with it in a rush of violent emotion.  I 
saw her spinning sickeningly on the end of a rope, 
saw the deformed old man rearing over me with a 
great axe, knew the sharp fear of death.  Out of all 
this rose her name, forcing itself from me in a cry of 
anguish.

“Ginger!”
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BOOK 1

The Dark Secret
of Myrddin-ddu

A Gothic Romance
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I

She had known the minute she saw it pull into the 
castle square - it was so much in keeping with the 
rest of the events of that trying afternoon - known 
that the battered old banger of a car belonged to her 
new  employer,  Mr.  Jasper  Marlow.   It  had  been 
almost  the  last  straw  and  might  have  proved  too 
much for some girls, but Ginger was cast in a more 
durable mould.

She  had  been  christened  Millicent,  which  she 
detested,  especially  when  relatives  insisted  upon 
shortening it to Milly!  So she had willingly embraced 
her  nickname,  Ginger,  the  reason for  that  epithet 
obvious upon sight.  Apart from that beacon of light 
red  curls  her  appearance,  height  and  build  were 
comfortingly average; her face initially seemed pretty 
-  with  startling  blue  eyes  that  even  managed  to 
compete  with  her  hair  for  attention  -  but  closer 
examination of her features revealed that her nose 
and chin were a little too angular, and her mouth a 
shade  too  firm  and  wide.   Handsome  was  the 
description that sprang to mind then, which suited 
Ginger very well; 'pretty' and 'sweet' were adjectives 
that she disliked - especially when applied to herself - 
almost as much as she hated her name.
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Her troubles had begun that afternoon as soon as 
she had stepped from the train at Harlech station, 
nearly an hour before she was due to be collected. 
That  had  not  worried  her,  allowing  her  an 
opportunity to look around the historic  little town 
with its famous castle.  The latter stood high on a 
great promontory that almost overhung the station, 
and  Ginger  had  quickly  discovered  that  the  town 
centre - and the castle square where she was to be 
met - were up there with the castle!

It had been a struggle up to the town with her large 
suitcase,  weekend  bag,  handbag  and  laptop 
computer; by the time she had got there she had felt 
in  need  of  refreshment  and  had  staggered  into  a 
small bakery and tea-shop overlooking the square.  It 
had been there that the weirdest and most unsettling 
incident of the day (so far!) had occurred.

She had just finished her tea and a Welsh tea cake, 
and  sat  gazing  from  the  window  at  the  medieval 
grandeur  of  the  castle's  imposing  high  barbican 
behind the parked cars in the square - thinking that 
she had, on balance, made the right choice with her 
life - when a wild eyed young man with a stammer 
had accosted her.

"G-Ginger!  What are you d-doing here?"
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"Do I  know you?"  She had been severely startled, 
certain that she had never before met him, though 
he  evidently  knew  her  name  (or,  at  least,  her 
nickname).

"D-don't you r-recognise me?  M-Mervyn Dee!"

Thoroughly  disconcerted,  she  had  assumed  the 
protection of a no-nonsense mask.  "I've never seen 
you  before!   Please  go  away,  I'm  late  for  an 
appointment with my new employer."

The young man had reeled back, almost as if she had 
physically  assaulted  him.   Ginger  had  hastily 
gathered  up  her  belongings  to  leave;  heads  had 
begun - surreptitiously -  to turn in their direction. 
She  had  quickly  fumbled  some small  change  from 
her handbag as a tip and had struggled towards the 
door, but before she had escaped the strange young 
man had confronted her once more.

"I know you d-don't re-recognise me b-b-but p-please 
listen t-t-to  me!"   His  stammer had worsened  and 
had  rendered  his  speech  virtually  unintelligible  to 
Ginger.  Not that she had been listening to what he 
had been trying to say, keen only to get away.

"Leave me alone!  Stop pestering me!"
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At the sound of her raised voice the other occupants 
of  that small shop had dropped all  pretence of not 
listening  and  the  young  man  had  flushed  crimson 
with embarrassment, spluttering to a halt.  Ginger 
had left and hurried across the square, fearing that 
he  would  pursue  her,  but  had  managed  to  hide 
herself  among  the  parked  cars  before  he  had 
emerged.  Having scanned the square - presumably 
seeking her - he'd finally marched off down the hill 
towards the station and Ginger had breathed a sigh 
of relief.   But in the mildly nauseous aftermath of 
their  confrontation  something  of  the  sense  of  the 
young  man's  stammered  exhortation  had  filtered 
into her consciousness.  He had been - it seemed to 
Ginger as she had thought back upon the incident - 
urging her to return home rather than take up her 
new post.

Ginger had shrugged off the warning - its deliverer 
had obviously been slightly cuckoo - but it had all left 
her  feeling  a  little  unsettled,  and  the  arrival  of 
Marlow's  antique  vehicle  had  almost  finished  her. 
She was no authority on cars - unlike Richard, her 
fiancé - but she had realised at once that it was an 
extremely old model, probably pre-war.  It was not a 
Rolls-Royce  -  it  did  not  boast  the  Greek  temple 
radiator - but it was of that ilk and had paraded past 
the other parked cars with something of the faintly 
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pathetic  haughtiness  of  a  once  beautiful  film  star 
who  has tried  to  combat the ravages of  time with 
extravagant  cosmetics  (in  this  instance  lined 
coachwork  and  tasselled  curtains  in  the  back 
windows).

As the driver  had  parked  the vehicle  and  climbed 
out, Ginger had been overtaken by a mildly alarming 
sense  of  unreality.   Attired  in  full  black  uniform, 
complete  with  peaked  cap  and  high  boots,  the 
chauffeur  was  a  small,  slim  Indian  who  had 
approached Ginger and actually bowed slightly.

"Miss Harker, I presume?"

Ginger  had  admitted  that  fact,  determined  to 
maintain a sober expression.

"I am Mr Marlow's manservant and chauffeur.  I am 
pleased to be meeting you.  Allow me to take your 
cases - I insist - and please to step this way."

Allowing herself  to be shepherded into the back of 
the old car, which was comfortable enough, if a little 
musty, and separated from the driver's compartment 
by a sliding glass screen, Ginger had been amused to 
consider that her grandmother - after whom she had 
been named - would not have felt it amiss if she had 
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been met in this fashion on her visit to India as a 
young woman.

So  here  she  was  -  Millicent  the  granddaughter  - 
being taken in an ancient motor car along a narrow, 
twisting road up a wildly beautiful mountain valley 
to a place she had never before visited, to meet her 
new employer, a man about whom she knew next to 
nothing and to  whom she had never even spoken. 
She had wanted a job that offered her something a 
little out of the ordinary, and so far the signs were 
pointing unambiguously in that direction, away from 
comfortable 'mod. con.' civilisation!

The reason why Ginger occupied that labouring old 
vehicle  was  -  ironically  -  directly  related  to  her 
engagement  to  Richard.   Ginger  allowed  herself  a 
moment of fond reflection upon this man she loved. 
To  most  of  his  mates  he  was  Dick,  which  he 
preferred,  though  Ginger  perversely  persisted  in 
using his full name, perhaps for a rare opportunity 
to be  on the giving rather than the receiving end! 
Besides, she liked his name - it sounded strong and 
vaguely noble - whereas Dick sounded commonplace, 
with vulgar connotations.

She had wanted to get engaged, of course (had been 
the prime mover, in fact), but had since begun to see 
her future in danger of becoming limited to marriage 
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-  juggling  a  secretarial  post  (in  a  boringly  secure 
company) with cooking, shopping and housekeeping - 
and mother hood, probably for the next two decades! 
Ginger had, of necessity, come to terms with the fact 
that Richard was poor material for moulding into a 
new man; he was too much one of the lads for that. 
She knew - intellectually - that she ought to despise 
him  and  resist  vigorously  his  incursions  into  her 
private  life,  but  every  time  he  took  her  into  his 
masculine  arms  she  went  weak  at  the  knees  and 
watched her feminist ideals consumed in the fire of 
her personal passion.  She had achieved an uneasy 
compromise with her emotions - and to some extent 
with Richard -  in which she tolerated much of  his 
male egotism in exchange for his commitment, along 
with  the  tacit  understanding  that  she  would 
continue  to  work  at  trying  to  shape  him  into 
something approximating her ideal man.

She acknowledged that it would be hard work, and 
much as she loved Richard, she was - at twenty-five - 
not  quite  ready  to  give  up  her  independence  and 
devote  herself  to  the task.   So  she had decided  to 
have a brief fling - job wise - before settling down, a 
suggestion  that  Richard  has  seemed  pleased  to 
endorse.   She  had  approached  a  couple  of 
employment agencies, looking for a suitable opening, 
something that offered a little adventure.  Not too 
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much, though; she had heard horror stories of girls 
who had gone after the big money in Arab countries 
who  had  barely  escaped  becoming  victims  of  the 
white slave trade, and she could never have tolerated 
a  culture  that  viewed  women  as  little  more 
important than domestic animals!

The offered position of secretary to Jasper Marlow 
had captured her imagination.  Apart from wanting 
someone with book-keeping experience to assist with 
his accounts, he had also asked for someone prepared 
to  help  with  his  researches  into  his  considerable 
family history.  Ginger had worked for a while in a 
large company pensions office, so was at home with 
financial calculations - she was also reasonably adept 
with  PC  spreadsheet  and  database  software  -  and 
family  history  (that  of  her  own  and  other  people) 
fascinated her.  This was a job that might have been 
designed  for  her,  and  Marlow  had  accepted  her 
application without an interview, which had seemed 
extremely odd at the time, though it now seemed no 
more  unusual  that  other  aspects  of  the  peculiar 
circumstances in which she had placed herself.

The agency had warned her that Myrddin-ddu was a 
little off the beaten track, but had they realised just 
how far off?  The winding road that the car slowly 
climbed had started off, where it had left the main 
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road  a  mile  or  two  out  of  Harlech,  as  an  average 
country lane in which two cars could pass with care, 
but  had  narrowed  after  running  through  a  small 
hamlet to a single track with passing places.  As they 
approached the head of the valley it deteriorated into 
two strips of tarmac with mud, grass and quite large 
stones between them.

The late afternoon sun threw the western slopes of 
the  mountains  that  clustered  around  them  into 
shadow and painted the eastern slopes in rich warm 
russets  and  sage  greens  peppered  with  almost 
fluorescent white sheep.  The car ran into the deep 
shade of a small wood that climbed steeply on one 
flank and dropped  away on the other to a narrow 
brook  splashing  over  and  between  slaty  boulders. 
They crossed the stream a little higher by means of a 
timber plank bridge and entered what seemed to be a 
cul-de-sac  with  steep  tumbled  banks  of  rock  slabs 
and bracken on both sides of them, as well as ahead. 
Slowing to crawling pace, the driver abruptly turned 
the vehicle - apparently into the cliff face - causing 
Ginger  to  start  forward  in  alarm until  she  saw a 
narrow gully rising steeply between two sheer walls 
of  rock.  Surely they were not going to attempt to 
drive up it?
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The  old  car  nosed  into  the  restricted  opening,  its 
bonnet rearing up as it  took the slope,  and halted 
with  a  shudder,  nearly  stalling;  Ginger  heard  the 
gears grind as the chauffeur fought to overcome the 
extreme incline.   With a jerk they started forward 
again, climbing at a slow growl between faceted walls 
of wet slate that closed in almost to touch the car on 
either side.  Moss and clumps of fern sprouted from 
troughs in this natural rockery, some of the longer 
fronds trailing against the windows and coachwork 
as  they  passed.   Emerging  valiant  from  its  battle 
with the steep gradient the old car ran onto a rutted 
track between dark copses of  dense pines.   Ginger 
had to grab one of the hanging straps in the back of 
the car to prevent herself  being thrown around as 
the vehicle lurched in the ruts and pot-holes.

Eventually leaving the pines  they came out  into  a 
small  blind  valley  surrounded  by  rearing  walls  of 
grass  clad  mountainside,  patched  with  scrubby 
bushes and the indispensable (and acrobatic) sheep. 
The  deep  bowl  of  this  fold  in  the  mountains  was 
filled with shadow that intensified the darkness of a 
small  Stygian  lake,  the  water  looking  quite  black. 
On the far side of this Ginger could see a house built 
of slate as dark and sombre as its setting, appearing 
almost hewn from the impending rock face.  She was 
surprised by its size; it looked more like a hotel than 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 29

a  private  residence,  with  mullioned  bay  windows, 
battlements and high gabled roofs in camp Victorian 
Gothic.   It  even  boasted  a  romantic  ruin,  a  tall 
rectangular  tower  on  an  outcropping  of  rock  high 
over the murky water.

The  track  -  fortunately  a  little  less  bumpy  here  - 
circled the black lake to the broad forecourt of the 
house, the only sizeable area of level ground in that 
rugged valley.  The car halted before the steps of the 
house  and  Ginger  climbed  out  to  find  herself 
confronted by the chauffeur, who looked a touch put 
out that she had not waited for him to open the car 
door for her.

"I will bring your case," he informed her and went to 
retrieve  it  from the  capacious  boot;  Ginger  hefted 
her weekend bag onto her shoulder and picked up 
her laptop and handbag.  "Please to come with me, 
Miss Harker."

The Indian led her up the broad steps to the front 
porch.   From  this  closer  viewpoint  the  building 
looked  even  more  intimidating;  the  massive  porch 
was modelled upon a castle gatehouse, with a coat of 
arms sculpted over  the entrance  and  a  huge,  nail-
studded front  door.   The high gabled wings of  the 
property appeared to ramble  away interminably  to 
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each  hand,  almost  merging  into  the  bleak  rocky 
slopes at one end.

The  chauffeur  pushed  open  the  heavy  door  - 
complete with obligatory tortured groan of un-oiled 
hinges - and ushered Ginger inside.  A brief vestibule 
gave access by way of glazed double doors to what 
was clearly the main hall of the house, a large room 
panelled  all  round  with  dark  wood.   An  imposing 
matching staircase rose from the centre of the wide, 
stone  flagged  floor  to  a  half  landing  where  it 
branched, arching over double doors on either side of 
the  central  staircase  to  a  timber  gallery  that 
encircled  the  hall.   Over  the  half-landing  hung  a 
suitably  baronial  display  of  medieval  swords 
surrounding a large circular shield baring the same 
coat  of  arms  that  Ginger  had  observed  above  the 
main door.   In a fireplace that suited the size and 
grandeur of the room a modest log fire burned, even 
though - it still being September - the weather was 
not cold.

The main light in the hall - the daylight filtered only 
dimly through high windows - came from two wall 
brackets, each bearing a pair of etched glass globes 
that gave out a yellow, slightly flickering glow and a 
soft  hissing.   Ginger  suffered  the first  stirrings  of 
dismay (so many things had turned out not as she 
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had expected); surely these must be for effect only. 
Surely, at the dawn of the new millennium, mains 
electricity was available everywhere in Britain, even 
in the wilds of Wales?

As  she  pondered  the  disconcerting  possibility  that 
she  might  be  wrong,  one  of  the  pairs  of  doors 
beneath the staircase opened and a couple emerged, 
coming forward to meet her.  Ginger struggled not to 
stare at the man, the first hunchback that she had 
seen in real life; he seemed to be experiencing equal 
difficulty in refraining from staring at her,  though 
Ginger could not imagine what was so surprising to 
him about her appearance, except perhaps her vivid 
hair.  He was thin, angular and would have been tall 
were  he not  so  bent,  with a  pronounced  nose  and 
chin  that  reminded  her  more  than  a  little  of  Mr 
Punch.  She almost expected his voice to come out as 
a nasal squawk, but when he addressed her it was in 
light and cultivated tones.

"Good  evening,  Miss Harker,  I  am Jasper  Marlow. 
Welcome to Myrddin-ddu."

A charge of  shock surged through Ginger  and  she 
staggered, almost fainting; it was with considerable 
effort that she reordered her thoughts and pushed 
the source of her alarm into abeyance until a more 
suitable moment.
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"Are you not well?" asked the woman beside Marlow, 
who did not look too healthy herself.  She looked a 
few years older than Ginger, and was taller, slender 
of  build,  with haughtily attractive features, but an 
almost anaemic complexion that was emphasised by 
dark  mascara  -  around  equally  dark  eyes  -  and 
brilliant  red  lipstick.   Her  wild  ebony  hair 
threatened to smother her pale face if it ever escaped 
from the elaborate coiffure in which she kept it out 
of the way on top of her head.

"I'm fine," Ginger lied.  "Just a moment of giddiness. 
It's been rather a tiring journey."

"We understand."  Marlow oozed sympathy.  "Allow 
me to introduce my niece, Judith Lamort."

"I hope you will enjoy your time here, Miss Harker," 
Judith said.  "I shall do my best to ensure that you 
do."

"In that case I'm sure I will.  Thank you."

"I  shall  leave  you  in  Judith's  capable  hands,  Miss 
Harker," Marlow said with the merest suggestion of a 
polite bow.  "I will see you at dinner."

He turned and shuffled away with an almost crab-
like gait.
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"Would  you  care  for  some  refreshment  after  your 
long journey?" Judith asked.  "There is still an hour 
or two before dinner."

"No, thank you." The last thing that Ginger felt like 
doing at that moment was eating.  "I'd like a chance 
to freshen up a bit, though."

"Of course.  I shall take you up to your room."  Judith 
ordered the Indian manservant to bring up Ginger's 
case, a little unnecessarily as he stood there with it 
still  in  his  hand;  she  then  led  the  way  up  the 
staircase.

Ginger was both surprised and intrigued by Judith's 
costume,  which  reminded  her  of  films  from  the 
1940s.   The  older  woman  wore  a  mid-calf  length 
tailored skirt and broad shouldered jacket in a dark 
tweedy fabric with chunky heeled shoes and - Ginger 
noted with amazement - fully fashioned nylons.  At 
the top of the stairs Judith turned along the gallery 
and  then  again  into  a  passage  serving  one  of  the 
wings of the house.  This had doors opening off it on 
both sides and was lit - like the hall - with bracketed 
oil or gas lamps.  Stopping before one of the doors, 
Judith opened it for Ginger to enter.

The  room  beyond  was  a  large  and  well  appointed 
bedroom, but furnished in the richly overwhelming 
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style  of  high  Victoriana,  complete  with  brass 
bedstead.  The manservant deposited Ginger's case 
beside the bed, presented her with another brief bow 
and left.

"We have given you this room as it has a wash hand-
basin."   Judith  indicated  a  small  porcelain  vanity 
basin - with an ornate mirror behind - installed in a 
curtained alcove; Ginger was relieved to see that it 
was fitted with brass taps.  "There is also a bathroom 
just along the corridor."

"With  running  water?"  Ginger  asked,  a  shade 
anxiously,  seeking  reassurance  that  the  taps  were 
functional.

Judith  smiled,  an  unnervingly  frigid,  unemotional 
smile.  "We have our own supply of fresh water piped 
from a spring close behind the house.  It is heated by 
the  kitchen  range,  so  there  is  always  ample  hot 
water."

Thank  goodness  for  that!  Ginger  dropped  her 
weekend  bag  onto  the  floor  and  her  handbag  and 
laptop  onto  the  bed.   "But  you  don't  have  mains 
electricity?"

"No,"  Judith  admitted  with  another  empty  smile. 
"My  uncle  does  not  consider  the  advantages 
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sufficient to warrant the cost of having it installed.  I 
am inclined to think that it would be an advantage."

"I should say!  You must have to do all your washing 
and cleaning by hand.  And how do you manage in 
summer without a fridge?"

"The  servant  take  care  of  all  that,"  Judith  airily 
dismissed Ginger's difficulties.  "I must say, though, 
that I  would  quite  like to  have a television in  the 
house."

Ginger was rather taken aback by the other woman's 
frivolous  view  of  the  benefits  of  electricity,  and 
considered Marlow's financial assessment somewhat 
suspect, too.  It must surely cost him more to have 
servants undertake the running of  a house of that 
size without any modern conveniences.

"As  we  shall  be  sharing  each  other's  company  for 
much of the time, I hope that I can consider you my 
friend," Judith suggested.  "May I, to that end, call 
you Millicent?"

The  introductions  in  the  hall  had  been  decidedly 
formal  and  stilted,  like  a  scene  from  a  costume 
drama, and Ginger had felt severely inhibited by the 
strangeness of her surroundings.  Now, however, she 
determined to put her relationship with Judith on a 
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more  casual  footing.   "I'd  rather  you  called  me 
Ginger.  I can't stand Millicent!"

It  was  Judith's  turn  to  be  taken  aback.   "I  find 
Millicent  rather  a pretty  name -  my uncle  likes it 
very much, I know - but in the spirit of friendship I 
suggest a compromise. I shall call you Ginger when 
we are alone, but I shall address you as Millicent in 
my uncle's presence."

"Is that really necessary?" Ginger asked.

Judith was clearly offended that Ginger seemed to be 
snubbing  her  offer.   "My  uncle  is  particular  on  a 
number of matters.  I feel it would be helpful for you 
if  we  had  a  little  talk  about  these  matters  before 
dinner.  If I return in half an hour, will that allow 
you sufficient time to refresh yourself?"

Ginger  agreed,  relieved  to  have  a  little  time  to 
herself.  She plumped herself down onto the bed and 
regarded the slim, functional lines of her laptop with 
mild disgust;  a specimen of  cutting edge computer 
technology, it had been reduced to a useless box by 
the absence of electricity!  The batteries would give 
her  only  a  few  hours  of  use  before  they  needed 
recharging.   Not  that  lack  of  a  computer  was  the 
major  cause  of  her  troubled  thoughts;  these  had 
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returned  to  her  bizarre  encounter  earlier  that 
afternoon in Harlech.

That an apparent stranger had known her nickname 
she had managed to dismiss at the time as a lucky 
guess  -  'Ginger'  and  'Carrots'  were  both  labels 
commonly applied to people with her hair  colour - 
but now she was no longer convinced.  Unfamiliar 
with  the  Welsh  language,  she  had  assumed  that 
Myrddin-ddu would be pronounced more or less as it 
would in English, but when Marlow had welcomed 
her to the house his pronunciation of its name - the 
cause  of  her  moment  of  shock  -  had  sounded 
something  like  merthin-thee.   She  had  realised  in 
that instant that the strange young man in the tea 
shop had not been telling her his name - Mervyn Dee 
- but had been referring to Myrddin-ddu!

Who  was  he,  Ginger  wondered,  and  how  had  he 
known  that  she  was  coming  here?   And  -  more 
disturbing - why had he apparently warned her to go 
back home instead?  Ginger wished now that she had 
given  him more  attention,  but  it  was  too  late  for 
that.  Just what sort of situation had she got herself 
into?

The chiming of the vulgarly ornate rococo clock on 
the  mantelpiece  warned  her  that  her  allotted  half 
hour was ticking away, so - forcibly suspending her 
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doubts for the time being - she jumped up to wash 
and  change.   She  needed  the  loo  and  decided  to 
explore along the passage a little, hoping to find one 
in or near the bathroom; she refused to look under 
her bed for the chamber pot that she was convinced 
would be there!

The appropriate doors - at the far end of the passage 
-  had  been  considerately  signed  for  visitors,  with 
little plaques similar to those sold by D.I.Y. stores, 
except  that  these  were  solid  brass  and  had  been 
engraved in elegant copperplate script.  The one on 

the  loo  door  read,  Water  Closet,  which  Ginger 

thought  quite  suitable  for  the  antique  cast  iron 
machinery within.

Back  in  her  room  she  stripped  off  her  jeans  and 
jumper,  and  washed  away  the  detritus  of  travel. 
With  forethought  she  had  to  packed  into  her 
weekend bag a navy skirt and blouse that should be 
suitable wear for her first evening, relieving her of 
the  necessity  of  having  to  unpack  her  suitcase 
straight  away.   She  had  also  included  some  dark 
tights and more appropriate shoes than her trainers. 
She  had  just  enough time to  dress,  brush out  her 
curls  and  apply  a  touch  of  mascara  and  lipstick 
before Judith returned.
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The  older  woman  subjected  Ginger  to  a  brief 
scrutiny before she spoke.  "You certainly look more 
appropriately dressed, but it will not do for dinner."

"Why not?" Ginger challenged,  irritated by Judith's 
superior attitude.

"My uncle  is  very particular  about certain  things," 
Judith reiterated.  "You will no doubt consider them 
irksome as you are not used to them, but it will be 
much easier for you to get along with my uncle if you 
tolerate  his  foibles.   I  wish  to  offer  my  help  in 
adjusting to his ways."

"I  understand.   I'm  sorry  if  I  seemed  rude  -  or 
ungrateful - it's just that I'm not used to all this."

"That is to be expected.  We live a very retiring life 
here, Mill... Ginger.  It will take a little while for you 
to become familiar with our ways.  My uncle likes 
women to be very feminine.  He also has a penchant 
for the fashions of the nineteen-thirties.  I think that 
period holds some pleasant associations for him.  He 
insists that we dress in that style for dinner."

"You're joking!"  Ginger was unable to suppress her 
mildly outraged retort, even though she realised - as 
she spoke -  that the condition  was no  jest;  events 
seemed in imminent danger of getting out of hand!
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"I am entirely serious," Judith confirmed haughtily. 
"It may seem a little odd, I appreciate, but is it such 
an onerous request that you cannot comply?"

"I don't have anything like that!" Ginger protested, 
avoiding  a  direct  reply  to  the  other  woman's 
question.

"But you do!"  Judith strode across to the enormous 
wardrobe and threw it open; hanging within was a 
selection of floor length evening gowns, plus one or 
two shorter day dresses.  "I took the liberty of having 
some made up in your size.  I had to rely upon my 
own taste for  styles and materials,  and I  sincerely 
hope they will be to your liking."

Ginger was flabbergasted. "How could you possibly 
know my size?"

"The employment agency sent it to me."

"But  how  did  they  know?"  Ginger  asked  with  a 
twinge of suspicion.  "They certainly didn't ask me 
about it."

"Perhaps  they  estimated  it  when  they  interviewed 
you,"  Judith postulated,  which sounded unlikely to 
Ginger.   "If  the dresses do not fit  you I  can easily 
have them altered.  I was trying merely to save you 
any embarrassment at dinner."
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Ginger coloured slightly; she had managed to offend 
Judith  again  (not  too  difficult  to  do,  she  observed 
wryly).   If  she  were  not  a  little  more  careful  she 
might  well  make  some  terrible  faux  pas when 
addressing  her  apparently  even  more  particular 
employer.   "Sorry.   You  must  find  me  rather  up 
front, I'm afraid."

"Up front?" the other woman queried, clearly puzzled 
by the expression.

"Bolshie.  Forward.  Outspoken.  I do rather speak 
my mind."

Judith returned another of  her humourless smiles. 
"I fear my uncle will consider you extremely forward 
if you speak to him in that manner.  May I suggest 
that you temper your speech a little in his company. 
I offer this only for your benefit."

"I'm sure you do," Ginger replied, struggling to keep 
the edge of sarcasm from her voice.  She was trying 
equally hard to like Judith, with even less success. 
"What else ought I to know about your uncle?"

"You will find that he addresses you as Miss Harker; 
he would consider the use of your first name overly 
familiar until  he knows you much better.   And he 
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will expect you to address him as Mr. Marlow.  You 
no doubt find this absurdly old fashioned."

"I  can  live  with  it."  Ginger  assured  her;  it  was 
preferable to his insisting upon calling her Millicent! 
There seemed little danger - he had appeared rather 
intimidating to her - that she would be familiar with 
him without encouragement.

"My  uncle  is  also  particular  about  punctuality," 
Judith instructed.  "The dinner gong always sounds 
at eight o'clock and everyone is expected to be ready 
for  dinner  at  that  time.   Equally,  the  gong  for 
luncheon is  always  struck at  one  o'clock  precisely. 
Breakfast  is  a  more  leisurely  affair.   It  is  served 
between eight o'clock and nine o'clock, and you may 
suit yourself within that hour."

It sounded to Ginger like a rather strict guest house. 
"Am I expected to dress up for lunch as well?"

"Luncheon is eaten in normal day clothes.  My uncle 
would obviously be pleased - would take it as a mark 
of your respect for him - if you were to dress in the 
nineteen-thirties  dresses  he  has  provided  for  you 
during the day as well as in the evening, but he is not 
strict  upon that.   You may wear  you own clothes, 
with  the  exception  of  trousers;  my  uncle  will  not 
allow  women  to  wear  trousers  in  this  house.   I 
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suggest  also  that  those  running  shoes you  had  on 
when  you  arrived  are  not  really  suitable  wear  for 
here."

"Running shoes?" Ginger queried.  "Oh!  You mean 
my trainers."

"What are you training for?" Judith enquired.

"I'm  not  training  for  anything,  they're  just  called 
trainers.  Everyone of my age has them for casual 
wear nowadays."

"Indeed?"  The other woman seemed both surprised 
and intrigued;  surely she could  not  be  that out of 
touch?  But Ginger understood now why Marlow had 
been trying not to stare when he had greeted her; he 
must have wondered what sort of hussy had walked 
into his house!

"Do you have any questions that I  may be able to 
answer for you?" Judith asked.  "Do you wish me to 
show you where the bathroom is situated?"

"I've already found it, thanks," Ginger answered.  "I 
don't have any more questions - at the moment - but 
I do have a problem.  I brought my laptop with me to 
help with your uncle's work, but without electricity 
it's pretty useless."
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"Your lap top?" Judith queried.

Ginger stared at her; where had she been living for 
the past few years?  The answer was obvious: here in 
Myrddin-ddu,  which  appeared  to  keep  itself  as 
isolated from the rest of the world as if it inhabited 
another planet.

"My portable computer."  She pulled it across the bed 
towards her, sat down and opened it out on her lap.

"An  electric  typewriter!"  Judith  exclaimed,  moving 
closer to examine it.  "It is extremely compact."

"It's also a lot more than a typewriter," Ginger told 
her,  beginning to enjoy the situation now that she 
had discovered a subject upon which she could talk 
down to this supercilious woman.  She switched it on 
and demonstrated one or two of the things it could 
do.

"It is amazing!" Judith proclaimed, clearly impressed. 
"I have heard of such machines but have never before 
seen one.   I  did  not  realise  that  they could  do  so 
much."

"Unfortunately it can't do much without electricity," 
Ginger complained.
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"It is working now," Judith pointed out, puzzled and 
seemingly also a little suspicious.

"It has a battery, but when that runs out I'm stuck.  I 
can't recharge it."

"Can  we  not  send  out  for  some  new  batteries?" 
Judith suggested.

Ginger could not prevent a small cynical smile.  She 
explained the difference between single use batteries 
- which Judith had encountered - and rechargeable 
ones  (which  apparently  she  had  not).   "Without 
mains electricity I can't do anything with it."

"I see your problem, though I fear I cannot help you 
with it.  There is a typewriter in the study - where 
we  shall  be  working  -  but  it  cannot  do  all  of  the 
things that your machine can do."

"I'll  just  have  to  manage  as  best  I  can,"  Ginger 
remarked resignedly and stood again.  "At least my 
Walkman runs on ordinary batteries."

"You walk man?  Is that another machine?"

Ginger  smiled,  a  touch  mischievously;  she  had 
introduced it deliberately. She was not malicious by 
nature but was reacting against the feeling of being 
emotionally  squashed  that  the  restrictions  of 
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Myrddin-ddu  engendered  in  her.   "It's  a  portable 
music  player,  but  I'll  have to  show it  to  you some 
other time if I'm to sort out my things and change in 
time for dinner."

"Yes, you are right.  I too have to change."  Judith 
moved towards the door but halted and turned back. 
"It is nearing dusk; shall I light your lamp for you?"

Ginger had noticed an appropriately fussy, crimson 
shaded oil lamp standing on the bedside table, but it 
had failed to register with her until Judith's question 
that it constituted the only available source of light 
in the room.  She would need to adjust to not being 
able  to  flick  a  switch  whenever  she  required 
illumination!

"Yes, please.  If you can show me how it works I'll 
know how to do it myself in future."

With  the  ease  of  familiarity,  Judith  lifted  off  the 
shade and glass chimney, lit the wick with a match 
from the box provided,  and replaced both chimney 
and shade.  The lamp gave off a surprisingly bright, 
warm glow and a gentle - almost soothing - hissing.

"The maids will keep it filled and trim the wick when 
needed," the older woman informed Ginger.  "May we 
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go down to dinner together?  I can call you at five 
minutes before eight o'clock, if you are agreeable."

"Yes,  I'm  agreeable,"  Ginger  concurred,  controlling 
with  difficulty  an  inclination  to  giggle.   Judith's 
speech sometimes sounded comically dated, as if she 
had  been  brought  up  exclusively  on  Jane  Austen 
novels and Victorian tracts for young gentlewomen. 
Perhaps she had!

Once  Judith  had  departed  Ginger  crossed  to  the 
wardrobe to inspect the gowns that Marlow (with his 
niece's guidance) had provided.  She could not really 
refuse to wear one without causing offence and she 
was not certain whether she was ready yet to do that. 
For  an independent  girl  like  Ginger,  Myrddin-ddu 
threatened to be almost as unacceptable as Arabia, 
though she doubted if she would have her hands cut 
off  if  she transgressed Marlow's prohibitions!   And 
the clothes in  the wardrobe  were  no  purdah;  they 
would be considered by some people highly desirable. 
She  remembered  reading  in  one  of  the  Sunday 
magazines  about  groups  of  young  people  who 
regularly spent a lot of money and effort recreating 
the lifestyles of the nineteen-fifties or the last war, 
but she was not one of them.  Ginger considered the 
romanticising of  history as sentimentalising a time 
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when women had been treated as men's property or 
playthings.

There  was,  of  course,  nothing  to  prevent  her 
insisting  upon  being  taken  back  to  Harlech  and 
boarding  the  first  train  home;  nothing  except  her 
pride!   That  same  feminist  determination  that 
rebelled against all forms of female exploitation also 
- with a hint of irony - refused to let her give up in 
the face of  misogyny.  Marlow's macho chauvinism 
was a challenge she dared not run away from.

For the time being, however, she cheated by ignoring 
the  issue,  focusing  instead  upon  unpacking  her 
weekend bag and sorting out where she would store 
her things.  She put off  attempting to unpack her 
overloaded suitcase until she had decided whether or 
not  she  intended  to  remain  at  Myrddin-ddu.   But 
prevarication  over  the  matter  of  what  to  wear  at 
dinner was a luxury that she eventually ran out if 
time for, so - reluctantly - she faced the problem of 
fitting her spiky modern femininity into the softly 
sensual mould of nineteen-thirties womanhood.

The selection of outfits in the wardrobe ranged from 
the severely formal - one or two looked almost like 
second  world  war  uniforms  -  to  the  kind  of  silky 
second skin that Jean Harlow might have worn on 
her way to the director's casting couch!  Lifting out a 
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simple dark blue gown, Ginger laid it on the bed and 
swallowed  her  pride.   She  removed  her  outer 
garments and wriggled into the dress, which fitted 
her remarkably well, by whatever means Judith had 
acquired her measurements.  It was, though, more 
'slinky'  than  she  would  normally  have  worn  - 
emphasising her breast, hips and thighs too much - 
and was a little too long, necessitating the extra lift 
of  raised heels if  the hem were not to drag on the 
floor,  all  of  which  confirmed  Ginger's  already 
jaundiced opinion of the historic view of women.

The  wardrobe  contained  a  small  selection  of  high 
heeled shoes on a low rack.  She selected a pair with 
not too high, chunky heels and climbed into them. 
They certainly improved the hang of the gown, but 
she wondered whether its overall dark simplicity was 
a  little  too  severe,  needing  perhaps  some  suitable 
accessory  to  relieve  its  plainness.   As  Judith  had 
provided her with both gowns and shoes it was not 
improbable,  Ginger  argued,  that  some  accessories 
might also have been made available.  She tackled a 
small chest of drawers as the most likely place to find 
them -  and  then wished  that  she  hadn't  -  finding 
among the selection of supplied items (her guess had 
been correct)  a  drawer  containing  pink  elasticated 
undergarments,  complete  with  heavy  duty  metal 
suspenders.  The sight of them almost destroyed her 
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fragile resolve to comply with her employer's wishes; 
to be expected to wear one of those would - she felt - 
be taking authenticity too far!

For that evening's wear she settled on a pair of long 
evening  gloves  in  cream  satin,  which  certainly 
finished the ensemble nicely.  Viewing herself in the 
full length mirror on the back of the wardrobe door 
she  was  disconcerted  to  see  how  glamorous  she 
looked,  the  clinging  dark  gown  highlighting  her 
dramatic colouring; she might have been dressed for 
a night at the opera.  What would Richard think if he 
could see her now?  She attempted to visualise him 
standing  behind  her  in  the  mirror  in  matching 
evening dress with bow tie,  but could not make it 
work.  Instead - without her sanction - an impression 
of  him  appeared  spontaneously,  but  dressed  in 
Bogart  style  trench  coat  and  trilby  in  perfect 
characterisation of the short form of his name, a role 
that  he  not  infrequently  liked  to  play.   He 
nonchalantly tossed a dime.  "You sure are one classy 
dame, Ginger!"

But there was still  something not quite right with 
her image, she felt, though she could not think what. 
Her hair was too short to put up but did not look 
unduly out of style.  She tried to remember details 
from the few old films that she had seen and recalled 
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suddenly  that the heroines always seemed to wear 
much darker and more pronounced lipstick than the 
nearly-natural  shade  that  she  habitually  used 
(Judith's over-painted mouth should have given her a 
clue!).   She  dug  out  from  her  make-up  bag  the 
strongest hue that she owned and painted herself a 
full  pair  of  lips.   The effect  was exactly what was 
required; she now looked very much the part.

Too much, perhaps?  Although she had no wish to 
offend  her  new employer,  neither  did  she want to 
appear too eager to please, and she was not  at all 
sure that she wanted to be seen as a classy dame! 
She  decided  that  the  gloves  were  a  touch  too 
pretentious and removed them, but allowed - just - 
the lipstick.

Judith, when she reappeared, was visibly impressed. 
"My, you look quite stunning!  I am rather pleased 
that  there  will  be  no  eligible  young  men  in  the 
company this  evening,  else I  would  have a serious 
rival."

"I'm  no  rival,"  Ginger  quickly  put  her  right, 
presenting her ringed left hand just in case the other 
woman had any ulterior plans for matchmaking. "I'm 
engaged to be married."
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"Indeed?"  Judith caught Ginger's hand and inspected 
the modest diamond.   "A lovely little ring,  Ginger. 
Who is the fortunate man?"

"His name's Richard and he works in a bank."

"I am  very pleased for you," Judith simpered, though 
Ginger  was  not  quite  certain  whether  it  was  her 
betrothal  or  Richard's  job  that  pleased  the  other 
woman.  "Shall we go down?  We do not want to be 
late."

Ginger accompanied her down to the dining room, 
observing that Judith herself looked quite impressive 
in evening dress.  Hers was in dark red satin - shot 
with fiery highlights as she moved - and hugged her 
slender figure like those worn by Hollywood screen 
sirens;  with her  haughty deportment and her  hair 
piled high onto her head in an elaborate coiffure she 
might  have  been  a  model  for  one  of  those  mildly 
decadent Art Deco statuettes.  Where the gown clung 
to  Judith's  thighs,  Ginger  noticed  the  prominent 
bumps of large suspenders; clearly the older woman's 
commitment  to  authenticity  went  skin  deep!   The 
make up that she wore -  dark mascara and glossy 
lipstick even redder than Ginger's - exaggerated the 
consumptive pallor of her skin.
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Judith's sense of  timing was perfect;  they had just 
reached the bottom of the stairs and were turning 
towards the double doors of the dining room when 
the gong sounded loudly, making Ginger jump.  In 
another room nearby a grandfather clock responded 
with eight less startling chimes of its own.

Marlow stood waiting at the head of the long dining 
table when the two women entered; he inclined his 
head to them.  "Good evening, Miss Harker.  Judith. 
Please be seated."

His  manservant,  who  hovered  just  behind  Marlow 
like  the  ma”tre  d'hotel at  an  exclusive  Indian 
restaurant  (and  was  dressed  for  the  part,  too), 
hurried forward to assist Ginger into her seat.  The 
alacrity  with  which  he  moved  to  intercept  her 
suggested  that  he  was  determined  to  prevent  her 
committing another faux pas as she had with the car 
door.  He held out her chair while she seated herself, 
then unfolded her napkin for her and laid it in her 
lap.  On  the  few  occasions  that  Ginger  had  visited 
expensive  restaurants  she  had  not  received  more 
punctilious  service.   Judith,  with  practised 
condescension, waited for him to attend her before 
attempting to sit.

The table was capable of seating a large party, but 
did  not  appear  particularly  sizeable  in  that  great 
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room.  Two imposing brass chandeliers - each with 
six  hissing  globes  of  light  on  curling  arms -  hung 
above the table, yet the far corners of the room still 
seemed gloomy.  Many paintings - sombre portraits 
and dramatic landscapes - adorned the walls above 
the dark timber dado, to the extent that Ginger felt 
as if she were dining in an art gallery.

The diners occupied only one end of the long table, 
and were outnumbered by the servants.  One of the 
maids laid wide soup bowls before them and another 
followed,  serving  the  soup.   Both  were  dressed, 
Ginger  noticed  with  disbelief,  in  caricature  maid's 
uniforms  -  plain  black  dresses  (decidedly  on  the 
short  side)  with  frou-frou  petticoats,  small  white 
aprons and lace caps - even down to stiletto heels and 
black nylons!  Richard would be in his element here, 
she  thought  a  little  sourly.   She  had  never 
understood  the  universal  appeal  (in  the  male 
universe, anyway) of  black stockings; the way they 
emphasised  the  pasty  whiteness  of  the  flesh  that 
inevitably bulged over their tight tops ought, she felt, 
to  have  tuned  off  any  man  with  a  modicum  of 
aesthetic sensibility.  The reverse, however, seemed 
to  be  the  rule,  such was  the  contrariness  of  male 
taste.
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"How do  you like Myrddin-ddu,  Miss Harker?"  her 
host asked, fixing her with an unnerving stare; his 
eyes seemed unnaturally pale and neutral in colour, 
and glittered like glass beads.

Ginger  prevaricated  for  a  moment  between telling 
him the truth or returning a polite answer, opting - 
for the time being - for tact.  "It's an amazing house, 
Mr.  Marlow,  and  the  setting  -  this  valley  -  is 
magnificent.  I've never been anywhere quite like it 
before."

"Indeed!" Marlow seemed secretly pleased.  "I heartily 
agree with you that this valley - what the Welsh term 
a  cwm -  is  magnificent,  and  presumably  my 
ancestors thought so, too.  This house was built only 
one hundred and fifty years ago, but occupies the site 
of a much older property.  There have been Marlows 
- and d'Molyneauxs, which is an earlier form of my 
family  name  -  living  here  since  the  fourteenth 
century."

"I noticed the ruined tower by the lake as I arrived. 
Is that part of an older building?"

"It is indeed, Miss Harker, all that remains.  Above 
ground,  that  is.   Extensive  underground  passages 
and dungeons still survive, and connect to the family 
crypt, which lies beneath this house."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 56

Something in the manner in which he imparted this 
last piece of information, almost with relish, induced 
a slight shiver in Ginger; she could not quite believe - 
though almost anything seemed possible in that odd 
house - that her employer's dead forebears were kept 
in the cellar.  "It doesn't still function as a crypt, I 
take it?"

"Oh, but it does. Miss Harker.  It is complete with its 
own small chapel, though it is rarely used these days. 
All of my ancestors are down there."

Ginger experienced a moment of near panic at the 
possibility  that  her  task  of  researching  Marlow's 
ancestors might necessitate her rummaging in their 
tombs,  but  quickly  checked  her  imagination.   The 
prospect was absurd, and even if - by some bizarre 
quirk in keeping with this strange place -  she was 
asked to do so, she need only refuse.  Marlow could 
not force her.

"Is  your  room to  your  satisfaction?"  he  asked,  the 
change of subject a relief to Ginger.

"Yes, thank you, it's fine," she answered, which would 
have been the whole truth if it had been fitted with 
decent  electric  lighting  and  a  power  point  or  two! 
She would take that issue up with him when she had 
established herself a little better.
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"Good!"  Marlow  approved.   "I  know  that  your 
presence  here  is  primarily  to  assist  me  with  my 
work, but I wish you also to feel at home here."

"Thank  you."   She  almost  added,  "kind  sir",  but 
checked  herself  in  time;  she  had  no  wish  to  start 
sounding  -  even  in  parody  -  as  stilted  in  her 
conversation as Judith.  Ginger had not so far caught 
the older woman using a single contracted form of 
words; except for possessive nouns, Judith seemingly 
had no use for apostrophes!

One of the 'Carry On Serving' maids collected their 
empty soup bowls while a second replaced them with 
warmed plates and a third served the poached trout. 
The Indian manservant -  obviously performing his 
butler  role  -  followed  with the wine,  a light,  crisp 
white  wine  with  a  faintly  woody  undertone  that 
complimented the fish.  It was unfamiliar to Ginger, 
which  was  hardly  remarkable  as  she  usually  only 
took wine with her meals on special occasions, and 
then generally accepted the restaurant's house wine. 
Perhaps  Marlow  ranked  her  arrival  as  a  special 
occasion.

"The trout is locally caught, Miss Harker,"  Marlow 
boasted.   "I  trust  that  you  will  find  it  to  your 
satisfaction."
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Was that simply his way of wishing her bon appetite, 
Ginger wondered, or was she being dared not to like 
his  fish?   She had no  occasion to  find  out  for  the 
trout was excellent; if she ate this well as this every 
night - the array of cutlery at her disposal suggested 
that further courses were planned - she would soon 
find it impossible to squeeze into the snugly fitting 
evening  dress  she  wore!   Judith,  she  observed, 
merely  toyed  with  her  portion  and  left  it  almost 
intact for the maid to clear away.  Although Ginger 
sympathised, she never-the-less considered it a crime 
to waste such delicious fare; Marlow employed a first 
class cook.

By  the  time  that  had  reached  the  sweet  course  - 
thankfully a light junket - Ginger was painfully torn 
between her  liking  for  good  food  and  her  need  to 
keep her consumption moderate.  It seemed unlikely 
-  from  what  she  had  so  far  observed  -  that  her 
speaking  to  anyone  about  it  would  reduce  the 
portions she was offered; she would have to exercise 
considerable self-restraint and resort to Judith's ploy 
of pretending to eat!

When  the  meal  was  finished,  Judith  discreetly 
signalled to Ginger that they should leave.  Ginger 
had, of  course, read about (and seen on television) 
ladies withdrawing after dinner while the gentlemen 
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enjoyed their  brandy  and  cigars,  but  considered  it 
rather overdoing the formality for their tiny party. 
She  raised  no  objections,  though,  and  followed 
Judith across the hall to the drawing room.

Although smaller  than the dining  room by  a  good 
margin,  the  drawing  room  would  still  have  been 
classed as a large room in most modern houses.  It 
had a huge bay window screened with heavy, floor 
length velvet drapes;  when these were drawn back 
the  window  would  overlook  the  forecourt  and  the 
lake, Ginger estimated.  A small fire smouldered in 
the carved slate fireplace; this time she was glad of it 
-  the  evening  had  brought  an  unpleasant  chill 
dampness - and she settled herself into an armchair 
close to it, Judith doing likewise on the opposite side 
of the hearth.

"How  long  have  you  lived  here  with  your  uncle?" 
Ginger  asked,  both  curious  about  Judith  -  she 
seemed  so  eccentric  in  many  ways  -  and  keen  to 
promote  some  sort  of  mutual  understanding  as  it 
appeared  that  they  would  probably  be  spending  a 
good deal of time together.

"I  have lived here for  as long as I  can remember," 
Judith replied. "I lost both of my parents when I was 
young  and  my  uncle  had  taken  care  of  me  ever 
since."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 60

Ginger  squashed  the  temptation  to  quote  Oscar 
Wilde's quip about carelessness.  "Do you like living 
here?"

"Myrddin-ddu is the only home I have ever known," 
Judith said, which did not exactly answer Ginger's 
question, though she allowed it as a positive reply.  "I 
could not conceive of living anywhere else."

"But presumably you can get away now and again? 
Holidays?  Visits to other relatives?"

"My  uncle  is  my  only  relative,"  Judith  answered. 
"And  we  do  not  take holidays.   There  is  no  need. 
Other people come to Wales for  their  holidays;  we 
are already here."

"That's  not  the  point!"   Ginger  was  flabbergasted. 
"Don't you ever get the urge to see new places, see 
how other people live?"

"If  what  I  have  heard  and  what  I  read  about  the 
world is true, then I am much better off where I am."

That might be true, Ginger conceded, though once 
again it missed the point; surely everyone - especially 
when  young  -  wanted  to  try  new experiences  and 
enlarge  their  personal  store  of  knowledge.   "Don't 
you ever get bored here?"
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Judith seemed surprised by that suggestion.  "Why 
should  I?   I  have  ample  ways  to  keep  myself 
occupied.  I paint a little, I read a great deal, both 
novels  and  magazines  -  I  especially  like  fashion 
magazines - and I like to do a little dressmaking now 
and then.  I also play the piano - though I am hardly 
accomplished - and we have a gramophone."

She indicated a small table in one corner of the room 
on which sat a machine that Ginger had, until then, 
taken to be purely ornamental; it was a hand wound 
gramophone  with  a  large  curling  horn  of  the  sort 
that  the  little  dog  assumed  had  swallowed  his 
master.

"We  do  have  visitors  here  sometimes,  too,"  Judith 
continued with a rare genuine smile, rendering her 
face  surprisingly  beautiful  in  a  classical,  white 
marble  sculpture  kind  of  fashion.   "We  have  on 
occasion entertained young gentlemen here.  I find 
their  company very congenial.   I  like  to  flirt  with 
them!  Do you like to flirt, Ginger?"

"It's  hardly  a  suitable  pastime  for  someone  who's 
engaged,"  Ginger  pointed  out,  trying  hard  not  to 
sound disapproving.

"You surprise me!" Judith exclaimed.  "I have known 
a number of married women who liked to flirt, but 
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even if you had no wish to flirt with anyone else, do 
you not flirt with your betrothed?"

Ginger could not resist a smile of her own, on two 
counts; firstly, the term 'betrothed' hardly seemed to 
fit  Richard  as  she  knew  him,  and  secondly,  the 
notion  of  her  flirting  with  him  seemed  slightly 
absurd.  To her mind there were similarities between 
flirting and fishing - the type where anything caught 
is thrown back - and being of a practical bent, Ginger 
had never understood how anyone (men mostly, she 
had noticed) could waste time endeavouring to catch 
something  they  didn't  intended  to  keep.   As  for 
flirting after marriage, she considered that a highly 
dangerous concept; she might be capable of teasing a 
member of the opposite sex and of knowing when to 
stop,  but  she  felt  far  less  certain  of  Richard's 
judgement in such matters!

Unwilling to pursue that topic any further, Ginger 
returned  to  Judith's  last  remark  before  broaching 
the subject of flirting.  "What sort of records do you 
have for your gramophone?"

"We  have  quite  a  collection,"  the  other  woman 
replied, jumping up and crossing the room to a tall 
inlaid cabinet beside the table with the gramophone. 
This contained, Ginger saw when Judith opened it, 
shelves  of  old  shellac  records  in  buff  cardboard 
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sleeves.  "The records on the lower shelves belong to 
my uncle.   Those are his classical records, a lot of 
them  organ  works.   We  have  also  a  reasonable 
selection  of  dance  band  music  -  mainly  of  the 
nineteen-thirties - which we both enjoy.  And I have 
a  few  that  I  like  that  my  uncles  does  not  really 
approve of, records of popular music, especially rock 
and roll and skiffle."

Skiffle?  Ginger could not remember when she had 
last heard that term applied to pop music.  It seemed 
to date Judith's records to earliest days of rock and 
roll,  the nineteen-fifties,  wasn't it?  But, of  course, 
they were the old 78 RPM records, which had gone 
out  of  fashion...   when?   She  was  not  sure  but 
thought that they had disappeared by the time of the 
Beatles and the Swinging Sixties!  Ginger was also 
amazed (and amused) by the older woman's girlish 
delight in confessing to a guilty liking for such music 
– which she presumably considered slightly risqué - 
and decided to tease her a little.

"Really?   What  have  you  got?   Have  you  got  any 
Elvis?"

"Do you mean Elvis the Pelvis?" Judith queried, her 
dark eyes glinting green like those of a cat.  "I have 
two of  his.   I  also  have records  by Bill  Haley and 
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Frankie Vaughan and Johnnie Ray and Alma Cogan. 
Would you like to hear one?"

Why not?  A little vintage pop might liven up the 
place a little.  "Let's have some Elvis, shall we?"

Judith sorted along the top shelf  -  holding smaller 
ten inch records -  and pulled one out.  Sliding the 
black  disc  from  its  sleeve,  she  placed  it  on  the 
turntable,  wound  up  the  machine  and  carefully 
positioned the needle into the outer groove.  Against 
a  background  of  awful  hissing,  a  jangling  noise 
emerged that Ginger  could  just about recognise  as 
Elvis  Presley  complaining  that  someone  was 
stepping on his blue suede shoes.

"It is a little worn, I fear," Judith apologised. "I do 
play them rather a lot."

Ginger  tried  not  to  grimace  at  the cacophony  and 
wondered what Judith's reaction would be to hearing 
the  same  piece  on  digital  technology.   She  would 
probably fail to recognise it!

Judith began to twitch her hips and snap her fingers 
in pale imitation of jiving.

"You've  got  the  wrong  clothes  on  for  that  sort  of 
dancing," Ginger exclaimed; she had seen films of the 
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period.  "You need a wide skirt that swings out when 
you twirl round to show off your stockings!"

"I know," Judith agreed, almost wistfully.  "I do not 
think that my uncle would approve, though."

"Do  you  do  everything  according  to  your  uncle's 
wishes?" Ginger asked, surprised and a little annoyed 
by  the  other  woman's  subservience.   Although 
uncertain of Judith's age, Ginger suspected that she 
was  in  her  late  thirties,  which  made  her  constant 
deference to Marlow even less acceptable.

"I  owe  my  uncle  a  great  deal,"  Judith  defended 
herself.   "He  is  all  the  family  that  I  have.   To 
contradict  his  wishes  would  demonstrate 
ingratitude."

"But surely there must be limits?" Ginger argued.  "I 
owe my parents a great deal, but I wouldn't dream of 
letting them dictate what I wear.  And they wouldn't 
attempt to, either.  The world's no longer like that!"

"Perhaps  my  uncle  does  ask  rather  a  lot,"  Judith 
conceded with another of her desolate smiles.  "But 
as you will  no doubt discover, he is a hard man to 
refuse."

Really? He'll find it a different story if he tries it on 
me!  Ginger  said  nothing;  she  had  no  wish  to 
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antagonise her companion.  Elvis Presley had been 
replaced  by  a  monotonous  hiss-tick  and  Judith 
turned back to the gramophone.  "Would you like to 
hear another record, Ginger?"

"Have you got any that aren't quite so worn?"

"I do not play my Alma Cogan records so much.  I 
shall put on one of those."

Ginger escaped from the drawing room as soon as 
she felt that she could do so politely.  She was tired 
after her long day of travelling and facing unlikely 
challenges, and could only tolerate so many scratchy 
nineteen-fifties  hits.   Thanking  Judith  for  her 
company and her assistance - she had in fact been an 
invaluable guide to that minefield of a house - Ginger 
trudged up the long staircase to her bedroom.

Before  undressing,  however,  she  opened  the 
wardrobe door to examine herself once more in the 
full length mirror.  She was not entirely certain that 
she recognised the woman she saw; she could almost 
have  been  looking  at  a  holographic  image  of  her 
grandmother as a young woman (she had been told 
that they shared a number of physical attributes as 
well  as  that  detestable  name).   A  chill  of  anxiety 
touched her; was she in danger of losing her identity 
in this place?
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As she swung the wardrobe door closed she caught a 
glimpse of Dick (not Richard in that guise) watching 
her from under the low brim of his trilby.  Here's 
looking at you, Ginger!

It was a reassuring thought that Richard had chosen 
her  from  all  the  girls  in  all  the  world  to  be  his 
lifelong partner, though she was rather relieved that 
he had not been present at the meal that evening; 
with all those stockings and suspenders in evidence 
she  might  well  have been  the  one  to  worry  about 
rivals.  Especially so as she was unwilling to allow 
him  sexual  intimacy  with  her  until  they  were 
married!

Her  persistent  refusal  had  caused  some  friction 
between  them,  but  Richard  had  come  round  to 
respecting  her  wishes,  even  if  he  did  not  fully 
understand  her  reasons.   She  was  neither  strictly 
religious  not  a  prude;  she  was  not  offended  by 
Richard's viewing her as sexually desirable - in fact 
she was rather flattered - nor was she censorious of 
the photographic harem that she knew he kept and 
not  infrequently  turned  to  as a  accompaniment  to 
masturbation  (she  was  sensible  enough  to  realise 
that he needed some sexual outlet).  It was simply 
that  she  considered  her  virginity  too  valuable  to 
squander and was determined to reserve it - like a 
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bottle  of  rare  vintage wine  -  to  be  opened  on  her 
wedding night.

Shaking herself out of her reverie, she shook out the 
gown  she  had  worn  that  evening  and  hung  it 
carefully back in the wardrobe; if she was going to 
stay at Myrddin-ddu - and it looked likely that she 
would,  for  a while at least -  she would be needing 
those few gowns that she felt able to wear decently. 
She stripped and washed herself before slipping into 
her  comfortingly familiar  cotton pyjamas.   Marlow 
might forbid her to wear trousers during the day, but 
in the privacy of her bedroom she would wear what 
she damned well chose; she certainly did not intend 
to dress in diaphanous nightgowns to please him!

She  cleaned  her  teeth  and  climbed  into  the  bed, 
which welcomed her with a delicious,  crisply fresh 
linen  coolness.   She  had  placed  her  torch  and 
travelling alarm on the bedside table, ostensibly for 
practical  purposes,  though  they  served  also  as 
powerful  technological  talismans  against  the 
insidious  antiquity  of  that  repressive  old  house. 
Before settling to sleep she decided to try contacting 
Richard to let him know that she had arrived safely; 
he had bought her a mobile phone to take with her, 
which  she  considered  a  very  caring  gesture. 
Unfortunately,  it  also  proved  to  be  an  impractical 
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one, as there was not a single bar of signal strength 
showing when she turned on the phone.

Feeling inordinately let down, she turned it off again 
to  conserve  its  battery;  she  might  be  able  to  find 
somewhere  where  she  could  access  the  network 
during the next few days.  Ensuring that the torch 
worked and that her alarm was correctly set to wake 
her  in  the  morning,  she  tackled  the  oil  lamp  and 
discovered that by turning the wick down as far as it 
would go and then blowing across the top of the glass 
chimney  she  could  extinguish  the  flame,  leaving 
behind  only  a  rather  unpleasant  paraffin  smell 
which, thankfully, soon dissipated.

Lying  in  the  darkness  in  that  strange  but  not 
uncomfortable bed, Ginger attempted to review the 
events  of  the  past  day.   Her  impressions  of  each 
incident  jostled  with  the  others  like  the  frantic 
snatches of action in a film trailer, one that seemed 
to  be  promoting  a  mildly  sinister  drama.   This 
undercurrent  -  sensed  rather  than  deduced  - 
disturbed  her,  though  she  was  inclined  to  put  it 
down to the strangeness of her new situation rather 
than to any genuine intuition of danger.  Smothering 
her vague trepidation, she turned over and settled to 
sleep.

 s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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II

Where am I?  Cliché or not, that really had been the 
first  question  that  Ginger's  waking  mind  had 
formulated; there had been no need for it to ask the 
source  of  the insistent  electronic  buzzing  that had 
woken her.  Reaching out automatically, she fumbled 
around  on  the  bedside  table  until  her  hand 
encountered  the  solid  object  it  recognised  as  her 
travelling alarm; further fumbling ensued while her 
fingers found the button that silenced the noise.

She  snuggled  back  down  into  the  bed;  she  would 
never have supposed that an old-fashioned brass bed 
could be so comfortable!  Another question bubbled 
up into her mind, one that was far more difficult to 
answer: was she going to remain at Myrddin-ddu and 
manage  without  computer,  television  or  electric 
lights (to say nothing of having to dress for dinner 
each  evening  like  some  floozy  from  a  nineteen-
thirties movie)?  More worryingly, would she be safe 
working in close proximity - probably unchaparoned 
for  most  of  the  time  -  with  Jasper  Marlow?   She 
could  easily  believe  that  he  harboured  perverted 
fantasies, though this might well have been prejudice 
on her part because of his infirmity. Did a deformed 
body necessarily house a deformed mind?
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Whether  she  was  being  hypersensitive  or  whether 
her fears were justified she felt unable to judge as 
she lay there luxuriating in the sensual aftermath of 
a satisfying night's sleep.  She was jerked fully awake 
by a deferential knocking on her door.

"Who is it?" she called, sitting up in mild alarm.  If 
her recent speculations about her employer were in 
any way accurate, that surreptitious knocking could 
be the prelude to a decidedly unpleasant visitation!

"It's the maid,  Miss," came the answer,  muffled  by 
the heavy door.

Relief was swiftly replace by puzzlement, and Ginger 
peered at her travelling alarm to ensure that she had 
not  dozed  off  again  without  realising;  just  after 
seven-thirty seemed a little early for room cleaning. 
"I'm still in bed, but come in if you must."

The  door  creaked  open  (did  doors  in  old  houses 
always have to creak?) and a lace capped head peeped 
cautiously around it before the young woman sidled 
into  the  room.   "Would  you  like  me  to  draw  the 
curtains for you, Miss?"

"The curtains?  Oh!  Yes, thank you."  As she watched 
the  maid  opening  the  curtains  to  admit  the  pale 
morning  light,  shards  of  remembered  information 
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(mainly from historical novels and films) assembled 
themselves  -  like  a  reversed  film  of  an  object 
breaking - into a coherent realisation of the maid's 
role.  She - or one of the other maids - would clean 
the room later while Ginger was absent; this young 
woman was here to assist her rising, something that 
Ginger  had  never  before  experienced  and  about 
which she had mixed feelings.

"Would you like me to lay out some clothes for you, 
Miss?"  the  maid  enquired,  confirming  Ginger's 
assessment of the situation.

"No,  that's  fine,  thank you."   She noticed that the 
girl's  own clothes were considerably more practical 
than  those  she  had  worn  when  serving  dinner:  a 
longer  skirt,  flat  heeled  lace-up  shoes  and  opaque 
black stockings or tights.  "What's your name?"

"Mererid,  Miss."   She  spoke  with  a  strong  Welsh 
accent, presumably she was a local girl.

"Do you come from near  here?"  Ginger  asked her. 
She looked quite a personable young woman - almost 
pretty - if a little overweight; maybe the maids grew 
fat on the food that Judith returned uneaten!

"I  come  from  Llanbedr,  Miss,"  Mererid  told  her, 
actually telling her very little as Ginger had no idea 
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whether Llanbedr was the next village or somewhere 
at the other end of Wales.

"How long have you worked here, Mererid?"

"I can't say exactly, Miss.  Some little while.  Do you 
have anything that needs washing, Miss?"

Having  her  washing  done  for  her  was,  Ginger 
presumed,  another  part  of  the  service.   As  there 
would be no washing machine that she could use, she 
decided that she might as well take advantage of the 
offer, though she would, she decided, wash her own 
underwear by hand in the basin.  She had left her 
dirty clothes roughly folded on one of the chairs, but 
rather than attempt to explain to Mererid which she 
wanted washed and which not - she suspected that 
the girl was not too bright - Ginger slipped out of bed 
and sorted the garments herself, handing those for 
washing to the maid.

"Do you like working here, Mererid?"

"I suppose so, Miss."  She seemed a little uncertain - 
or hesitant - about how to answer.  "I've not worked 
nowhere else?"

It had crossed Ginger's mind that Mererid might be 
slightly backward and that Marlow perhaps retained 
his staff  -  possibly  almost on nineteen-thirties pay 
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rates -  by employing local girls that could not find 
work anywhere else.  Domestic service - Ginger had 
read  somewhere  -  had  acquired  something  of  a 
reputation as a dumping ground for dim girls.

"How old are you?" she asked the maid.

"Nearly twenty, Miss, I  believe.  I'm not altogether 
quite sure.  I'm an orphan, you see."

"That's all right, Mererid.  I don't need anything else 
at the moment, thanks.  You can run along."

As Mererid left, Ginger covered her face in a moment 
of  hot  shame;  she  had  sounded  exactly  like  a 
character in a Victorian television drama when she 
had  dismissed  the  maid.   She  had  never  before 
realised  how easy it  was  to  assume -  without  any 
snobbish  intentions  -  that  slightly  supercilious 
manner  when speaking to  servants,  and she of  all 
people had no reason to affect such an attitude, being 
herself  just another of  Marlow's employees.  If  she 
did not watch her step she might end up ordering the 
maids about just like Judith did!

Pulling on her towelling bath robe she made her way 
to the bathroom.  Her preferred method of starting 
the  day  was  with  a  brisk,  hot  shower,  but  in  the 
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absence of a shower, a brief, businesslike bath would 
suffice.

She dressed in the skirt and blouse she had intended 
to  wear  the  previous  evening,  having  not  yet 
unpacked her case.  She contemplated making a start 
on that task before she went down to breakfast, but 
decided  that  it  might  look  better  if  she  appeared 
early for breakfast on her first day.

She  wondered  whether  she  was  too  early  -  even 
though  the  grandfather  clock  had  struck  eight  - 
when she entered the dining room as only the Indian 
manservant  was  there,  standing  guard  on  the 
sideboard, where an array of covered dishes had been 
set out.

"Am I too early for breakfast?"

"Not at all, Miss Harker.  Please to help yourself to 
whatever you would like.  I hope you had a very good 
sleep."

"Yes thank you, I did," she replied, stumbling because 
she did not know how to address him.  "I'm afraid I 
don't know your name."

"I am called Mowgli by everyone, Miss Harker."

" Mowgli?" she queried in disbelief.
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"Yes,  Miss,"  he  replied,  clearly  pleased  with  his 
nickname.   "The  Master  is  telling  me  that  I  am 
named after  a  famous  character  in  a  story by  the 
great Rudyard Kipling."

"Yes,  that's  true,"  Ginger  confirmed,  feeling 
something of a traitor; what she had heard and read 
of British colonials and their attitude towards native 
populations convinced her that Mowgli had not been 
so named with any sense of  respect.  "Most people 
call me Ginger rather than Miss Harker, Mowgli."

She nearly stumbled over the use of his name; it felt 
to her rather like addressing an adult as Noddy or 
Winnie-the-Pooh (even more uncomfortable for her 
were  possible  racist  overtones,  as  if  she  had  been 
asked to call a black man, Sambo)!

Mowgli,  however,  seemed  quite  unconcerned.   "If 
that is what you wish, Miss Ginger."

She sighed; clearly none of the servants felt able to 
accept her as an equal and would insist upon calling 
her Miss, whatever else they might call her.  At least 
she was not married; she could not have stood being 
called Madam - or, worse still, Ma'am - all the time! 
She helped herself to some scrambled eggs and toast 
from a  selection  that  included  kidneys  and  bacon, 
grilled  tomatoes,  mushrooms  and  even  smoked 
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haddock;  there  was  also  a  comprehensive  array  of 
preserves  and  marmalades,  and  some  grey  paste 
called  Gentleman's  Relish  (which  she  had  never 
before encountered) but not - she noted with interest 
- the collection of breakfast cereals usually found in 
hotels and guest houses.

"Have you worked for Mr Marlow long?" she asked 
once  she  had  seated  herself  at  the  table  with  her 
breakfast.

"I  am  working  for  the  Master  for  many  years," 
Mowgli  answered.   "I  was  the  Master's  house  boy 
when he was in India; he brought me with him when 
he was coming back home."

"When was Mr Marlow in India?" Ginger enquired, 
her curiosity intensified by her own family's historic 
connections with the subcontinent.

"Many  years  ago,"  he  answered,  giving  her  -  she 
suspected  -  the  most  accurate  estimate  that  she 
would get out of him.

"How do you like it here in Wales?"

Mowgli  frowned.   "Sometimes  I  like  it  here,  but 
sometimes I am unhappy.  I am liking the mountains 
- we have such mountains at home - but I do not like 
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the  climate  here.   Sometimes  it  is  very  cold  and 
always it is wet."

Ginger  smiled  sympathetically.   Marlow  entered 
then,  precluding  any further  fraternising  with  the 
manservant.

"Did you sleep well, Miss Harker?"

"Yes, thank you," she replied politely.  "It's the first 
time that I've slept on a brass bedstead, but it was 
surprisingly comfortable."

"I  thought that you might prefer  not to start your 
work  today,"  he  offered.   "It  will  allow  you  an 
opportunity to settle in.  I have no doubt that you 
have some unpacking that you would like to do, and 
perhaps Judith could conduct you around the house 
so that you can become familiar with its layout."

"Thank  you,  that  would  be  most  helpful,"  she 
accepted his offer,  with genuine appreciation.   She 
had  finished  eating  and  was  about  to  leave  when 
Judith arrived.

"You will be available to conduct Miss Harker around 
the  house  this  morning?"  her  uncle  asked  -  his 
enquiry sounding more like an instruction - before 
Judith had even sat down.
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"Of course," Judith confirmed stiffly  and turned to 
Ginger.  "I shall be delighted to act as your guide.  I 
will  collect you at half  past nine o'clock from your 
room.  Is that agreeable, Millicent?"

Ginger's mouth tightened slightly, the only outward 
sign of her irritation at being treated like an empty 
headed schoolgirl; she felt like retorting, "No, it ain't, 
Judy!",  but sensibly desisted.   "That's fine.   Thank 
you."

The grand tour began, sensibly enough, in the hall.

"That is the west wing."  Judith indicated the side of 
the hall where the drawing room was situated.  "You 
have already seen the dining room and the drawing 
room.  The rest of  that wing is taken up with the 
kitchen and  such like,  the  servants'  domain.   You 
should  not  need  to  venture  down  there.   If  you 
require  anything,  speak  either  to  Mowgli  or  to 
Gladys; she is my lady's maid but also undertakes the 
role of housekeeper.  Over here, in the east wing, you 
will find the library."

Judith strode towards the other set of double doors 
beneath the staircase, her heels ringing on the stone 
flags;  she  was  wearing  a  smartly  tailored  wine 
coloured  day  dress,  complete  with  all  the  period 
trappings.
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The library was a sister room to the dining room and 
was similarly decorated, as much as Ginger could see 
the decoration;  the walls were lined with books on 
floor-to-ceiling shelves.   In  the centre  of  the room 
stood a large table  surrounded  by upright  chairs  - 
rather like a conference table - and there were one or 
two  armchairs  dotted  about,  too,  presumably  for 
anyone who wanted to lose themselves in a book.  It 
might almost have been the library of some historic 
school or university, Ginger thought.

"No doubt you will be spending a good deal of your 
time  in  here  conducting  your  research  into  my 
uncle's family papers."

"I expect so," Ginger agreed, though she really had 
little idea at that stage of what would be expected of 
her.

"The other room where you will no doubt be working 
a  great  deal  of  the  time  is  the  study,"  Judith 
enlarged.  "I will show you."

She led  Ginger  back into the hall  and  across  to  a 
door opposite that serving the drawing room.  This 
gave  access  to  a  similar  room  -  again  with  a  bay 
window  overlooking  the  forecourt  and  lake  -  but 
furnished  as  an  office  with  desks,  a  large  bureau, 
bookshelves and filing cabinets;  it  was the style of 
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office that Ginger had quite often seen in old black 
and white detective films.  Upon one of the desks sat 
a  large  old  typewriter,  a  veritable  mechanical 
monster to Ginger's eye.

"Is this it, the typewriter you mentioned?" she asked, 
dismayed by what she saw.

"I find it quite useful on occasion," Judith replied.  "I 
can only type with one finger of each hand, though. 
No doubt you can type properly?"

"Yes, though I've not had to hammer on a manual 
since  college.   I  expect  I'll  manage."   She  gazed 
around the room, seeking something that she would 
normally expect to find in any office, but suspected 
would not be there.

"No  phone,  I  notice,"  she  muttered  to  herself,  but 
then  challenged  her  guide.   "Don't  you  have  a 
telephone here at all?  I ask only because they were 
not uncommon, even in the nineteen thirties!"

"My uncle has never felt the need for one."  Judith 
confirmed  Ginger's  suspicions  in  an  even  voice, 
apparently  failing  to  notice  her  sarcasm.  "Let  me 
show you the rest of the east wing."

An arch in one corner of  the hall,  under the right 
hand  upper  staircase,  gave  access  to  a  long  dark 
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passage, lit only by a single window at the far end. 
Judith led Ginger along this.

"That  door  leads  to  my uncle's  private  study,"  she 
advised.   "No-one  but  my  uncle  and  Mowgli  are 
allowed into it.  On the right, here, is the room I use 
for my painting and dressmaking."

Judith opened the door and ushered Ginger inside. 
The  room  was  slightly  smaller  than  the  drawing 
room and study but was well lit, having two large, 
south facing windows.  It was furnished principally 
with work tables and cupboards, and was segregated 
into two discrete areas; on one side of the room the 
tables  bore  offcuts  of  various  fabrics,  a  large 
needlework  box  and  an  old-fashioned  sewing 
machine, while those on the other had been set up 
with a still life of fruit and object d'art, together with 
the tools  -  paint,  brushes and mixing  palettes -  to 
render  it  in  two  dimensions.   An  easel  had  been 
positioned  before  the  tables  and  displayed  a 
preliminary sketch of the subject, while a number of 
paintings that Judith had prepared earlier were piled 
neatly on one of the tables.

"May I look at these?" Ginger asked, crossing to the 
stack  of  pictures  and,  when  the  other  woman 
assented, began to sift through them.  They were all 
watercolours,  either  still  life  or  landscapes  -  a 
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number featured Myrddin-ddu, the ruined tower and 
the  lake  in  various  combinations  -  and  they  all 
looked to Ginger (allowing that she had no formal 
training  in  art  appreciation)  extremely  well 
executed.

"These are very good!" she exclaimed, realising as she 
spoke  how  patronising  she  sounded.   "Sorry,  I 
shouldn't sound surprised.  You're a talented artist, 
Judith."

Judith  smiled,  an  attractively  genuine  one.   "I 
understand, women are not supposed to be good at 
anything."

"That's right!" Ginger agreed, viewing her companion 
with  renewed  respect,  though,  judging  by  her 
attitude to most things - not least towards her uncle - 
Judith  seemed an  unlikely  recruit  to  the  ranks  of 
fighters for female equality.  "Have you thought of 
trying  to  sell  some  of  these?   Why  don't  you  try 
sending  some  to  a  publisher  of  calendars  and 
birthday cards; it's very much the sort of thing they 
like."

Judith  appeared  vaguely  embarrassed  by  the 
suggestion.  "It is only a hobby, Ginger, something 
that  I  do  to  please  myself.   I  am not  sure  that  I 
should like to earn money with my art."
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"It's  just  a  suggestion,"  Ginger  replied,  shrugging 
with exaggerated insouciance to hide her own mild 
embarrassment.  "I think they're good enough, that's 
all."

"Thank you for the compliment.  I do try to do well 
at it."

Back out in the corridor, Judith led the way to where 
another  short  passage  -  ending  in  a  door  with  a 
skylight above - joined at right angles, the junction 
opening  out into a gloomy stair  well  over a set of 
worn steps with black painted iron railings.  These 
descended into darkness.

"That  door  leads  out  to  the  stable  yard,"  Judith 
explained.  "I often use it rather than wrestle with 
the front door when I wish to go out or come in.  The 
stables  are  no  longer  in  use  -  except  for  storing 
things - but the coach-house is now used to garage 
my uncle's car.  None of the other rooms at this end 
of the house are used other than for storage."

"Where do those steps go?" Ginger asked, suspecting 
the answer.  "Down to the crypt?"

"Yes, that is so, but the door at the bottom of them is 
kept locked."
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"I'm not sure I'd want to go exploring down there, 
anyway,"  Ginger  confessed;  the  thought  of  all  the 
corpses of generations of Marlows lying mouldering 
in  the  darkness  beneath  her  feet  filled  her  with 
fascinated horror.

"Would you like me to conduct you upstairs?" Judith 
enquired.  "There is not a great deal more than you 
have already seen."

"Do you mind?" Ginger asked in reply.  "I'd like to get 
a good feel for where everything is."

"Very well.  Come with me."  Judith led the way back 
to the hall and up the broad staircase; upon reaching 
the gallery, she stopped.

"My uncle occupies the master bedroom in the west 
wing,"  she informed Ginger,  pointing across to the 
gallery on the far side of the hall, where a passage 
opened from it.  All the other rooms in that wing are 
used by the servants."

She turned  into  the corridor  that lead to  Ginger's 
room.  "The first  door  on the left  serves the main 
guest bedroom - presently unoccupied - and the first 
door on this side leads to my parlour."

Judith  opened  the  door  for  Ginger  to  enter.   The 
parlour  was  moderately  large  and  comfortably 
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furnished,  with  French  windows  opening  onto  a 
small  crenellated balcony,  over  the bay window of 
the  study,  Ginger  estimated,  unless  her  sense  of 
direction had failed her.

"This  is  where  I  like  to  do  most  of  my  reading," 
Judith  confided,  indicating  a  tall,  glass  fronted 
bookcase.  "I  have quite a good selection of  novels 
here.  The library holds copies of most of the great 
classic  books,  but  I  often prefer  something a little 
less  demanding  to  read.   Do  you  like  Agatha 
Christie's stories, Ginger?"

"I've never actually read one," Ginger admitted.  "I've 
seen them on television, of course, and films."

She tended to prefer her thrillers with more bite, or 
novels  about people's  lives.   A quick  glance at the 
spines of the volumes in the bookcase (all hardback 
books, she noticed, with rather old fashioned looking 
dust  jackets)  revealed  a  few  more  names  she 
recognised -  Daphne Du Maurier,  Dorothy L Sayer 
and J B Priestly - but none that she had read.

"You  are  welcome  to  come  and  use  this  room 
whenever  you  wish,  Ginger,  and  you  may  help 
yourself to my novels if you want."
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"Thank you, I appreciate that," Ginger replied, and 
meant it; the other woman was trying hard to make 
her welcome.  She crossed to a small table on which 
lay a book - presumably the novel that Judith was 
currently reading - and a small pile of magazines.  At 
the top of the pile was a copy of  Vogue, though the 
style,  both of  the cover itself  and the fashion that 
was being modelled, told Ginger that it was a very 
old copy, an impression confirmed - when she picked 
it  up  to  glance  through  it  -  by  its  nineteen-fifties 
date.  She was mildly surprised by this - though it 
was no more eccentric than many other aspects of 
life  at  Myrddin-ddu  -  but  what  really  puzzled  her 
was that the magazine looked almost new.  She had 
seen collections of periodicals of that age in museums 
and antique shops, and they always showed their age 
in ragged page corners and foxing around the edges; 
this, and its counterparts on the table, appeared as 
crisp and fresh as modern reproductions.

She  had  no  opportunity  to  investigate  further  as 
Judith  resumed  the  guided  tour,  pointing  out  a 
second door.   "The adjoining room is my bedroom. 
The room beyond that is another spare bedroom, and 
the other rooms in this wing are your room and the 
bathroom."
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"What's above this?" Ginger enquired.   "I  noticed a 
narrow  staircase  going  up  opposite  the  bathroom 
door."

"There are only attics above here, used for storing 
lumber.   There  is  nothing  worth  seeing  up  there 
unless you like dust and cobwebs."

"I  don't  think  I'll  bother,"  Ginger  commented.   "Is 
that it, then?"

"There is nothing more to view unless you wish to 
see the servants' quarters."

"No, thank you.  I think I'll go and make a start on 
my unpacking, if that's okay?"

Judith inclined her head in agreement.  "I shall see 
you at luncheon."

Ginger slipped across the corridor to her room and 
tackled her suitcase.  She should, perhaps, have let 
Judith's parting remark remind her of how much of 
time the tour of the house had taken up; as it was, 
she  had  just  transferred  everything  from  her  case 
onto the bed prior to putting it away when the gong 
sounded for lunch.
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"It can't be!" she complained to herself, but reference 
to her watch confirmed the time; it also confirmed 
that she was going to be late!

Quickly washing her hands in the basin and wiping 
them barely dry, she dashed from her room and ran 
along  the passage to  the hall.   She  might wish to 
raise two fingers - metaphorically - to Marlow's fussy 
rules,  but  felt  that  to  be  able  to  flout  them with 
panache  she had  first  to  prove  that  keeping  them 
was no problem for her.  She was not off to a good 
start!   Hurrying  down  the  stairs  -  her  shoes 
clattering  loudly  on  the  polished  wood  -  she  was 
thoroughly disconcerted, as she turned the corner on 
the half landing, to see her employer standing in the 
hall staring at her wild descent in amazement.

Feeling foolish, she attempted to halt her downward 
rush, but her shoe skidded on the polished step and 
her feet continued while the rest of her stopped.  She 
sat heavily - painfully - on the top step of the lower 
flight  and  was  unable  to  prevent  herself  bumping 
down  them  like  a  child  riding  a  slide,  her  skirt 
gathering up high onto her hips.  When she reached 
the bottom her face was flaming to match her hair 
(and probably her buttocks, too)!

Marlow stepped  forward,  looking  concerned.   "Are 
you hurt, Miss Harker?"
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Ginger scrambled to her feet more urgently than was 
wise after such a fall  -  she should have tested her 
limbs before  taking her weight on them -  but had 
fortunately  suffered  nothing  more  serious  than 
bruising.  She pushed her skirt down and stammered 
an apology.

Marlow offered  her  a  sardonic  smile.   "Much as  I 
appreciate  your  efforts  not  to  appear  late  for 
luncheon,  I  would  rather  you were  a  few minutes 
tardy than risk injury to yourself."

If  it  had been possible  for  Ginger's  face  to  go any 
redder it would have done so.

"I shall bear that in mind next time," she muttered, 
her spirit temporarily knocked out of her.

Marlow turned towards the dining room and Ginger 
followed,  hobbling  slightly;  she  was  going  to  be 
horribly stiff for a few days.  A movement above her 
caught her attention and she looked up to see Judith 
descending the stairs in a far more ladylike fashion. 
Two  thoughts  instantly  vied  for  centre  stage  in 
Ginger's  still  dazed  brain.   The  first  -  extremely 
irritating - was that she would not have been the last 
in to lunch had she taken a little more time, while 
the second was a question: how much of her debacle 
had the other woman witnessed?  What did it matter, 
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she decided angrily, Marlow had seen more than she 
liked to expose to any man except Richard.  Thank 
goodness she had not followed Judith's example and 
worn nineteen-thirties underwear!

Luncheon was  a  decidedly  uncomfortable  meal  for 
Ginger - both physically and socially - though neither 
Marlow  nor  his  niece  made  any  reference  to  her 
unfortunate slip.  As soon as the meal was finished 
Ginger  excused  herself  and  returned  to  her 
unpacking; she had no wish to make further small 
talk with Judith,  especially  after  her  exhibition  in 
the hall.

She  tackled  her  self-appointed  task  with  such 
dedication - using it as a means of working out her 
frustration - that she soon finished, leaving her with 
a good few hours to fill before dinner.  She chose not 
to avail herself of any of those facilities that Judith 
had  offered  for  fear  of  encountering  the  other 
woman, but could think of nothing else to do except 
sit in her room.  She went across to the window to 
look  for  inspiration,  and  found  it.   Her  room 
overlooked the stable yard, beyond which the ground 
rose in a series of rough terraces to a small copse at 
the head of the cwm (she deliberately used the Welsh 
word in an effort to differentiate herself from a mere 
casual  visitor!);  behind  the  tiny  wood  the 
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mountainside reared up steeply to a small slither of 
blue sky at the very top of the window.

She would, she decided, go out and explore a little. 
She felt inclined to change into her jeans, such was 
her disenchantment with everything at Myrddin-ddu 
(her navy skirt had dirt smears across the back that 
she was not sure would wash out and a new pair of 
tights  had  been  ruined),  but  after  a  short  mental 
debate she opted for  a diplomatic compromise:  the 
oldest skirt she had with her, knee-length socks and 
her trainers.

Going down the stairs was painful for her - in both 
the  hip  and  memory  departments  -  and  she  was 
thankful  that  no-one  witnessed  her  awkward 
descent, somewhat reminiscent of that of an old lady. 
She chose to use Judith's suggested method of exit 
and walked - rather stiffly - along the corridor to the 
back door.  This opened onto the stable yard, which 
was  enclosed  on  two  sides  by  low  buildings, 
culminating in a large coach house that guarded the 
narrow entrance passage, running between the end 
of the house and a rearing wall of rough-hewn slate-
grey rock where the yard had been cut into the steep 
mountainside.   At  the  opposite  end  of  the  yard, 
beside another door in the back wall of the house - 
presumably the servants' entrance - stood a rusting 
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hand  pump.   This,  Ginger  guessed,  had  originally 
supplied all water for the house.

She walked through the short entrance passage out 
onto the broad forecourt of  the house.  Directly in 
front of her - between the sheer mountainside and 
the lake -  lay a broad rough plateau on which the 
original fortified house had once stood, reached by a 
steep bank littered with large boulders.  The remains 
of the old house consisted - as far as Ginger could see 
-  of  a  few  broken  segments  of  wall,  a  decapitated 
door  arch  and,  at  the  far  end,  the  ruined  tower. 
Although  these  intrigued  her  and  caught  her 
imagination, she did not feel inclined to subject her 
bruised  and  aching  limbs  to  a  scramble  up  the 
precipitous  and  uneven  slope  to  reach  them. 
Instead, she strolled across the forecourt to where its 
edge formed the shore of the black lake.  There was 
no  balustrade  -  nor  any  other  barrier  -  and  it 
occurred to Ginger  that when Mowgli  manoeuvred 
the car there he needed to be alert to the danger of 
driving off the edge, particularly at night!

Beyond  the  forecourt  the  track  by  which  she  had 
arrived at Myrddin-ddu ran for a few yards below a 
jagged  outcrop  of  rock  before  curving  away round 
the  lake,  while  the  impending  mountainside  drew 
back a little to form the tapered finale of the  cwm. 
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Down this  wedge of  steeply flanked valley a small 
stream -  presumably  fed  by  the  same  spring  that 
supplied  Myrddin-ddu  -  danced  and  splashed  over 
the rocks before plunging into a culvert under the 
road, on the far side of which it discharged into the 
lake.   Beside  this  sparkling  rill  a  narrow  path  - 
barely more than a sheep run - climbed to the small 
copse of twisted trees at the head of the cwm.

This  miniature  valley  metaphorically  beckoned  to 
Ginger, so she set off  up the narrow, uneven path, 
determined that her temporary incapacity should not 
restrict  her  too  much.   Picking  her  way  carefully 
between protruding boulders and spongy patches of 
waterlogged greenery, she halted near the top - just 
below the copse, which clung precariously to a steep, 
moss infested scree of rocks - and sat down on a large 
flat-topped slate slab.  The  cwm opened out before 
her to the black lake, in which the high clouds were 
darkly  mirrored.   The  sole  indication  of  human 
presence was the occasional glimpse of the track that 
encircled  the  lake  -  the  house  was  hidden  by  the 
shoulder of the mountain - and the only sounds were 
occasional bird calls and the vibrato complaining of 
the sheep on the slopes above her, overlaid on the 
constant purling of the stream (a soprano chattering 
over  a  baritone  muttering,  like  a  married  couple 
arguing, neither pausing to listen to the other).
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The tranquillity of  this miniature Eden induced in 
Ginger a relaxed contentment.  Perhaps - she mused 
-  she  had  been  a  little  hasty  in  her  criticisms  of 
Myrddin-ddu.  She mentally compared her new life 
in Wales with the one she had left behind in London 
and supposedly missed so much!  Instead of having 
to leave her bed at six-thirty in order to dress and 
grab a  makeshift  breakfast  before  hurrying  to  the 
station, where she would attempt to outwit the other 
contenders for one of the few available seats on the 
train  that  would  drag  her  -  and  a  hundred  other 
sullen commuters -  into the noise and pollution of 
the  city,  here  she  rose  at  eight  for  a  leisurely 
breakfast (prepared for her)  before strolling across 
the hall  to the room where she would be working, 
which  looked  out  onto  the  picture  postcard  view 
presently before her.  For this she was not only being 
paid an attractive salary but also being boarded with 
a  standard  of  catering  and  service  that  would 
warrant  five  stars  in  most  hotel  guides!   Was  it 
reasonable  for  her  to  think  of  refusing  the  post 
because she objected to having to dress up for dinner 
or use a manual typewriter?

When  viewed  in  rational  daylight  her  objections 
seemed  almost  petty  and  peevish,  like  those  of  a 
spoilt child who cannot have exactly what she wants. 
Which analogy brought Ginger's musing to an abrupt 
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halt; she despised such behaviour and to have caught 
herself exhibiting it was alarming.  The problem was 
it's cause, a deep unease about the whole situation at 
Myrddin-ddu  that  no  amount  of  rationalising 
dispersed.   Female  intuition,  perhaps?   Or  just 
female  silliness?   She  was  unable  to  judge,  and 
wished that she could confer with someone detached 
from  the  situation,  who  could  perhaps  offer  some 
independent insight.

As she entertained that last thought, it dawned upon 
her that where she sat was elevated above the roof of 
the Myrddin-ddu.  In fact, without scrambling up the 
steep slopes of the cwm, this was the highest point of 
the  valley  one  could  reach.   She  had  brought  her 
handbag with her – more out of habit than because 
she thought she might need it – and was glad that 
she had.  She quickly rummaged in the bag for her 
mobile phone, pulled it out and switched it on. 

Her  hope  dissipated  when  the  small  screen  still 
displayed no signal indicator bars.  She would have 
to climb much higher up the mountainside to make a 
call from anywhere in the valley, something she felt 
quite unfit to attempt at that time.  She switched off 
the useless device and returned it to her handbag; 
she would have to resolve her issues by herself.
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Ginger  was  not  prone  to  either  melancholy  or 
depression, and the pleasant demeanour of the day 
helped revitalise her 'get up and go'.  The longer that 
she thought about her  present  situation,  the more 
sensible it appeared that she should try to make a 
success  of  this  opportunity  and  endeavour  to  take 
the difficulties in her stride.  If she could rise above 
the  obstacles  and  prove  to  her  employer  -  and  to 
herself  -  that  she  was  equal  to  the  challenge,  she 
could  justifiably  feel  a  little  smug  about  her 
achievement.

Her  positive  mood  remained  with  her  when  she 
returned  to  the  house  to  change  for  dinner. 
Examining the gowns in the wardrobe with rather 
less disdain than previously, she decided to dare to 
wear  one  of  the  slightly  more  risqué  specimens, 
though  not  Harlow's  'second  skin',  which  she  had 
exiled to the far end of the rail.  The one she chose 
was a  classically  draped  sheath of  cream crepe-de-
Chine, with a rather décolleté neckline - her modesty 
preserved by an infill  of  pink  silk  flowers  -  and a 
floor length skirt cut on the bias so that it hugged 
her figure in a manner that could only be described 
as affectionate.  For a brief moment she toyed with 
the  possibility  of  trying  out  the  supplied  period 
underwear,  but quickly suppressed that idea as an 
unnecessary  concession,  though  she  did  risk  the 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 98

evening gloves.   As she descended  the staircase to 
dinner that evening - with sedate caution - she felt 
and  looked  ostentatiously  feminine,  and  the 
impression  that  she made  upon  her  employer  was 
noticeable.

"Miss Harker, you look quite stunning."

"Thank you."  Ginger half expected him to kiss her 
gloved hand and she had to fight down the urge to 
curtsey.  Such impulses were driven by her innate 
sense  of  irony,  and  although  Judith  might  fail  to 
catch  the  true  sentiments  of  such  comments,  her 
uncle was considerably sharper and she needed to be 
rather more circumspect in his presence.

"Do  you  think  that  you  are  beginning  to  settle  in 
here?"  he  asked  her  as  they  attacked  (Judith 
excepted)  the  delicious  first  course  of  their  meal, 
another gourmet presentation.

"I  think  so,"  she  replied,  which  was  a  half-truth 
rather than a lie; Ginger hated lying.  Besides, she 
had made a pledge to herself  to make a success of 
this venture, and if that called for a little diplomatic 
editing of the truth, so be it.  "I enjoyed my tour of 
the  house  this  morning  and  I  managed  to  look 
around outside for a while as well this afternoon."
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"I am pleased to hear it.  I consider that a degree of 
familiarity with this house and its surroundings will 
assist you in your task of helping me to unearth and 
catalogue my family's history."

"What precisely will my job here be?" Ginger asked, 
taking  the  opportunity  of  his  having  raised  the 
subject to question her employer.

"I  think it  would  be  more appropriate to postpone 
instruction upon your various duties until tomorrow 
morning,"  he  reproved  her  mildly.   "I  would, 
however, be more than willing to enlarge upon what 
I know of the history of Myrddin-ddu and my family, 
if  you  wish?   I  think  you  might  find  it  of  some 
benefit."

"I'm  sure  I'll  find  it  very  helpful,"  Ginger  assured 
him.  "I'd also find it interesting; I've always enjoyed 
history, especially family history."

"In  which  case  your  sojourn  here  should  be  a 
pleasant one; my family and this house are steeped 
in history.  The earliest property here was built by 
my  ancestor,  Gaspard  d'Molyneaux,  in  the 
fourteenth century.  He was a constable of Harlech 
castle,  which  means  that  he  was  responsible  for 
enforcing  the  king's  writ  in  this  area.   The 
fourteenth  century  was  a  difficult  time  for  many 
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rural areas; a series of poor harvests brought famine 
to many places, and this was followed by the Black 
Death.  Large tracts of rural land were abandoned 
following the plague - particularly in wilder regions 
like Wales - and my ancestor acquired all of the land 
in this valley, though whether by honest or dishonest 
means I have been unable to establish.  It is perhaps 
something that you will be able to unearth for me."

He  favoured  Ginger  with  an  impish  grin  that 
accentuated  the  Punch-like  aspect  of  his  features. 
"The original house -  more a castle than a house - 
stood upon the raised area in front  of  the present 
house.  The first house to be raised where this one 
now stands was a modest hall,  constructed during 
the Elizabethan period, and after it was built, the old 
castle fell out of use and gradually decayed.  The new 
house  was  added  to  piecemeal  over  the  next  two 
centuries, until my grandfather decided to sweep it 
all  away and replace it  with this  present  building. 
That, Miss Harker, is the history of Myrddin-ddu in 
a nutshell."

Ginger  felt  it  incumbent  upon  her  to  make  an 
intelligent comment.

"Don't you think it's a bit of a shame that the earlier 
house  -  the  Elizabethan  one  -  was  completely 
demolished?"   she asked;  she would  probably  have 
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preferred  it  to  the  present  pseudo-Gothic 
monstrosity.

"Perhaps,"  Marlow acknowledged with another lop-
sided grin.  "One does have to move with the times, 
however."

Ginger  nearly  laughed  out  loud;  that  was  rich, 
coming from a man who still lived in the nineteen-
thirties!   She  was  beginning  to  suffer  from  yet 
another  drawback  of  that  period:  the  fashion  for 
such extremely figure-hugging gowns.  Distracted by 
her  host's  history  lesson,  she  had  forgotten  to 
implement her plan to leave a little of each course of 
dinner  on  her  plate  and  was  now  feeling  an 
uncomfortable tightness around her midriff; perhaps 
she ought to have worn a corset beneath her dress, 
after all!  She prayed that the pudding would not be 
anything  traditionally  stodgy  as  Mererid  -  looking 
ridiculously like a saucy postcard maid, tottering on 
spindly heels with her plump figure bulging from the 
skimpy uniform - removed her empty plate.

"Miss  Harker,  would  you  be  interested  in  viewing 
those  parts  of  Myrddin-ddu that you have not  yet 
had the opportunity to see?" Marlow asked.  "I refer 
to  the  only  sections  that  do  survive  of  the  earlier 
house whose demise you bemoaned."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 102

She did not need the talents of Sherlock Holmes to 
deduce that she was being offered a guided tour of 
the  crypt,  a  prospect  that  aroused  very  mixed 
feelings in her.  She was genuinely interested in the 
historic potential of such an expedition, while at the 
same  time  the  prospect  mildly  terrified  her.   The 
only  crypts  that  she  had  ever  visited  had  been  in 
public buildings and sanitised for tourists; here there 
would be no pre-vetting to censure what she might 
stumble upon.

"If  you  would  prefer  not  to  view  the  crypt  I  will 
understand  perfectly,"  her  employer  remarked,  in 
such a patronising manner that Ginger just had to 
accept  the  challenge;  she  could  not  have  him 
thinking her another 'silly female' like Judith!

"I would be very interested to see it."

"In that case I shall escort you down there directly 
after dinner, if that is convenient."

"Won't  I  need  to  change  into  something  more 
serviceable?"  Ginger  queried,  struggling  with  an 
upsurge of alarm.  She had imagined that Marlow's 
intention  was  to  show  her  the  crypt  tomorrow 
morning.  The thought of venturing down there at 
night was far more daunting, even though illogical; 
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the crypt would probably be just as dark during the 
day.

"You will not need to change, Miss Harker, I assure 
you,  It is quite clean down there, for the most part, 
and the worst that you will have to negotiate is a few 
steps."  He seemed to be gloating slightly, and Ginger 
suspected that he relished the idea of her exploring 
the crypt in wildly inappropriate feminine attire like 
some Gothic  film heroine.   That realisation nearly 
drove her to back out, but she could not bear to let 
him get the better of her.

As soon as the meal was over, Marlow rose rather 
than remaining seated while the women withdrew. 
"If you care to accompany me, Miss Harker, I shall 
conduct you on a short tour.  Judith, I know, will not 
wish to join us."

Ironically, Ginger would have been quite glad of the 
other woman's company on that evening's tour, but 
raised no objections and followed her employer out 
into  the  main  hall.   There  she  turned  confidently 
towards the east wing, rather pleased to be able to 
demonstrate that she had learned her way around. 
Marlow,  however,  moved  to  go  in  the  opposite 
direction.  "This is the way, Miss Harker."
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"Oh!  I thought...  Judith said that the stairs to the 
crypt were down this corridor."

"So they are," Marlow replied with another wry grin. 
"That entrance is kept locked, however.  The crypt 
and attendant passages run under the whole length 
of this house and beyond.  There are stairs in both 
wings,  but  some  of  the  old  structure  has  become 
unsafe and we do not use those parts.  The sections 
at  the  west  end  have  been  renovated  for  use  as 
cellars and storage rooms, and are quite safe."

While telling her this he had been leading the way 
through the west wing, where - Ginger observed - the 
decoration  had  deteriorated  from  silk  flock 
wallpapers  to  plain  paint,  with  the  doors  plainly 
panelled and also painted.  Marlow bade her wait at 
the top of the dark staircase to the cellars - a mirror 
version  of  the  one  in  the  other  wing  -  while  he 
fetched a lighted oil lamp from one of the rooms.  As 
he led Ginger down the twisted, time-worn steps the 
flickering  lamp  light  threw  up  an  exaggerated, 
distorted  shadow  of  his  shuffling  hunched  figure, 
resembling  an  image  of  Igor  from  some  old 
Frankenstein film.  The fact that the stone walls had 
been recently whitewashed reassured her that they 
were  not  descending  to  some  mad  scientist's 
laboratory or medieval torture chamber, though her 
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nervousness  was  held  in  check  more  by  practical 
concern  over  negotiating  that  descent  in  a  floor 
length  skirt  that  was  also  awkwardly  confining 
around her thighs!

At the bottom of the steps Marlow took her along a 
short passage into a large, low vaulted chamber with 
further passages opening off it on both sides, many 
infilled with timber partitions containing doors.  He 
held the light high.

"Down here we have fuel storage, a wine cellar, an ice 
store  and  cold  storage  rooms,  as  well  as  general 
storage.  Straight ahead of us is part of the old crypt 
that remains in its former state."

They moved forward,  the shadows dancing around 
them  like  an  entourage  of  insubstantial  goblins. 
Ginger could not prevent herself glancing nervously 
over her shoulder, and the tight bodice of her gown 
seemed to accentuate the thumping of her heart.  In 
an  attempt  to  distract  her  own  thoughts  from 
macabre  leanings and  inject  a  degree of  normality 
into this far from average situation, she managed to 
find a suitable question to ask, one that had crossed 
her mind once or twice since her arrival.

"Does the name of the house - Myrddin-ddu - mean 
anything, Mr Marlow?"
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He halted and turned towards her, and although the 
single  light  source  threw  his  narrow  face  into 
menacing, gargoyle like relief, Ginger sensed that he 
was pleasantly surprised by her enquiry.

"It  does  indeed,  Miss  Harker.   As  you  may  have 
observed, the name is formed from two parts.  The 
second part is simple - ddu is the Welsh word for the 
colour black.  You have no doubt noticed the Welsh 
double  'd'  consonant,  which  is  pronounced  with  a 
hard 't-h' sound.  The first part of the name is more 
difficult - it is an archaic Welsh term, no longer in 
use, but thought to describe a large stretch of water. 
It possibly derives from the same root as the French 
word, mer.  It would seem most likely that the name 
refers to the most prominent natural feature in the 
vicinity, the black lake that lies before the house."

His  final  flourish  was  an  almost  demonic  grin, 
nullifying Ginger's efforts to establish a less sinister 
atmosphere;  it  had,  in any case, been a Herculean 
undertaking  in  those  surroundings.   Marlow  had 
brought her to a rusting wrought iron screen that 
blocked the full width of the low vault.  It was clearly 
very  old,  and  had  once  been  a  beautiful  piece  of 
craftsmanship.  In the centre was a gate, decorated 
with a representation - in twisting ironwork - of the 
grim reaper, looking all the grimmer in his corroded, 
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cobweb festooned condition.  The old man produced 
a  big,  old  fashioned  key,  unlocked  the  gate  and 
pushed  it  open;  the  resultant  shuddering  creak 
sounded  to  Ginger  like  the  reaper's  triumphant 
cackle as he felled an unwilling victim.

The chamber beyond the screen resembled nothing 
so much as the set for a Dracula film, with crumbling 
brick and stone tombs in cobweb drapes rearing up 
from a carpet of  ancient dust;  this was clearly the 
exception to 'the most part which was quite clean'! 
Where the dim light barely penetrated to the aisles of 
that sepulchre  Ginger  could  just make out  shelves 
stacked with long boxes -  coffins presumably -  and 
amid the rubble she saw what looked like discarded 
yellowing  bones.   She  could  not  repress  a  small 
shudder, half expecting a rat to run over her foot or 
a  bat  to  swoop  from  the  darkness  at  her,  though 
neither happened.

"Allow me to introduce you to my ancestors," Marlow 
said, sweeping his arm to take in the whole crypt; he 
was  clearly  enjoying  the  situation.   "Every 
d'Molyneaux  and  Marlow for  the past  six  hundred 
years resides down her, Miss Harker.  Are you cold?"

He  had  obviously  noticed  her  shiver  again  at  his 
morbid  delight  in  his  ancestor's  remains.   "Just  a 
little.  I'll be all right."
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"You should not need to come down her too often, 
Miss Harker.  When I requested your assistance in 
unearthing  my  family  history  I  did  not  mean  it 
literally!"   He chortled  at his  own jest;  it  sounded 
almost  like  hoarse  coughing  and  made  him  seem 
more than usually like Mr Punch.

He  moved  further  into  the  ancient  vault  and  - 
reluctantly  -  Ginger  followed,  picking  her  way 
carefully and holding the hem of her skirt up to clear 
the  debris.   She  was  reminded  of  a  scene  from 
Raiders of the Lost Ark in which the heroine has to 
negotiate  a  snake  infested  subterranean  chamber 
while  wearing  an  evening  gown  not  dissimilar  to 
hers.   At least Ginger  didn't  have to  content  with 
snakes!

Marlow's  lamp  revealed  a  wooded  partition  built 
across  the width of  the vault.   "Beyond that,  Miss 
Harker, lies the larger part of the crypt and the old 
dungeons of my distant ancestor's castle.  As I have 
already told you, it is no longer safe, so we keep it 
sealed off."

"I  don't  think  I'd  be  inclined  to  explore  even  if  it 
wasn't!" Ginger quipped to combat a rising sense of 
dread.
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Marlow grinned again, the dancing shadows on his 
highly  contoured  face  lending  it  the  discomforting 
appearance  of  a  leer.   "You have at least seen the 
resting place of my ancestors, an important aspect of 
my family history.  Have you seen as much as you 
wish?"

"More than enough, thank you,"  she retorted,  past 
caring  that  he might  consider  her  a  foolish young 
woman;  she  was  inordinately  relieved  when  he 
acknowledged her answer with a curt  nod and led 
the way back through the cellars.

Once back in the main hall, Ginger excused herself 
and went up to her room.  She had no wish to endure 
another  evening  of  Judith's  company  and  felt  the 
need to talk to Richard, if only in the one-way form 
of writing him a letter.  She told him everything that 
had happened, including her personal thoughts and 
feelings, though she played down the prevalence of 
stockings and corsets; she had no wish to encourage 
that aspect of his personality!

She  was  finding  it  increasingly  difficult  to  keep  a 
sense  of  perspective  on  her  present  situation. 
During  daylight  hours,  when her  rational  faculties 
functioned  fully,  the  eccentricities  of  Myrddin-ddu 
appeared as little more than a minor inconvenience, 
but  when  darkness  fell  and  her  natural  intuitive 
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sensibilities emerged, she seemed to be entangled in 
a disturbing melodrama.  At that moment she felt a 
desperate  desire  to  run  away  from  that  frightful 
house,  but  knew  that  when  morning  came  her 
determination to make a go of the job would prevent 
her leaving; she was a hostage to her own pride.

The following morning - as she had predicted - her 
self-confidence  had  regenerated  during  her  sleep, 
while  the potency  of  the physical  bruises  that she 
had sustained the previous day had diminished.  She 
rose  and  dressed -  brimming with resolve to  meet 
with a positive attitude whatever the day threw at 
her - before Mererid appeared.

"You're  up early,  Miss,"  the maid  greeted her with 
some surprise.

"Yes, Mererid.  I'm determined to get on top of this 
place today!"

The Welsh girl looked puzzled.  "Do you mean on the 
roof, Miss?"

Ginger  laughed.   "No!   I  was  speaking 
metaphorically."

She realised, as she spoke, that Mererid might well 
be  unfamiliar  with  metaphors.   "It  means  I'm 
determined to come to terms with the odd ways of 
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this house.  I'm glad to see that you're not expected 
to  do  the  housework  in  those...   in  your  dinner 
uniforms."

"No, Miss," the maid confirmed.  "We only have to 
wear them when serving meals or when we're chosen 
to attend the Master."

Ginger was shocked to hear Mererid refer to Marlow 
in such subservient terms, though she had not - she 
recalled with a twinge of shame - reacted that way 
when  Mowgli  had  used  the  same  title;  it  had 
somehow seemed more natural for an Asian to show 
such deference (even a modern young woman such as 
Ginger  could  be  tripped  up  by  ingrained  racial 
stereotypes!).   Her  own  guilt  aside,  it  told  her 
something  about her  employer  that he encouraged 
his staff to speak of him thus, assuming - generously 
- that he did not insist upon it!

'The  Master'  called  Ginger  to  the  study  after 
breakfast that morning to instruct her in her first 
task for him.

"I have in this box file a collection of receipts that 
have  accumulated  since  the  departure  of  your 
predecessor.   I  wish  you  to  transfer  the  various 
amounts  into  this  ledger,  which,  you  will  observe, 
has  been  already  set  up  with  the  appropriate 
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headings for the different categories of expenses.  I 
anticipate  that  most  of  these  receipts  will  come 
under  the  heading,  'general  household'  -  food  and 
other  domestic  consumables  -  but  if  you  are 
uncertain, Judith will be able to assist you in most 
cases.   If  you  need  my  decision  upon  anything, 
Judith will be able to find me."

Ginger lifted the ancient looking ledger that he had 
indicated and opened it; she was surprised to find it 
unused.  "There are no entries in this."

"That is in order, Miss Harker.  I wish you simply to 
enter the various amounts that are here and produce 
a series of running totals."

"But shouldn't I bring forward the balance from the 
previous  ledger?"  Ginger  asked,  bewildered  by  her 
employer's attitude.

"That is not necessary," he explained.  "The previous 
account  was  settled  and  closed  when  your 
predecessor left.  I wish you to open up a new one. 
You can manage that, I trust?"

"Yes,  of  course,  if  that's  what  you  want,"  she 
acquiesced defensively.  Then, as she glanced along 
the neatly handwritten column headings, something 
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extremely untoward caught her attention.  "There's 
no date column."

"It is clear to me, Miss Harker, that you consider my 
system  of  accounting  to  be  somewhat  lacking," 
Marlow said with a condescending twitch to his lips. 
"I  do  not  like  to  complicate  matters  unnecessarily 
and see no advantage in your spending time entering 
details  which do  not  concern me.  I  have told  you 
what I wish you to do."

Ginger  flushed slightly at the reproof;  she did  not 
think  that  her  objections  were  unreasonable,  but 
based upon good accounting practice.   It was then 
that she noticed another equally odd aspect of  the 
ledger  in  her  hand,  and  felt  that  she  just  had  to 
query  it.   "This  has  been  set  out  in  old  money: 
pounds, shillings and pence!"

Marlow frowned at her.  "Is that a problem?"

She stared back at him, flabbergasted, and felt like 
retorting, "You may live in the nineteen thirties and 
your niece in the nineteen-fifties, but the rest of us 
have moved on!"  She quickly decided, however, that 
for the time being tact might serve her better.

"I'm sure I can change the shillings column to pence 
and ignore the last column."
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"Make  whatever  adjustments  you  think  necessary, 
Miss Harker," he replied, a trifle cagily, it seemed to 
her.  "I shall leave you to your task."

He left her feeling somewhat confused and uneasy. 
Taking the ledger  and box  file  to  the desk by the 
window,  where  her  calculator  -  thankfully  solar 
powered  -  would  operate,  she opened  the box  file, 
half  afraid  that  the  receipts  would  bear  pre-war 
dates.  She rifled through the top few papers and was 
relieved to find that they were all recent, issued by 
local suppliers and appeared perfectly ordinary.   It 
was a long time since she had made manual ledger 
entries,  but  she  set  to  with  a  will,  though  her 
handwriting was no match for the neat copperplate 
hand of whoever had filled in the headings (Marlow 
himself, perhaps).

She had not finished before Judith arrived.  "Good 
morning, Mill... I beg your pardon.  Good morning, 
Ginger.  What is it you are doing?"

"Attempting  to  grapple  with  your  uncle's  peculiar 
accounting system," Ginger retorted.  "These all seem 
to  be  housekeeping  or  incidental  expenses.   I 
presume  he  must  pay  his  Council  Tax  directly 
himself, and of course you don't have anything like 
gas, electric  or  phone bills.   Not even water rates. 
There are some advantages to simple living!"
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"I  think,  though,  that  you  would  rather  have  the 
modern facilities and pay for them," Judith observed 
with previously undisplayed insight.

Ginger smiled, a little self-consciously.  "That's me, 
thoroughly modern Milly!  There are one or two of 
these  receipts  that  I  don't  know  where  to  post. 
Perhaps you can help."

The older  woman took the offered bills  and leafed 
through them.  She was, as her uncle had predicted, 
able  to  tell  Ginger  the  correct  allocation  in  every 
case.  She was also noticeably intrigued by Ginger's 
calculator.   "That device  you are  using is,  I  think, 
some kind of adding machine?  I have never before 
seen one so tiny."

"It's called a calculator,"  Ginger explained.   "It  can 
add, subtract, multiply, divide, work out percentages 
and a number of other things.  Here, have a go."

"May  I?"   Like  an  excited  child,  Judith  took  the 
instrument and hesitantly jabbed at the buttons.  "It 
requires batteries, I assume."

"No,  that's  the  beauty  of  it.   It's  solar  powered." 
Ginger demonstrated by covering and exposing the 
photoelectric panel, dimming and strengthening the 
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liquid crystal display.  Judith stared as if witnessing 
magic.

"It is truly amazing, Ginger.  It is a pity, is it not, 
that your other machine - your electric computer, I 
believe you called it - cannot be similarly powered?"

"It  is  a  pity,"  Ginger  agreed  wholeheartedly.   "I'm 
sure it won't be long before they develop something 
like  that,  technology  moves  so  fast.   But  in  the 
meantime I'm reduced to writing all these entries by 
hand!"

Ginger  stretched  back  in  her  chair  and  let  her 
curiosity have an outing.  "What was my predecessor 
like?"

Judith  looked  thoroughly  startled.   "Your 
predecessor?"

"Yes.   Your  uncle  told  me  that  these  receipts  had 
been  accumulating  since  my  predecessor  left.   As 
none of them is more than six months old, I assume 
that my predecessor left shortly before then."

"Yes,  that  is  right,  she  did,"  the  other  woman 
confirmed, looking curiously awkward.
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"Was  she  anything  like  me?"  Ginger  persisted, 
prompted both by a sense of  mischief and genuine 
curiosity.

"No,  she was not  much like  you.   She was not  as 
striking to look at.  She had very fair hair, slightly 
waved.  She called herself a 'dumb blonde'."

"A woman with a sense of humour," Ginger observed. 
"I doubt if she was as outspoken as I am."

"No,  she was not  as 'up front'  as you are,  Ginger. 
See,  I  have remembered."   Judith appeared  rather 
pleased with herself.  "Never-the-less, she was too 'up 
front' for my uncle's liking.  She used to call herself - 
what was the word?  Ah, yes.  Hip!"

"Hip?"  Ginger looked disbelieving.  "That's a dated 
expression.   Did  she  mind  dressing  up  for  your 
uncle?"

"Not at all," Judith replied, looking a little wistful. 
"She enjoyed it.  I remember that she used to call it, 
'tarting herself up'."

"Just about right!" Ginger answered with feeling.

“I think it may have been because she was so happy 
to comply with my uncle's wishes in what she wore 
that he allowed her to stay as long as she did.  And 
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because I think he knew how much I liked her.  She 
was a very good friend to me.”

Ginger's curiosity was inflamed by Judith's oddly 
nostalgic manner, as if she were recalling events long 
past.  "Why did she leave?"

She  knew  that  the  question  was  unfair,  and 
suspected that she already knew the answer, but she 
was  mildly  intrigued  to  know  what  excuse  her 
predecessor had used.  She was startled by Judith's 
response.

"She fell ill, very gravely ill.  She could not remain 
here."  The older woman's voice and expression both 
suggested a great sense of personal loss.

"I'm sorry," Ginger said, mortified.  "You really miss 
her, don't you?"

"I miss her a great deal.  I liked her very much, and 
we  shared  many  interests.   It  was  Ginny  who 
introduced me to rock and roll records."

"Was  that  her  name:  Ginny?"  Ginger  queried,  but 
was then brought up short by what Judith had just 
said.   "She  can't  have introduced  you to  those  old 
seventy-eights you played me.  They're ancient!"
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Embarrassment and anger briefly chased each other 
across  the  older  woman's  face.   "You are  right,  of 
course.  The records had been there for many years, 
but I  did not listen to them before Ginny told me 
about them."

She  stood  abruptly.   "Will  you  please  excuse  me? 
There is something I must do."

"Of course."  Ginger watched her departure with a 
puzzled  frown,  convinced  that  Judith  had 
manufactured her excuse to leave.  She sensed that 
she was on the edge of something significant but was 
unable to bring it into focus.  Shrugging the matter 
aside, she returned her attention to the ledger and 
soon completed the outstanding entries.

Closing the book, she looked around for somewhere 
safe to store it.   One of  the filing cabinet drawers 
seemed the most logical place, so she pulled open the 
top drawer.  Bingo!  The drawer already contained a 
small stack of matching ledgers.

Overcome by sudden curiosity, Ginger returned the 
new ledger  to  the desk  and  lifted  out  the top one 
from  the  filing  cabinet.   When  she  opened  it  she 
thought at first that it was another unused one, but 
then found a few pages of entries at the beginning, 
all  in  the  same  neat  copperplate  writing  as  the 
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headings  in  the  new one;  perhaps  Marlow did  his 
own book-keeping when there was on-one  else to do 
it.  It was clearly an old ledger - regardless of the fact 
that it was only part filled - for although the entries 
were undated, they were in pre-decimal format and 
the amounts were noticeably smaller than those on 
the recent receipts that she had been entering.

Glancing idly through the entries, one grabbed her 
attention;  as  she  re-read  it  she  felt  goose  pimples 
creeping  across  her  back.  Two gramophone  records 
(Lonnie D & Elvis the Pelvis)!

Ginger stared; that gloss - in the same hand as the 
rest of the entries - had surely not been written by 
Marlow!  The most likely explanation was that they 
had  all  been  the  work  of  whoever  had  been  his 
secretary at that time, and it was also quite possible 
that  the  same  person  that  prepared  a  number  of 
empty ledgers  for  future use, which would  explain 
why the one Ginger had been given to use had been 
set out for old money.  Yet there were aspects of this 
odd situation that appeared almost to fit together to 
form a disturbing - if not impossible - picture.  The 
frivolity of the entry about Elvis suggested a young 
person  (someone  who  was  'hip'?)  who  might  well 
have introduced Judith to rock and roll, but if that 
same woman had been Ginger's predecessor who had 
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left only six month ago, she must at that time have 
been  in  her  sixties,  at  least.   Judith's  comments 
about her  had not  suggested that,  rather  that she 
had viewed Ginny as an equal, much as she seemed 
to treat Ginger.

It did not add up.  Why had this older ledger never 
been  filled?   A  neat  double  line  had  been  drawn 
beneath  the  last  totals  in  a  sign  of  unmistakable 
finality.  Surely Marlow did not start a new ledger 
every  few  months!   Ginger  quickly  examined  the 
other ledgers in the drawer.  Every one had only the 
first few pages filled, though these were in different 
hands and, judging by the amounts, were even older; 
she  found  entries  that  included  halfpennies  and 
farthings!

Where  were  all  the  more  recent  ledgers?   Ginger 
tried the other drawers of the filing cabinet - which 
all  contained assorted papers in manila folders but 
no more ledgers - and then the cupboards, but with 
no success.  She sat at the desk again and stared out 
across the lake,  which today reflected the overcast 
sky,  looking  like  a  sheet  of  beaten  pewter.   She 
wondered briefly whether she had been caught up in 
some sort  of  time warp,  but  quickly  dismissed the 
idea as unthinkable; the inhabitants of Myrddin-ddu 
might  like  to  live  in  the  past,  but  the  angular 
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numerals  on  her  calculator  display  reassured  her 
that  beyond  those  enclosing  mountains  the  world 
was busily going digital.

She  was  roused  from  her  reverie  by  the  gong  for 
lunch and jumped up in some alarm; she needed to 
visit the loo and wash her hands, and would be late! 
Quickly she checked herself.  She would be no more 
than a few minutes late; if Marlow decided to sack 
her because of it, so be it.  She did not intend risking 
another embarrassing and potentially dangerous fall 
like yesterday!

Marlow and his niece both sat waiting when Ginger 
entered  the  dining  room,  but  although  her 
employer's cold gaze reproved her tardiness, he made 
no comment.

"How are the accounts progressing?" he asked once 
the maids had served the luncheon.

"All finished," Ginger replied smugly.  "What would 
you like me to do next?"

Marlow's eyebrows rose briefly;  he was presumably 
accustomed to a more leisurely pace of working.  "I 
fear  that I  have no  other  immediate task for  you, 
Miss  Harker.   I  wish  us  to  begin  work  upon  my 
family's history, but I think we will  not start upon 
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that until tomorrow morning.  You may, therefore, 
have the rest of today to yourself."

"Thank you."  She was mildly surprised, but quickly 
applied her concentration to what she might do that 
afternoon;  she  did  not  wish  to  spend  the  time 
confined  to  Judith's  uninspiring  company.   One 
thing that she did want to do was to post her letter to 
Richard.  "Where's the nearest place that I can post a 
letter?"

"If you have a letter to post, I suggest that you give it 
to  Mowgli,"  Marlow  advised,  but  in  a  tone  that 
effectively  ruled  out  any  other  course  of  action. 
"There is nowhere within walking distance that you 
could post it.  Mowgli makes a daily visit to Harlech 
for fresh provisions."

Does he, indeed?  Ginger swiftly seized the potential 
opportunity.  "Maybe I could go with him; there are 
one or two things I need that I could probably pick 
up there."

Her employer met her gaze with a look that warned 
her that he was aware that she was - in part, at least 
- challenging his authority.  "He makes his visits very 
early in the morning, Miss Harker, so that we have 
fresh milk for breakfast.  I am sure that, if you really 
wish  to  accompany  him  one  morning,  it  can  be 
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arranged.  Not tomorrow, however.  I wish you alert 
to begin work upon my history."

He  had  left  Ginger  with  little  obvious  reason  for 
argument, effectively defusing her demand without 
committing  himself  too  greatly.   She  determined, 
there  and  then,  to  remind  him  regularly  of  his 
proposal,  though  for  the  present  she  could  only 
accept his method of getting her letter to Richard.

The loss of that excuse to go out did not, however, 
confine her to the house, and although the weather 
was  nothing  like  as  pleasant  as  yesterday's,  she 
elected to explore her surroundings a little further. 
Low cloud roofed in the valley in a rather depressing 
fashion and a chill breeze ruffled the surface of the 
dark lake as she walked briskly along beside it, but 
the exercise improved her demeanour no end, even 
though it reawakened the aches from her fall the day 
before.   Simply  escaping  from  the  stultifying 
atmosphere  of  Myrddin-ddu  for  a  while  acted  for 
Ginger as a cigarette, alcoholic drink or chocolate did 
for some of her less 'together' acquaintances.  In spite 
of  this  -  and  her  deliberations  of  the  previous 
afternoon (it had been warm and sunny then!) - her 
resolve to  confront  the challenges of  this  new and 
undeniably testing situation was wearing thin rather 
faster than a shoddy import!  Had she met her match 
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this time?  Being the calibre of person that she was, 
she would not give up without a fight, but began to 
wonder just how long she could survive there.

She had intended to walk to the far end of the lake 
and explore the small wood that she had passed on 
her drive to the house, but the painful after-effects of 
her unconventional descent of the stairs became too 
intrusive  for  her  to  complete  the  expedition. 
Returning to Myrddin-ddu - at a rather slow hobble 
(she was in no hurry to get back there in any case) - 
she went up to her room and lay on her bed, partly to 
recover but also to compose herself for that evening. 
She did not feel at all like dressing up for dinner, and 
very nearly went down in her ordinary clothes, but 
at the last moment thought better of it.  Not from 
fear  but  from  discretion;  she  decided  that  two 
confrontations with her employer were sufficient for 
one day!

The meal and the remainder of the evening passed 
without any further upsetting incidents, but by the 
time  that  she  retired  to  bed  Ginger  was  mentally 
exhausted; Myrddin-ddu seemed determined to grind 
down any resistance to its  archaic  ways.   She had 
either to find a method of establishing herself there 
in  a  fashion  that  suited  her,  or  succumb  to  the 
pressure  of  the place  and  fit  in  with its  demands. 
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The only other option - one that she could not yet 
countenance - would be to run away.

The following morning things started to look up a 
little when Marlow conducted her to the library and 
introduced her to her primary job at Myrddin-ddu.

"You  will  need  to  learn  your  way  around  these 
shelves, Miss Harker," he began, spreading his arms 
to indicate the multiple rows of leather bound tomes. 
"Those by the door hold my collections of literature - 
in both English and French - and next to those are 
my volumes on art.  On the other side you will find 
all the general reference books.  At the far end are 
those that will most concern you - my family papers, 
few of which have been bound or published."

He led Ginger to the alcoves at the far end of the 
large room where the bookcases were stocked with 
orderly bundles of papers tied up with ribbons, these 
far  outnumbering  the bound  volumes.   "These are 
my family papers, some of them surviving from the 
middle  ages.   They  have  been  sorted  -  largely 
chronologically,  but  also  by  category  in  some 
instances  -  by  one  of  my  historically  minded 
predecessors.  You should find most of them clearly 
labelled."
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"What exactly do you want me to do with them?" she 
asked.  The mass of material before her might well 
have daunted her, but instead she found the prospect 
of tackling it quite exciting.

"As  I  told  you,  Miss  Harker,  I  am  attempting  to 
compile a definitive history of my family.  I wish you 
to delve into these papers and extract from them any 
material  that you think  may be  relevant.   Do you 
read Latin?"

His question startled her.  "No, I'm afraid I don't.  Is 
it necessary?  It wasn't mentioned as a requirement 
at the agency interview."

"Do not fear, Miss Harker, I do not require it, though 
it would have assisted your work as some of the older 
manuscripts are written in Latin.  In a number of 
cases you will find an attached translation, made by 
my predecessor,  but  there  are  some that have not 
been translated.  If you need to refer to one of these, 
bring it to me and I will  attempt a translation for 
you.  My Latin is a little rusty, but I am sure it will 
suffice."

With  that  he  shuffled  off  and  Ginger  turned  to 
confront the wall of historic papers.  She lifted out 
one  of  the  bundles  at  random,  a  collection  of 
yellowing, badly foxed manuscripts.  The bundle was 
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faced with a slip of newer white paper on which had 
been written in a neat hand:

Household accounts and general correspondence 
1700 – 1750.

She  pulled  out  the  adjoining  bundle,  which  held 
similar documents for the years 1750 to 1800; as she 
had  hoped,  whoever  had  sorted  Marlow's  family 
papers had filed them methodically.

Her  first  task  would  have  to  be  mapping  and 
recording the contents of the bookcases, so that she 
could  find  things  quickly  when  she  needed  them. 
Fetching a couple of sheets of paper from the study, 
she sketched a rough elevation of the shelves, onto 
which she systematically marked the positions of the 
various  papers  by  category  and  date.   This 
undertaking  so  absorbed  her  that  the  gong 
announcing lunch rang much sooner than she had 
expected.

During lunch her employer sounded out her initial 
reaction to the task he had set her.  "I trust that you 
will find it neither too daunting nor too onerous."

"Not at all," she replied with genuine enthusiasm.  "I 
believe I shall enjoy researching your family history."
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“That  is  most  encouraging,"  Marlow  replied,  with 
one of his unsettling grins.

Ginger  completed  her  master  layout  of  the 
documents  during  that  afternoon,  and  discovered 
among the few bound and printed specimens a small 
book of poetry that caught her attention.  Entitled - 
rather mawkishly, she thought - Mementoes of Dusk 
&  Sweet  Fragrance,  the  short  anthology  was  the 
work of Jasper Marlow, though Ginger had no way of 
knowing whether the author were her employer or a 
like named relative; the recycling of names was even 
more common in families such as Marlow's than it 
was in hers!

She opened the book to sample one or two, but was 
distracted by  a  photograph that fell  from between 
the  pages  onto  the  floor.   She  retrieved  it  and 
received a minor shock.  It was a black and white 
portrait of a young woman, from the waist up, and 
apart  from the  nineteen-thirties  period  costume it 
might almost have been a likeness of Ginger herself; 
when wearing the evening gowns that Marlow had 
supplied for her she must look very like the woman 
in the picture.  Turning it over, she nearly dropped it 
when she read what had been written on the reverse 
in a neat feminine hand.
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Jasper,
My fondest  thanks for wonderful  memories 
of India which I shall cherish always,

Millicent.
Ginger stared at it in disbelief and her skin began to 
crawl  as  an  incredible  possibility  swam  into 
consciousness.  Her mother had often told her that 
she resembled her namesake grandmother, who, as a 
young woman, had visited India, and she knew that 
Marlow had been to India;  was it  conceivable that 
while there he had met her grandmother?  It seemed 
incredible; he would have had to be extremely young, 
unless  he  were  now  in  his  late  nineties,  which  - 
despite his sometimes ancient seeming demeanour - 
he did not realistically appear to be.

The possibility - however remote - that her employer 
might  have  met  her  grandmother  raised  serious 
questions  for  Ginger  about  her  own  presence  at 
Myrddin-ddu.   It  seemed  incredible  to  her  that 
Marlow might have engineered her selection for the 
post there (how could he possibly have known that 
she  would  approach  that  particular  employment 
agency,  looking  for  that  type  of  position?)  yet  the 
coincidence was scary.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 131

Ginger  shook  herself;  she  must  avoid  letting  her 
imagination  run  away  with  her.   Although  not  a 
common name, Millicent was hardly rare - it had, she 
believed, been more popular in the nineteen-thirties 
-  and  in  old  photographs  of  women  wearing  the 
fashions of that period they often looked rather alike. 
Myrddin-ddu was weird enough to induce paranoia 
in any but the sanest individual, and she must be on 
her guard against losing her rational grip on reality.

Replacing the photograph between the pages of the 
small volume, she returned the book to the shelf, but 
- regardless of her self-admonishment - was unable 
to  put  away  the  enigma  that  the  portrait  had 
presented her with.  At dinner that evening she very 
nearly  challenged  her  employer  about  it,  but 
something  warned  her  not  to.   She  did,  however, 
tackle  Judith about  the matter  -  indirectly  -  after 
they had left the table.

"When did your uncle visit India, do you know?"

Judith appeared mildly startled by the question.  "It 
was many years ago, long before you -  or  I  -  were 
even born.  Why do you ask?"

"When I was sorting your uncle's papers today I came 
across  a  reference  to  India  that  suggested that  he 
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had been out there during the nineteen-thirties, but 
surely that can't be right?"

"I am not certain.  You will have to ask my uncle," 
Judith replied  guardedly.   Ginger  felt  certain  that 
the other woman knew more than she admitted.

The matter puzzled her greatly.  She had estimated 
Mowgli's age as somewhere between forty and fifty, 
yet he had told her that he had been Marlow's house 
boy in India.  She was aware that Asians sometimes 
appeared to Western eyes as younger that their true 
age, but even so, to have been employed by Marlow 
in the nineteen-thirties he must have entered service 
as a very young boy.  It was just about possible, she 
supposed, but the whole business made her uneasy, 
especially as it seemed that it might involve her in 
some obscure fashion.

Deciding  that  she  would  learn  nothing  more  by 
pressing  Judith  any  further  -  and  might  alert 
Marlow to her curiosity about the subject (why did 
that worry her so?) - Ginger let the matter drop.  She 
would  keep  her  eyes  and  ears  open  and  see  if 
anything else turned up.

Nothing did turn up during the next few days, and 
although  she  examined  quite  extensively  Marlow's 
family papers for the relevant period she could find 
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no  more  references  to  India  or  to  anyone  named 
Millicent.  But now that she had free access to all 
this historical material -  having been charged with 
the  task  of  teasing  out  its  secrets  -  her  concerns 
about the oddness of Myrddin-ddu began to assume 
much less significance for her.  She was, it seemed, 
starting to fit into its rather eccentric routine.

Because one day was so much like its predecessor - 
that  dislocation  heightened  by  the  total  lack  of 
contact with the outside world - Ginger's awareness 
of the passage of time grew less acute and she was 
rather startled when, a day or so later, Marlow asked 
her at dinner whether she wanted the following day 
off.  "As it is Sunday tomorrow I do not feel that I 
can ask you to work.  However, I am content to let 
you  organise  your  work  to  suit  yourself,  within 
reason, of course.  If you want time off, at any time, 
simply ask."

"Thank you."   She was pleasantly surprised by his 
flexible attitude, which suited her very well; she was 
extremely good at organising her time.  She decided, 
though, to take this opportunity of an offered day off 
to remind her employer of his earlier promise.  "As 
it's  Sunday  tomorrow,  I  was  wondering  if  Mowgli 
might be able to run me into Harlech."
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Marlow's  eyebrows rose.   "Why would  you wish to 
visit Harlech when all of the shops will be closed?"

His presumption infuriated her, undoing all the good 
work  that  his  attitude  to  her  working  hours  had 
achieved.  "I might just want to visit the local church, 
as it's Sunday!"

Although  nominally  a  practising  Christian,  she 
generally only attended church on special occasions, 
such as Christmas and Easter, but it was an effective 
stick with which to beat her employer.

"I see."  He looked satisfyingly uncomfortable.  "I am 
afraid that I cannot spare Mowgli for tomorrow, but 
I  can  offer  you  the  use  of  my  family's  personal 
chapel.  I cannot lay on a priest or service for you, 
but you are welcome to use it for prayer.  I am sure 
that God will understand."

She felt that she was being fobbed off, but his offer 
removed her ability to insist upon visiting Harlech. 
She  could  not,  however,  seriously  consider 
worshipping on her own in the chapel in the crypt of 
Myrddin-ddu, with Marlow's ancestors mouldering in 
the next chamber; she was not that devout!  "Thank 
you, I'll manage without.  I'll still take tomorrow off, 
though, if that's okay?"
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"As  you wish,"  Marlow acknowledged  indifferently. 
"We do not have a different  meal arrangement for 
Sunday, Miss Harker.  I find it easier that way when 
running a place of this size with a small staff."

Ginger was astounded -  not with his arrangement, 
which she thought sensible - but at his  considering a 
staff  of  six  (that  she  knew  of,  and  there  were 
probably  others  lurking in  the kitchen besides the 
cook)  a  small  number  of  employees  to  service  the 
need of only two people and their occasional visitors! 
In this - as in so many other ways - he seemed still to 
live  in  a  world  that for  most  people  had vanished 
with the First World War.

Having  decided  to  take  Sunday  off  -  largely  to 
demonstrate her independence from her employer's 
manipulations  -  she  was  left  with  the  problem  of 
filling a whole day in the environs of Myrddin-ddu. 
She  prayed  that  the  weather  -  which  had  been 
somewhat  inclement  for  the  past  couple  of  days  - 
would  improve  so  that  she  would  not  be  trapped 
indoors.

Her  less than zealous display of  religious devotion 
had  not  apparently  offended  anyone  on  high,  as 
Sunday  dawned  dry  and  bright.   Greatly  relieved 
that she would not be confined to the house, and now 
that  her  muscular  aches  and  pains  had  virtually 
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disappeared, she set out after breakfast to complete 
her exploration of the far end of the valley.  The walk 
along the lakeside track was an enjoyable one, with a 
pleasant accompaniment of birdsong and the distant 
complaining  of  the  sheep,  set  against  a  gentle 
background of water lapping the rocky shore.

When she reached the wood  at the far  end of  the 
cwm,  which  she  had  observed  on  her  journey  to 
Myrddin-ddu,  it  turned  out  to  be  disappointingly 
smaller  than  it  had  appeared  from  the  car,  little 
more, in fact, than a belt of trees between the track 
and a steep wall of rock beyond.  The ground on the 
other side of the road - where the lake drained into a 
series of little brooks that converged to escape down 
a  steep  slide  into  the  valley  below  proved  to  be 
equally  uninspiring  as  it  was  impassably 
waterlogged.  She went to the head of the gully up 
which  Marlow's  old  car  had  laboured  to  bring  her 
there, toying with the possibility of venturing down 
it  to  the  lower  valley,  but  it  looked  even  more 
precipitous than she remembered and the churned 
mud  glistened  wetly;  dirty  rivulets,  aspiring  to  be 
grown-up streams, determinedly splashed their way 
down  either  side  of  the  steep  track  and  puddles 
lurked in almost every hollow.  If she attempted to 
descend that she was almost bound to end up sitting 
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in wet mud.  Reluctantly she retraced her steps to 
Myrddin-ddu.

It started to drizzle with rain again after lunch, so 
Ginger occupied the afternoon in composing another 
letter  to  Richard,  in  which  she  stressed  all  the 
positive aspects of her new life; she had no desire to 
admit to him that she may have made a mistake.  At 
least, not yet!  She determined, however, to take no 
further days off without prior assurance that Mowgli 
would be free to take her to Harlech in the car; her 
work on Marlow's papers was more satisfying than 
simply sitting around the house.

Over the next week she adopted a regular routine of 
taking a short walk after her lunch on every day that 
the unpredictable Welsh weather permitted.  Apart 
from allowing her out of that oppressive house for a 
brief interlude, and increasing her knowledge of her 
surroundings (which lessened, if only marginally, her 
sense of  isolation),  those walks also gave her some 
essential  exercise  to  counter  the  substantial  meals 
that she felt obliged to eat.

The  tiny  valley  behind  the  house  -  although  a 
peaceful and secluded spot for when she wished to 
meditate  -  offered  limited  possibilities;  without 
strong  boots  and  suitable  clothing  she  was  very 
dubious about attempting to scale the steep sides of 
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the  cwm.   The  trek  to  the  far  end  of  the  lake 
provided her with better opportunities for walking, 
though there  was  little  more  to  explore  without  a 
muddy scramble.  Perhaps the most interesting part 
of the whole valley was the rocky plateau overlooking 
the lake beside Myrddin-ddu and carrying the ruins 
of  the  former  fortified  residence.   From  what  she 
could see of these they reminded her of many of the 
old  castles  that  she  enjoyed  visiting,  the  main 
difference  being the absence of  the neatly cropped 
grass  that  generally  stood  in  for  flooring  in  such 
ruins,  replaced  here  by  dense  thickets  of  thorn 
bushes,  brambles  and  nettles.   Had  the  old  tower 
held a sleeping princess this barrier of undergrowth 
would  have  deterred  all  but  the  most  ardent  of 
rescuers!

Driven  by  curiosity  about these  remains  -  though, 
perhaps,  even  more  by  yet  another  perceived 
challenge to her feminist pride - Ginger determined 
that a few plants would  not prevent her exploring 
them.  Accordingly she laid her plans, and one dry 
lunch time scrambled up onto the plateau with her 
jeans,  her  thickest  jumper  and  a  pair  of  gloves 
stuffed  into  a  carrier  bag.   She  had  already 
reconnoitred  a  place  behind  one  of  the  more 
substantial  segments  of  the  remaining  wall  where 
she could change out of sight from the house and had 
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flattened the nettles there with a previously selected 
stout stick.  Quickly exchanging her skirt for jeans, 
she pulled on the sweater and gloves.  These were 
rather  warm  for  that  mild  September  day,  but  at 
least  she would  be  protected  from the  majority  of 
scratches and stings.

She began her  expedition  along  the uneven top of 
one of the low fragments of wall, taking her without 
too much difficulty into the heart of the wilderness. 
Her goal was to reach the tower and look inside it; 
although no great distance from where she stood, the 
ground in between was overgrown with ferociously 
armed vegetation that would  have challenged Lara 
Croft!  Balancing rather precariously on the end of 
the  broken  stone  wall,  Ginger  thrashed  at  the 
undergrowth  with  her  stick  to  clear  an  area  into 
which she could safely jump down.  A machete or bill 
hook  would  have  been  more  effective  (Lara  Croft 
would have been sure to have one in her inventory!), 
but she had neither and so continued to whack the 
vegetation  with  her  stick  until  she  had  partially 
beaten it back.  She jumped down…

And down!   Much further  than anticipated as  the 
ground gave way beneath her feet and she fell into a 
hole in the earth!   Instinctively she threw out her 
arms to grab at the edges of the cavity, which proved 
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to be the worst thing that she could have done.  Her 
elbows  and  hands  jarred  painfully  onto  the  hard 
ground, breaking off  further large chunks of earth 
and  stone  that  cascaded  into  the  hole  with  her, 
striking her on the head and shoulders as she fell. 
She  was  not  fully  conscious  of  landing,  slightly 
concussed  by  one  of  the  blows,  but  found  herself 
moments later lying awkwardly on an uncomfortable 
pile  of  stones,  soil  and  vegetation,  staring  up  at  a 
small jagged patch of brightness a few feet above her.

Extremely shocked by the fall, she lay unmoving for 
a  few  minutes,  urgently  pleading  -  part  silently, 
partly  out  loud  -  with  the  God  of  her  childhood 
religious  teaching.   "Please,  let  me  get  out  of  this 
safely.  Please, please, don't let me die!"

Gradually  she  was  able  to  pull  her  fractured 
consciousness together and little Milly handed over 
to grown-up,  practical  Ginger.   Coercing her brain 
into  recalling  the  correct  procedure  for  such  an 
emergency, she thought that it would be unwise for 
her to attempt to get up too quickly, so instead she 
moved each of  her  limbs in  turn,  endeavouring  to 
distinguish  between  warning  pain  and  simply 
hurting pain.  To her profound relief all of her many 
injuries seemed to be in the latter category, so with 
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considerable  caution  she  sat  up  and  surveyed  her 
position.

Her  vision  had  by  then  grown  accustomed  to  the 
dimness  and  she  could  make  out,  close  by  her  on 
both  sides,  the  regular  pattern  of  stone  walling, 
disappearing  into  absolute  blackness  before  and 
behind her; evidently she had fallen into some kind 
of old tunnel, probably linking the tower to the rest 
of the crypt under the house.  Marlow had told her 
that  there  were  ancient  passages  and  dungeons 
under the castle ruins, and had also warned her that 
they were unsafe.  He had not been exaggerating!

For  Ginger,  the  burning  question  was  how  to 
extricate  herself  from  that  hole.   She  had  been 
fortunate in  not  sustaining any serious damage as 
she  fell,  but  her  lack  of  injury  was  of  little 
consequence  if  she  could  not  get  back  out.   The 
prospect  of  rescue looked alarmingly slender.   She 
had  told  no-one  at  Myrddin-ddu  where  she  was 
going, the cave-in was not in an area where anyone 
might reasonably be expected to pass by, and she was 
too far from the house for  her calls for  help to be 
heard.  If she were to escape, it would have be by her 
own unaided efforts.

She  stood,  wincing  at  the  twinges  in  her  bruised 
muscles, and examined the opening above her head. 
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The  passage  roof  was  not  overly  high  and  by 
clambering  onto  the  mound  of  debris  that  had 
accompanied  her  into  the  tunnel  she  was  able  to 
reach the edges of the aperture.  She was, however, 
reluctant to try to haul herself up by her arms, both 
because  she  doubted  her  strength  to  do  so  and 
because she feared precipitating a further collapse, 
pulling  more  stone  down  onto  her.   If  she  were 
trapped beneath another cave-in she would never get 
out alive!

She  concentrated  hard  upon  the  problem, 
desperately holding at bay the ravening panic  that 
circled her consciousness;  she would  have to make 
better use of the resources to hand.  The soil and the 
stone blocks from the tunnel roof had fallen into a 
disordered heap that spread in both directions along 
the passage; if she could gather up the larger stones 
and pile them directly under the opening she might 
be able to build a crude approximation of a staircase 
to take her at least part of the way to the surface. 
She set to work.

The task quickly proved to be more difficult than she 
had imagined.  Although they were not particularly 
large, the individual stones were much heavier than 
Ginger had expected and many were partially buried, 
requiring  her  to  dig  them out by hand before  she 
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could hope to lift them.  She ruined her gloves, but at 
least  her  hands  had  some  protection.   After  a 
considerable amount of sweating and struggling she 
managed to construct a reasonably ordered stack of 
stones  that  reached  about  half  way  up  one  wall. 
Would it be high enough?

When she climbed up onto it her head and shoulders 
were  above  ground;  even  from  that  low  vantage 
point, the sight of that vast expanse of sky above her 
was  uplifting  and  encouraging.   She  was  still 
doubtful about trusting her weight upon the edges of 
the hole, but by stretching she could just reach the 
slender trunk of one of the thorn bushes, which was 
hopefully rooted into the soil firmly enough to hold 
her.  Gathering together all her remaining resolve - 
and  with  another  brief  but  heartfelt  prayer  -  she 
hauled  herself  from  the  cavity,  soil  and  stones 
crumbling beneath her as she scrambled out.

She  lay  there  for  a  while  recovering,  little  Milly 
singing  a  hymn  of  gratitude  to  her  Maker;  even 
Ginger felt that perhaps she ought to make a little 
more  effort  to  display  her  appreciation  of  His 
watchful presence.  Unfortunately that could prove 
rather difficult for her if Marlow continued to hinder 
her attempts to use his car on Sundays; she did not 
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feel quite grateful enough to venture down alone to 
the chapel in Myrddin-ddu's crypt!

Slowly,  painfully  she  clambered  to  her  feet, 
supporting herself on the end of the low stone wall. 
She  was  bruised,  cut,  scratched  and  stung  -  and 
incredibly dirty - but she was alive and not seriously 
hurt.  Pulling herself up onto the old wall, she made 
her way shakily back to where she had left her skirt. 
There seemed little point in her changing back into 
it;  she was caked in  dirt  from her  trainers  to  her 
hair, besides which, she was in no mood to pander to 
her  employer's  whims.   She  picked  up  the  carrier 
bag, stumbled down to the yard, and walked through 
the house in a state that would probably have given 
Marlow apoplexy had he seen her.

She  reached  her  room  without  meeting  anyone, 
stripped off her soiled clothes, wrapped herself in her 
dressing gown and crossed the hall to the bathroom. 
The  saving  grace  of  Myrddin-ddu's  antiquated 
plumbing system - as far as Ginger was concerned - 
was an ample supply of hot water at any time of day; 
she  had  stayed  in  far  more  modern  guest  houses 
where this had not been the case.

Once  bathed  and  dressed  in  fresh  clothes  she  felt 
considerably  better,  though  she  was  developing  a 
fine collection of dark bruises and would ache in a 
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good many places for some days to come.  She was 
uncertain about what to do with her extremely dirty 
clothes, which had also suffered a tear or two.  She 
had slipped - almost unconsciously - into the habit of 
leaving her used garments for the maid to take away 
for  washing,  but  did  not  feel  that  she  could  leave 
these filthy items with quite the same presumption. 
Her  reticence  was augmented by  the fact  that the 
maids worked a weekly rota and she no longer had 
Mererid attending her; her new maid was Elen, the 
small dark one of the trio, with a manner to match. 
Ginger had learned that - like Mererid - Elen was an 
orphan, but unlike the other maid she carried that 
misfortune on her shoulder like a whole bag of chips!

In  the  end  Ginger  left  the  clothes  soaking  in  her 
hand basin.  She would rinse them as clean as she 
could and then have an apologetic word with Elen in 
the morning.  She went downstairs to commence her 
afternoon's work and was disconcerted to meet her 
employer in the hall; although he had told her that 
she could more or less suit herself with regard to her 
working  hours she still  managed to feel  somewhat 
embarrassed  that  he  had  caught  her  taking  an 
extended lunch break.

"Good after…"  He stalled and stared at her; one side 
of  her  face  sported a  long  graze where  one  of  the 
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stones had caught her and was beginning to display a 
particularly  ripe  bruise.   "Miss Harker!   Have you 
suffered an accident?"

"I fell when I was out walking," she replied, evading 
the truth rather than tell a direct lie.  "It looks worse 
than it  is.   I'm  afraid  it  delayed  me  a  little.   I'm 
sorry."

Marlow  magnanimously  waved  her  apology  aside, 
regarding her with concern.  "That is the second fall 
that you have taken since your arrival, Miss Harker. 
I sincerely hope that it will be the last."

"I'm not badly hurt," she answered, forcibly ignoring 
the complaints from almost every part of her body. 
"But I shall have to be more careful in future or I can 
see that Myrddin-ddu will be the death of me!"

She had hoped that her attempt at humour would 
defuse the awkwardness of the situation, but Marlow 
reacted very oddly, almost as if she had accused him 
of causing her misadventure.

"Do not say such a thing, Miss Harker!  I should be 
extremely mortified to be in any way responsible for 
your premature demise."

So should I!  Ginger experienced a moment of chill 
realisation  of  the  closeness  of  the  call  she  had 
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suffered  that  afternoon,  she  would  indeed  have to 
watch  her  step  to  ensure  that  she  had  not  been 
speaking  true  words  in  jest  when  suggesting  that 
Myrddin-ddu  might  be  the  death  of  her!   Not 
wanting  her  employer  to  witness  her  sudden 
trepidation,  she  hurriedly  excused  herself  and 
turned away towards the library.

 s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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III

"We  have  a  guest  at  dinner  tonight,"  Judith 
exclaimed, clearly excited by the prospect.  "A young 
man!"

She  had  burst  into  Ginger's  bedroom  without 
knocking,  overcome  by  the  possibilities  of  the 
occasion.   Not  that  Ginger  altogether  blamed her; 
after  only  two  weeks  at  Myrddin-ddu  she  herself 
found the thought of a new face at the dining table 
not altogether displeasing, so how much more must 
it mean to Judith.

"He was walking in the mountains," the older woman 
explained.   "He  became  lost  in  the  mist,  but  was 
fortunate enough to find his way here."

Fortunate for whom?  Ginger's jaundiced response - 
which she was not entirely successful in hiding from 
Judith - was largely prompted by the other woman's 
reminder  of  the mist.   That morning,  Marlow had 
offered  Ginger  a  free  afternoon  so  that  she might 
accompany  Mowgli,  who  needed  to  make  an  extra 
trip into Harlech.   She had jumped at the chance, 
and  was  consequently  all  the  more  disappointed 
when the trip had been cancelled.  During the day a 
thick mist had filled the cwm, reducing visibility to a 
few feet; attempting to drive in such conditions along 
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the  narrow,  twisting  track  beside  the  lake  would 
have been foolhardy.

Ginger  had been reduced to borrowing a detective 
novel from Judith's personal library in an attempt to 
combat  her  disappointment.   She  found  the 
contrived  storyline  even  less  realistic  than  life  at 
Myrddin-ddu (which was saying something!)  but it 
had served to fill  up the afternoon.  She had been 
struggling to digest more of this literary 'junk food' 
when Judith had burst in on her.

"Will  you  be  putting  on  one  of  your  more  daring 
gowns?" the older woman prompted, almost slyly.

"No, I shall not!"  Despite a certain interest in their 
impromptu visitor, Ginger was not prepared to show 
it.  "I told you, I'm engaged.  It would not be right for 
me to dress up and flaunt myself in front of  other 
men."

Judith looked as if she were about to try to persuade 
her otherwise, but simply shrugged.  "I shall dress up 
and flaunt myself.  It is a lady's prerogative."

No doubt she would succeed in captivating the young 
man's attention; he would probably be fascinated by 
her  vampish  costume  if  by  nothing  else!   When 
Judith  left  to  prepare  herself  for  dinner  -  a  time 
consuming  process  -  Ginger  threw  aside  the 
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indigestible  novel  and  considered  her  own 
preparations.   She  might  have no  wish to  bedizen 
herself,  but  she  never-the-less  attended  to  her 
dressing  and  make  up  with  more  than  customary 
care, attempting to disguise the unsightly bruise on 
her  cheek,  and even selecting the slightly naughty 
cream silk dress.  She excused this as simply keeping 
up appearances.

Judith called for her as usual and registered Ginger's 
efforts  with  an  eloquently  feline  look.   The  older 
woman had no cause to feel challenged, though; as 
they went downstairs together Ginger felt not unlike 
a peahen walking beside its flamboyant mate.  Judith 
was wearing a clinging gown in a vibrant green that 
set off her porcelain beauty and brought out the hint 
of green in her dark eyes (the cat again!), as well as 
emphasising  other  aspects  of  her  anatomy;  in  the 
fashion of the period it was backless, and apart from 
a  halter  of  thin  straps,  virtually  frontless  as  well! 
From mid-thigh it swirled out into a full, floor length 
skirt in shimmering shades of green and gold which 
whispered sensually as she walked.  A matching scarf 
of  gossamer  chiffon  provided  a  token  of  false 
modesty.

The impressive entrance of the two women into the 
dining  room  was  somewhat  diminished  by  the 
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absence of the young man it had been intended to 
impress.

"I do hope he has not changed his mind about dining 
with  us,"  Judith  whispered  to  her  companion,  as 
palpably agitated as a gauche teenager.

"I'm sure  he  hasn't,"  Ginger  reassured  her,  feeling 
considerably older and more mature, as if she were 
Judith's chaperone.

Her  optimism was  vindicated  a  few  minutes  later 
when their guest arrived.  He was a tall, gangling, 
angular man - in his late twenties or early thirties, 
Ginger  estimated  -  with  mousy  hair  and  rather 
staring  eyes;  his  most  prominent  feature  was  a 
luxuriant  bohemian  beard.   His  slightly  crumpled 
cord  trousers  and  sweatshirt  suggested strongly  to 
Ginger that he would feel at home in an anorak; he 
also  seemed  vaguely  familiar  to  her,  though  she 
probably  recognised  his  type  rather  than  the 
individual.

Marlow rose to greet him.  Good evening, Mr Mowe. 
Allow me to introduce you to my niece, Miss Lamort, 
and to my secretary, Miss Harker."

"H-how  do  you  d-do,"  the  young  man  stammered, 
clearly nervous.  "It's a p-pleasure to m-meet you."
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"Please  call  me  Judith,"  Marlow's  niece  simpered. 
Ginger  simply  sat  staring  at  him  -  struggling  to 
suppress a shiver of alarm - transfixed by his speech 
impediment.   She  was  convinced  now  that  she 
recognised him, as the peculiar young man who had 
accosted her in Harlech!

"Is  th-there  anything  wrong,  M-Miss  Harker?"  he 
asked, clearly discomforted by the fierce directness of 
her gaze.

"We've  met  before,"  she  blurted  out,  more  bluntly 
that she intended.  "In Harlech, three weeks ago."

"I-I'm  afraid  you  m-must  b-be  m-mistaken,"  he 
countered,  his  stammer  worsening  as  he  coloured 
before her stare.  "I w-was n-not in Harlech three w-
weeks ago.  I w-was still in L-London, w-working."

His  distress  seemed  genuine,  and  as  Ginger 
reconsidered the matter she realised - with a flush of 
embarrassment  of  her  own  -  that  she  must  be 
mistaken.   The  young  man  in  Harlech  -  she  now 
recalled - had been beardless; a beard as bountiful as 
that  upon  the chin  of  their  visitor  could  not  have 
grown in three weeks!  "I'm sorry if I appeared rude, 
I mistook you for someone else."
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"It d-doesn't matter, M-Miss Harker."  He presented 
her  with  a  disarming  smile.   "I'm  afraid  I  d-don't 
know your first n-name."

She was about to reply  when she caught Marlow's 
sardonic  gaze  upon  her  and  hesitated;  dare  she 
challenge  her  employer's  authority  by  asking  his 
guest to use her nickname?

"Millicent,"  she  mumbled,  feeling  that  she  had 
betrayed  her  principles,  but  unwilling  to  face  the 
odium of committing another faux pas.

The young man demonstrated surprising sympathy 
at her obvious reluctance to tell him her name.  "You 
w-would think our p-parents would have been more 
c-considerate, wouldn't  you.   M-my name's Arthur. 
You  w-would  have  thought,  with  the  s-surname 
Mowe,  they  would  have  c-called  my  anything  but 
Arthur!"

She smiled at him; he was trying hard to put her at 
her ease.  One of the maids appeared beside him at 
that moment to serve his soup, and he seemed, for 
the  first  time,  to  notice  their  caricature  costumes. 
He  looked  decidedly  uncomfortable,  glancing 
awkwardly at his companions around the table.  It 
was  Ginger's  turn  to  sympathise  with  him;  with 
herself  and  Judith  in  nineteen-thirties  evening 
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dresses  and  Marlow  in  his  formal  black,  high-
collared  jacket,  sporting  a  crimson  cravat,  their 
visitor  must  have  wondered  whether  he  had 
gatecrashed a fancy-dress party.

"I-I'm  afraid  I'm  somewhat  c-casually  dressed,"  he 
stammered.  "I d-don't have r-room in my r-rucksack 
for a s-suit."

"Pray  do  not  upset  yourself,  Mr  Mowe,"  his  host 
replied  with  uncharacteristic  magnanimity. 
"Dressing for dinner is optional here."

Not  for  some  of  us!  Ginger  wisely  withheld  her 
thought; clearly her employer regarded Arthur as a 
guest, whereas she - as his secretary - rated as a mere 
servant!  She confined her retaliation to an oblique 
comment upon the subject, offered more as comfort 
for  the young man.  "Besides, clothes do not make 
the person."

"Especially  not  a  man!"  Judith  chimed  in,  almost 
leering  across  the  table  at  her  quarry.   Her  sally 
clearly embarrassed Arthur, and infuriated Ginger, 
though she was slightly mollified to witness Marlow 
silently  chastising  his  niece's  effrontery  with  a 
reproving glance.

"I  trust  that  our  spare  room  is  not  too 
uncomfortable," the old man continued.  "I  hope it 
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does not lack too many of the amenities that you are 
no doubt used to enjoying."

"It's f-fine," Arthur replied.  "I've stayed in m-many 
places with f-fewer facilities.  One has to g-get used 
to r-roughing it a bit when h-hiking."

"Is  that  what  you  were  doing?"  Ginger  asked. 
"Hiking?"

"Yes.  I'm on a w-week's walking holiday.  M-my aim 
is to w-walk the R-Rhinogs from Trawsfynydd down 
to B-Barmouth."

"What  are  the  Rhinogs?"  Ginger  asked.   Although 
hiking was not her notion of a great holiday, being 
able to talk about anything with someone other than 
Marlow  or  his  niece  was  a  change  for  the  better. 
Neither did she want Arthur to think that she was 
another empty-headed female like Judith.

Her question was answered by Marlow.  "The Rhinog 
mountains  are  those  that  surround  us  here  at 
Myrddin-ddu.  I  hope, Mr Mowe, that the weather 
tomorrow morning will permit you to continue your 
walk to Barmouth."

"I  hope  so,  too!"  Arthur  responded,  in  a  tone  that 
puzzled Ginger, hinting almost at desperation.
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Judith looked decidedly disappointed.  "I  hope that 
the weather keeps you here a while longer, Arthur!"

The young man concentrated upon his soup in  an 
attempt to hide his discomfort.  The meal progressed 
in  a  desultory  fashion,  with  short  burst  of 
conversation  between  somewhat  strained  silences, 
typical  -  in  Ginger's  experience -  of  most meals at 
Myrddin-ddu!   She tried  to  strike  up an exchange 
with  Arthur  about  his  hobby,  but  he  was  rather 
reserved  -  and  seemingly  also  distracted  by  some 
private  worry  -  and  she  found  the  going  heavy. 
Marlow interjected occasional comments concerning 
the history of the house, to which Arthur responded 
with a  curious  wariness,  as  if  he  felt  that  he  was 
being secretly  tested upon his  knowledge.   Judith, 
who  clearly  had  far  more  appetite  for  their  guest 
than  for  her  food,  frequently  interrupted  with 
inappropriate remarks.

When  the  meal  had  finished  and  the  two  women 
stood to leave, Arthur stood too, looking uncertain as 
to  whether  or  not  he  was  expected  to  accompany 
them.

"We shall  let  the  ladies  retire,  Mr Mowe,"  Marlow 
informed him.  "You and I may enjoy a small glass of 
something  -  if  you  wish  -  while  we  finish  our 
conversation upon the history of Myrddin-ddu."
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With evident reluctance Arthur sat again, throwing 
Ginger a swift, almost pleading glance as she moved 
towards the door.  She sympathised; Marlow would 
not be her first choice of drinking companion either!

In the drawing room Judith draped herself exotically 
across the chaise in front  of  the curtained window 
and  gazed  up  at  Ginger,  her  dark  eyes  brimming 
with girlish excitement.  "What did you think of him, 
Millicent..  Ginger?"

"He seems pleasant enough," Ginger replied calmly, 
settling herself into one of the armchairs.  She was 
more than a little puzzled by her companion's avid 
interest in Arthur; he had not seemed to her at all 
the type of man to turn Judith on!  Was the older 
woman so desperate for male company that - like a 
Victorian spinster terrified of being left on the shelf - 
she would throw herself at any eligible man?  To a 
modern young woman such as Ginger that strategy 
appeared both ludicrous and pathetic.  "I would have 
thought he was too much of an outdoor type for you, 
Judith."

"I  like  many  types  of  men,"  the  other  woman 
answered, a touch indignantly.  "Perhaps I am less 
particular than you are, Ginger, but I do not have 
the advantages in that direction that you have had."
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Ginger coloured slightly.  "I didn't mean to be critical 
- you're free to like whoever you wish - I was just a 
little  surprised.   I  can't  quite  see you in  a pair  of 
hiking boots!"

Judith  allowed  herself  a  sheepish  grin.   "You  are 
right, Ginger, I would not feel comfortable in hiking 
boots,  but  I  have  rather  limited  opportunities  to 
meet suitable young men."

"If  you got out more you might meet a few more!" 
Ginger  could  not  help  herself;  she  found  Judith's 
attitude  mildly  irritating.   The  older  woman  was 
acting almost like a fairy tale princess who sits in her 
castle expecting eligible young men to line up for the 
privilege of attempting to win her hand.

"No doubt you are right,"  Judith conceded,  a little 
stiffly.  "Unfortunately that is not so easy for me to 
do."

Ginger frowned; was her companion hinting that she 
was  restrained  in  some  fashion,  that  her  uncle 
forbade  her  to  leave Myrddin-ddu?   It  seemed too 
much like a Victorian novel to be true, but Ginger 
was swiftly nearing the point where she could believe 
anything possible in that peculiar household!

"What is  your  betrothed like?"  Judith enquired,  in 
what sounded like a deliberate change of subject to 
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Ginger (and a reminder of how fortunate she was?). 
"When you told  me that he worked in  a bank you 
made him sound very formal."

"Formal?   Richard?"   Ginger  nearly  broke  into 
laughter.   "That's the last term I'd  use to describe 
him.  He has to dress and behave appropriately at 
work, of course, but out of the office he's the most 
laid back guy I know.  Any more and he'd fall over!"

"Laid  back?"  the  older  woman  queried.   "I  do  not 
understand what you mean by that.  Like I am now?"

"No, it's a figure of speech.  It means ultra casual.. 
Cool."  Ginger  sought  a  simile  that  Judith  would 
understand, suddenly remembering a word that she 
herself had used.  "Hip!"

The other woman smiled with recognition.  "Does he 
like Elvis?"

"I - I'm not sure," Ginger faltered; having criticised 
Judith over her lack of discrimination in men Ginger 
felt that it would be unkind to disparage her dated 
taste in music.  "He likes rock and roll, so I'm sure he 
likes Elvis.  He's quite an outdoor type, too, but not 
in the same way as Arthur.  Richard's into fast sports 
cars and plays rugby."
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"Rugby!"  Judith sat up in a display of interest.  "Does 
he look like a typical rugby player?  Not like Arthur?"

"Not  at  all  like  Arthur."   Ginger  grinned  at  her 
companion's bright-eyed enthusiasm.  "He's not very 
tall - no taller than you - but he's built like the side of 
a house!"

"Is he strong?"

"Very  strong,"  Ginger  confirmed  (only  mild 
exaggeration).   "You'd  like  him,  I'm  sure.   You'd 
probably get on quite well, too."

Richard  would  certainly  go  for  the  way  Judith 
dressed,  and  Ginger  unexpectedly  found  herself 
grateful  that  he  was  nearly  three  hundred  miles 
away!

"I  should  like  to  meet  him,"  Judith intimated,  her 
dark eyes flashing with hints of green.  "Do you think 
there is a chance that I may do one day?"

Not if I have any say in it!  Ginger was spared the 
embarrassment of having to fabricate a polite reply 
by the interruption of a timid knocking at the door. 
Judith jumped up and hurried to open it, presumably 
guessing that it was Arthur.
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"M-may  I  join  you  two  l-ladies  for  a  w-while?"  he 
asked.  "Or w-would you prefer to be l-left to you own 
devices?"

"Not at all,  not  at all!   Come in,  Arthur.   Please!" 
Judith gushed like a newly bored oil well, and pulled 
back  her  shoulders  to  emphasise  her  décolletage, 
threatening an overflow in that department too.  Not 
that  there  was  a  tremendous  amount  to  spill  out, 
Ginger observed (she too could play the cat)!

It  was  still  too  much for  Arthur,  who  averted  his 
gaze.  "Th-thank you.  I'd l-like the opportunity to 
enjoy your c-company a little be-before I go up to b-
bed."

"Sit  down,  Arthur."   Ginger  indicated  the  empty 
armchair  opposite  hers.   "You  needn't  stand  on 
ceremony with us."

Arthur  took  the  offered  seat  with  a  look  of  mild 
relief;  he  clearly  had little  wish to  sit  too  close to 
Judith.  Ginger had not planned it before she had 
spoken, but had managed to engineer things so that 
she and Arthur sat near each other while Judith - if 
she resumed her place on the chaise - would be on 
the far side of the room.

This state of  affairs did  not suit  Judith at all  and 
instead  of  sitting  down  again  she  hovered  close 
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beside  the young man's  chair.   "May I  offer  you a 
drink, Arthur?  I can send for something."

"No, th-thank you," he replied.  "Mr M-M - your uncle 
- insisted I had a b-brandy with him - and we also 
had w-wine with our dinner."

He turned his attention to Ginger.  "Have you b-been 
here long, M-Millicent - working for M-Mr Marlow?"

"Please call me Ginger.  Mr Marlow does not approve 
of the use of nicknames, but I much prefer Ginger to 
Millicent.   I  haven't been here long,  Arthur,  about 
three weeks.  It must be three and a half now."

"Would  you  like  some  music,  Arthur?"  Judith 
interrupted.   "We  have  some  records  from  the 
nineteen-thirties - songs and dance tunes, mainly - 
and I have some rock and roll.  Do you like Elvis the 
Pelvis?"

Arthur looked mildly irritated by the distraction.  "I 
d-don't mind, Judith.  W-whatever you like."

She  had  clearly  hoped  for  a  more  enthusiastic 
response;  she  twirled  about  -  her  skirt  swishing 
threateningly  -  and  flounced  to  the  gramophone. 
Had it been a modern piece of equipment she would 
doubtless have turned the volume up to a level that 
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precluded  conversation,  but  even  with  a  loud-play 
steel needle she couldn't manage that!

Arthur turned back to Ginger again.  "W-what made 
you  decide  to  c-come  to  Myrddin-ddu  to  w-work? 
You don't m-mind my asking?"

"Not at all," she assured him, but did she really want 
to  explain  to  this  stranger  the  details  of  her 
relationship with Richard and its influence upon her 
decision?  "I got fed up with working in an office in 
London day after day, not to mention commuting on 
crowded trains morning and night.  I decided to try 
something a bit different and when the employment 
agency  came  up  with  this  job  -  as  Mr  Marlow's 
secretary and  assisting him with research into  his 
family history - I thought it sounded a challenge and 
a chance to get away from it all.  It's proved to be 
both, though not quite in the way I'd anticipated."

Having put one of her rock and roll records on the 
gramophone  -  thankfully  not  one  of  the  hideously 
scratchy  Elvis  Presley  discs  -  Judith  began  to  jig 
around the room, twitching her hips and snapping 
her  fingers  to  the beat.   Any minute now,  Ginger 
calculated, she would ask Arthur to dance.
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Arthur asked Ginger about how she had secured her 
job.  "Did Mr M-Marlow interview you b-before you t-
took the job?"

She  frowned;  his  questioning  was  oddly  intense, 
almost as if he himself were interviewing her.  "No.  I 
expected him to, of course, it's rare these days to be 
offered  a  job  without  one.   The  agency  did  a 
preliminary interview, but then wrote to say that I'd 
been accepted on the strength of their report.  Why 
do you ask?"

"I'm m-merely curious," he answered, defensively, it 
seemed  to  Ginger.   She  frowned;  had  she  not 
discovered that photograph of  another  Millicent  in 
the library  a  few days  before  she would  no  doubt 
have  dismissed  Arthur's  curiosity  as  nothing  more 
than mildly eccentric, but the possibly implications 
of  that  old  photograph  made  his  interrogation 
seemed mildly sinister.

"It d-does seem a rather unusual s-situation, d-don't 
you think?" her persisted.  "It's a b-bit isolated here, 
but  I  s-suppose  you  get  into  H-Harlech  now  and 
again?"

If only!  She endeavoured to frame a response that 
would not sound too critical of Marlow in his niece's 
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hearing; she was also uncertain about how much she 
could trust this odd young man.

Judith  snatched  the  opportunity  to  cut  in  again. 
"Would you like to dance, Arthur?"

He appeared startled by her question.  "I c-can't d-
dance - I've n-never been any g-good at it - I've g-got 
two left f-feet!  S-sorry."

"That is all right, Arthur."  She was visibly put out, 
but disguised her irritation by spinning away into a 
private dance routine.

"Have  you  f-found  what  you  wanted,  w-working 
here?"  Arthur  asked,  concentrating  upon  Ginger 
again.

"I'm not sure," she confessed.  For the first time since 
her  arrival  at  Myrddin-ddu  someone  seemed 
genuinely  interested  in  how  she  felt  and  she  was 
tempted  to  unburden  herself;  she  might  have 
succumbed,  despite  her  reservations  about Arthur, 
had Judith not  been  present.   "It  is  a  bit  isolated 
here;  fortunately  I  don't  mind  that  too  much.   I 
haven't yet had an opportunity to get to Harlech, or 
anywhere  else.   It  was  planned  for  me  to  go  to 
Harlech with Mow...  Mr Marlow's manservant this 
afternoon, but it had to be called off because of the 
mist.   Working  here  is  quite  unlike  anything  I've 
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been used to, but I'm beginning to fit in okay.  After 
all, it's not every employer who throws in a wardrobe 
full of evening dresses, even if they are all nineteen-
thirties style!"

Arthur reflected her wry grin with a shy smile.  "I r-
rather like that st-style.  I  like classic f-films from 
that  p-period,  and  I  think  the  nineteen-thirties  f-
fashions  were  very f-feminine.   It  certainly  s-suits 
you - b-both of you - v-very well."

Ginger winced inwardly at his clumsy compliment, 
not  at  all  sure  that  she  wanted  to  emphasise  her 
femininity.

Unlike  Judith,  for  whom  such  male  compliments 
were food and drink.  "Thank you, Arthur.  I like to 
dress to give pleasure to others."

"You d-don't wear dresses l-like this all day, though, 
surely?"  He addressed his query to Ginger, who took 
the  opportunity  to  reveal  a  little  more  of  her 
situation.

"I can wear my ordinary clothes during the day, but 
Mr  Marlow  likes  to  observe  certain  traditions  at 
dinner."

"I th-think I understand," he answered with a small 
sympathetic smile.   He stood abruptly,  awkwardly. 
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"If you two l-ladies will excuse me, I think I'll g-go off 
to b-bed.  I'm feeling rather t-tired and I want to try 
to g-get away early in the m-morning."

Judith looked as though she might object so Ginger 
quickly  interjected.   "We  understand,  you've  been 
walking in the mountains all day.  Sleep well!"

When he had left,  Ginger stood to follow suit;  she 
had no wish to make small talk with Judith, which 
would  undoubtedly  be  solely  about  their  recently 
departed guest.  "I think I'll wander up, too.  Good 
night, Judith."

Judith  subjected  her  to  a  green  eyed  -  literally  - 
stare.  "It was obvious which of us Arthur preferred 
tonight."

"Don't  be  silly!   Arthur  was  talking  to  me  only 
because I'm new here myself,"  Ginger reprimanded 
the  older  woman,  struggling  to  hold  down  her 
irritation.  Quite why he had wanted to question her 
so closely about her reasons for coming to Myrddin-
ddu was a mystery to her - and still made her a little 
uneasy -  but modesty did not permit her to accept 
Judith's insinuations.  "I'm sure there was no other 
reason."

Judith eyed her darkly.  "I am not blind, Ginger, nor 
stupid!  I am not surprised that Arthur was attracted 
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to you, but I am a little surprised - and hurt - that 
you should encourage him."

"I...   What?   I  didn't  encourage  him!"  Ginger 
protested, outraged by the accusation.  "I was simply 
being polite, nothing more!"

"Of course!" her 'rival' retaliated caustically.  "You are 
betrothed  to  another  man  and  it  would  not  have 
been proper.  I could not help noticing that you did 
not mention that fact to Arthur!"

Ginger flushed - initially with anger - and was about 
to deliver a heated rebuttal of Judith's imputations 
when the older woman's observation hit  her like a 
douche  of  cold  water,  dowsing  her  fire;  she  had 
consciously withheld any reference to Richard, even 
when  the  opportunity  to  do  so  had  arisen.   That 
realisation  flustered  her  badly.   "You're  imagining 
things!  I'm going to bed."

Why, she wondered as she went upstairs to her room, 
had she neglected to mention Richard?  Had she had 
some ulterior motive?  The suggestion was ludicrous! 
Yet, Judith's accusation had unsettled her.  Why?

She was still attempting - unsuccessfully - to dismiss 
the  matter  from  her  thoughts  when  her 
introspection,  and  her  preparations  for  bed,  were 
interrupted by a tentative knocking upon her door.
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"Who is it?"  She expected it to be either one of the 
maids or Judith, come to apologise - or to continue 
their  altercation  -  neither  of  which  would  be 
welcome.

"Arthur M-Mowe.  Is it c-convenient to t-talk for a 
few m-minutes?  It's imp-p-portant."

Ginger  was  startled,  and  somewhat  suspicious. 
Added now to her own earlier uncertainty about him 
were doubts raised by Judith's comments; was this a 
ploy  on  his  part  to  gain  access  to  her  bedroom? 
Concluding quickly that he was not that sort of man 
- whatever else his motives might be - and trusting 
that  her  judgement  would  not  let  her  down,  she 
slipped into her dressing gown.  "Half a mo', Arthur 
Mowe!"

As she opened the door to let him in she could not 
prevent herself glancing nervously past him into the 
empty  passage,  relieved  that  Judith  had  not 
witnessed his visit to her room.  "Come on in."

She was also suffering slight twinges of remorse that 
she had resorted to a thoughtlessly unkind quip to 
combat  her  unease  (or  had  that  little  thrill  of 
emotion denoted something else as well?).  "I'm sorry 
about the silly joke, Arthur, it slipped out before I 
thought."
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He appeared mildly embarrassed by her apology.  "D-
don't worry.  I g-get used to it."

Calming her still fluttery nerves, Ginger moved her 
neatly folded clothes from the only chair in the room 
onto  her  bed  and  settled  herself  beside  them, 
gesturing Arthur to the chair.  "What is it you want 
to talk about?"

The young man fidgeted nervously, visibly gathering 
the courage to broach a difficult subject, and Ginger 
suffered a small flare of alarm; was he about to make 
an indecent proposal?

"How  m-much  do  you  know  about  th-this  place, 
about M-Myrddin-ddu?"

Ginger stared at him in astonishment; she had not 
anticipated  that  he  would  want  to  continue  their 
conversation about Myrddin-ddu.  Or was he using 
that as a cover for  something else?  "Why are you 
asking  me  all  these  questions  about  Myrddin-ddu, 
first of all downstairs in the drawing room and now 
here?  What are you after?"

He  looked  thoroughly  discomforted  and  stuttered 
like a faulty lawnmower engine.  "I-I-I'm n-not after 
any-th-thing!  I j-just n-n-needed to f-find out how l-
long you'd b-been here and h-how you f-felt about it."
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Ginger was puzzled, and had not completely lost her 
suspicion that his interest in her feelings about the 
house and her job might be leading to something less 
savoury.  "Why do you want to know?  I don't know a 
great deal about the place, I've not been here long 
enough to find out much, even though I'm helping 
Mr Marlow research his family history.  If you want 
to  know  about  the  history  of  the  house  you'd  be 
better off talking to him about it."

"I already know qu-quite a bit about the history of 
M-Myrddin-ddu,  p-probably  more  than  M-Marlow 
would  l-like,"  Arthur  informed  her  darkly.   "I  w-
wondered how much he's t-told you."

"What are you driving at?"  In the light of her own 
unanswered  questions  about  the  house  and  its 
inhabitants  -  not  to  mention  her  misgivings 
concerning the young man's motives - his mysterious 
manner caused her serious disquiet.

"H-have you heard  about  the l-legend  of  Myrddin-
ddu?" he asked.  "About B-Black Merlin's ring?"

Ginger relaxed, a little.  "No, I haven't.  I had no idea 
there was a legend about Myrddin-ddu, but I suppose 
it's  not  particularly  surprising.   It's  very  old,  you 
know."
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"I  do know,"  Arthur told her.   "The original house 
was  b-built  by  G-Gaspard  d'Molyneaux  in  the  f-
fourteenth century.  He was a c-constable of Harlech 
castle."

"You do know its history!" Ginger exclaimed, rather 
taken aback.  "Is that why you're here, because of its 
history and the legend?  I was told that you'd got lost 
in the mist.  Mind you, that was Judith, she could 
easily have got hold of the wrong end of the stick.."

"No, it's t-true," Arthur admitted, looking somewhat 
awkward, as if he had been caught out in a lie.  "W-
what I t-told you at d-dinner was the truth.  I am on 
a  w-walking  holiday  and  I  had  no  idea  that  M-
Myrddin-ddu was on my r-route.  But h-history and 
folklore are hobbies of m-mine.  That's h-how I know 
about it."

"I see."  Ginger was still not convinced that he was 
being completely candid with her; she remembered 
his  strange  wariness  at  dinner  whenever  her 
employer  had mentioned  the history  of  the house. 
"You  didn't  want  Mr  Marlow  to  know  that  you 
already knew about Myrddin-ddu, did you?"

Arthur coloured.  "N-no - you're r-right - I d-didn't 
want M-Marlow to know."
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"Why?"  She was both curious and rather concerned; 
what  did  Arthur  know  about  Myrddin-ddu  that 
prompted him to adopt such a cagey attitude?

He  was  clearly  uncomfortable  about  pursuing  the 
matter, even though he had initiated the discussion. 
"It-it's to do with the l-legend.  I'll  h-h-have to tell 
you about it if y-you're to understand."

"Will that take long?" she asked; she was tired and 
had no wish to spend half the night listening to old 
stories, even if he were not after anything else!

"No,  it  w-won't  take l-long,"  Arthur  reassured her. 
"D-do you know why G-Gaspard d'Molyneaux b-built 
Myrddin-ddu?"

It  was  not  a  question  that  had  bothered  Ginger. 
"Somewhere to live, I presume."

"N-no, he would have l-lived in the castle, H-Harlech 
castle, that is," the young man explained.  "He b-built 
Myrddin-ddu here - hidden in the m-mountains - for 
a  particular  p-purpose.   In  his  spare  t-time  he 
practised alchemy and b-black magic.  The local p-
population  called  him  Black  M-Merlin  and  the  n-
name attached itself to his house: Myrddin-ddu."

"Mr Marlow told me that Myrddin-ddu was named 
after  the  black  lake,"  Ginger  challenged  him,  her 
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suspicions reawakened; what sort of a yarn was he 
trying to sell her?"

"Obviously he d-doesn't want you to know the truth!" 
Arthur retaliated.  "He's r-right about  ddu meaning 
black, but M-Myrddin is the Welsh form of Merlin. 
If  you  d-don't  believe  me  check  in  a  W-Welsh 
dictionary or ask someone who s-s-speaks Welsh."

Ginger  frowned,  uncertain  and  more  than  a  little 
perturbed.   Myrddin  did  sound  very  like  Merlin  - 
though  even  her  limited  knowledge  of  etymology 
warned  that  apparent  similarity  was  dubious 
evidence -  and she could not imagine what Arthur 
would  gain  by  inventing  the  story  of  the  name's 
origin.  On the other hand, why should Marlow lie to 
her  about  it?   The  occasion  of  his  showing  her 
around  the  crypt  would  have  provided  the  ideal 
opportunity  for  him  to  regale  her  with  a  lurid 
account  of  his  ancestor's  'hobby'  in  a  suitably 
dramatic setting.  Why should he go to such lengths 
to hide it?

"I think I do believe you, Arthur," she decided.  "What 
I  don't  understand,  though,  is  why  Mr  Marlow 
should want to hide  this bit  of  his  history,  it  isn't 
that terrible, and it was a long time ago.  He didn't 
seem unduly concerned that his ancestor might have 
acquired  the  land  for  Myrddin-ddu  by  dishonest 
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means,  so  why  worry  about  an  unprovable  story 
about black magic?  I  would have expected him to 
revel in something like this."

"I'll  h-have to  tell  you the r-rest  of  the l-legend  if 
you're  to  understand,"  her  companion  explained 
enigmatically, explaining nothing!  "D-do you w-want 
to hear it?"

Ginger was far from sure that she did right then - 
she had been about to climb into bed - but opted in 
Arthur's favour and arranged herself into an attitude 
of alert interest.  "I'm all ears."

If he suspected her lack of sincerity he was too polite 
to show it.  "G-Gaspard d'Molyneaux's obsession w-
was to find the s-secret of eternal life, a c-common 
enough ambition for m-medieval alchemists.  But he 
t-tried  a  different  method.   He  found  a way  of  c-
calling up the d-devil, and offered the arch fiend his 
s-soul  in  exchange  for  what  he  m-most  wanted  in 
life.  The devil was unwise enough to agree b-before 
asking what it was d'Molyneaux w-wanted.  He m-
managed to trick the devil, who was b-bound to give 
him what he w-wished,  which  was immortality,  b-
but, of course, the devil would n-never get his soul!"

"I  would  have  thought  that  was  something  to  be 
proud  of  rather  than  be  ashamed  about,"  Ginger 
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observed  dryly,  still  extremely  puzzled  by  her 
employer's attitude.  "An ancestor who got the better 
of the devil must be quite high in the one-upmanship 
stakes!"

"B-but he didn't," Arthur asserted.  "The devil had to 
g-grant his wish and g-give him immortality, but was 
absolutely f-f-furious at having been tricked - so he c-
cast a spell upon M-Myrddin-ddu, which prevented 
d'Molyneaux from ever leaving and k-kept the rest of 
the  world  out.   Myrddin-ddu  became  Gaspard 
d'Molyneaux's eternal p-prison."

Ginger  could  not  suppress  a  tiny  shudder  at  the 
notion of being condemned to spend forever in that 
house; except, of course, it would not have been the 
house in  which  they were  now sitting  but  the old 
fortified  manor.   She  was  unsure  which  would  be 
worse!  It was an effective story, even when told with 
a slight stammer.

"The  spell  was  s-said  to  be  enc-capsulated  in 
something  called  B-Black  Merlin's  ring,"  Arthur 
continued, clearly beginning to enjoy his storytelling 
role (even his stutter noticeably diminished).  "It was 
said  that  if  the  ring  was  ever  b-broken,  the  spell 
would be broken too.  d'Molyneaux would die and the 
devil would get his soul."
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"That bit sounds a little false to me," Ginger observed 
with a small frown.  "A bit Tolkienish.  'One ring to 
rule them' and all that!"

"I  know  what  you  m-mean.   I've  even  seen  it  p-
portrayed in one illustration as a ring engraved with 
runes, something like T-Tolkien's ring or the Ring of 
the Niebelungs, but I d-don't think it can be.  N-no-
one seems to know exactly what Black Merlin's ring 
is,  but  I  th-think  it's  more  likely  to  be  a  ring  of 
energy,  a  f-force  field  of  some  sort  that  encircles 
Myrddin-ddu, keeping d'Molyneaux in and everyone 
else out."

"That  would  make  sense,  I  suppose,"  Ginger 
conceded.  "As much as anything in that story makes 
sense.  What you still  haven't explained, though, is 
why  Mr  Marlow  should  get  up-tight  about  it.   It 
seems  to  me  just  the  thing  for  telling  at  dinner 
parties and such like."

"You haven't heard the r-rest of  it  yet," her visitor 
replied matter-of-factly.

Her heart sank; would she ever get to bed?  "There's 
more?"

Arthur did not react to her mild sarcasm.  "When the 
spell  t-took  effect,  Myrddin-ddu  disappeared  from 
the real  world  and was thought to be c-completely 
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lost.  If you s-set out to find it you're doomed to fail, 
but there are stories - f-folk tales, really - of people 
occasionally stumbling upon it and f-finding Gaspard 
d'Molyneaux still p-practising the black arts, trying 
to discover a way to free himself from the spell."

Ginger frowned again (Arthur was giving her brow 
plenty of exercise!), this time with bafflement.  "How 
does that explain why…"

Her  voice  tailed  off  as  the  metaphorical  penny 
dropped,  with  a  loud  warning  clunk.   "You're  not 
seriously suggesting that this house doesn't exist in 
the real world -  that we're somehow on the wrong 
side  of  this  time warp  or  whatever  -  and  that  Mr 
Marlow is really this Gaspard d'Molyneaux guy?"

Arthur  flushed  before  her  palpable  disbelief, 
confirming  her  suspicion.   "M-Marlow admitted  to 
me that his n-name is derived f-from d'Molyneaux, 
and J-Jasper is the m-modern form of Gaspard."

"Come on, Arthur, that doesn't mean a thing!"  Her 
rebuttal  sounded  more  scathing  than  she  had 
intended,  so she quickly moderated her tone.  "We 
know  Mr  Marlow  is  descended  from  the 
d'Molyneauxs  -  he's  made  no  secret  of  that  -  and 
these  old  families  often  re-use  the  same  names, 
passed  down  from  generation  to  generation.   The 
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fact that Jasper Marlow has more or less the same 
name  as  his  ancestor  doesn't  prove  that  he  is his 
ancestor, if you know what I mean."

"That's  n-not  all,  though,"  Arthur  defended  his 
position.  "Myrddin-ddu d-doesn't appear on any m-
maps that I  know of,  not even on the l-large scale 
Ordnance Survey map that I use for w-walking.  I 
would have expected a b-big old house like this to be 
m-marked,  especially  as  it's  got  the  remains  of  a 
medieval castle here."

She found that argument slightly more convincing; it 
even began to resonate with some of her own doubts 
about Myrddin-ddu and its inhabitants.  She could 
not, however, buy into Arthur's 'devil's curse' theory. 
There  had  to  be  a  more  plausible  and  rational 
explanation.   "Isn't  it  possible  that this place is  so 
isolated it's been overlooked?  That could explain the 
stories  of  its  being  impossible  to  find  except  by 
people who stumble upon it by accident.  After all, it 
can't be completely cut off  from the outside world, 
even it feels like it at times!  Mowgli regularly goes 
into Harlech for shopping, and both you and I have 
found our way here."

"Who's Mowgli?" her visitor queried; it was his turn 
to frown.  "Apart from the boy in The Jungle Book?"



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 180

"Mr Marlow's manservant; it's what they call him.  I 
shouldn't call him that, I know, but I don't know his 
real name."

Arthur  waved  the  matter  aside  as  unimportant. 
"The p-point is, I f-found Myrddin-ddu by ch-chance, 
and you were b-brought here.   I  know it  s-sounds 
impossible - I f-find it difficult to accept myself - b-
but this place is so weird, so antiquated, that I c-can't 
believe it is real, in any twentieth century f-fashion. 
The only way it can b-be as it is would be in some 
kind of time w-warp!"

"I agree with you there!" Ginger confessed; Arthur's 
suggestion had evoked a thrill of unease, reminding 
her that she had toyed - even if light-heartedly - with 
a similar theory herself.  But there had to be a more 
acceptable explanation.  Maybe the very weirdness of 
Myrddin-ddu  could  account  for  the  sense  of 
dislocation that she felt, and Arthur too, evidently. 
"This place is weird, I'll grant you, and Mr Marlow is 
a prize eccentric, but don't you see, Arthur, it's that 
sense of strangeness that makes Myrddin-ddu seem 
unreal to us.  You know what you suggest can't be 
true; you said yourself it sounds impossible.  That's 
because it is impossible!"
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Her companion did not appear to be convinced, yet 
could not produce a cogent rebuttal; no doubt he was 
wrestling with his own doubts about the matter.

"Another thing," she continued as further objections 
to  his  hypothesis  occurred  to  her.   "If  Mr Marlow 
really is so desperate to hide his wicked past, why 
bring me here to help him research into that past? 
There's a good chance I'd uncover what he was trying 
to keep hidden.  It doesn't make any sense."

"Unless that's j-just a blind," Arthur persisted.  "M-
maybe he w-wants you here for other reasons that he 
d-doesn't want to let on about."

"Such as?"  His suggestion alarmed her - her finding 
of  the  photograph  of  her  'double'  in  that  book  of 
poetry had generated similar speculations - but she 
was still largely sceptical.  Arthur flushed again and 
looked down at his fingers, playing cat's cradle in his 
lap;  Ginger  felt  her  own  face  grow  hot  as  the 
implications  of  his  visible  embarrassment  sank in. 
"There's  been  nothing  like  that,  I  assure  you,  not 
even a hint.  I wouldn't still be here if there had!  Mr 
Marlow has always been the perfect gentleman, if a 
little eccentric."

She acknowledged that he might have a bit of a thing 
about  nineteen-thirties  fashion  -  and  possibly  the 
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underwear to go with it -  but he had made not so 
much as the suggestion of an improper approach.

"That  w-wasn't  what  I  was  th-thinking!"  Arthur 
protested, seeming shocked at her assumption that 
he might think such things about her.  "M-may I ask 
you a p-p-personal question?"

"You can  ask,"  she  told  him,  wondering  just  what 
tack he was following.

He experienced visible difficulty getting the question 
out.  "Are y-you a v-v-virgin?"

She was startled.  "It's none of your business!  But, as 
it happens, I am.  I'm not ashamed of that fact, even 
if it's not fashionable.  Why do you want to know?"

And why, she asked herself, was she revealing such 
personal details to this weird man?

Perhaps it was partly because his glowing cheeks and 
evident discomfort told her that he had found asking 
the  question  far  more  embarrassing  than she  had 
answering it.  Which suggested that his reason for 
asking was more than prurient curiosity.

"If  J-Jasper  M-Marlow  is  G-Gaspard  d'Molyneaux, 
he'll be t-trying to f-find a way to b-break the curse 
on  M-Myrddin-ddu,"  Arthur  continued,  confirming 
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her assumption.  "The sort of r-ritual he may be c-c-
contemplating might well demand the s-sacrifice of a 
virgin."

Ginger  laughed  before  she  could  stop  herself;  the 
mental image she had of herself tied naked across an 
altar while Jasper Marlow threatened to dispatch her 
with a carving knife was too incongruous to be taken 
seriously.   "I'm  sorry,  Arthur,  the  idea  is  just  too 
outlandish.   It's  something  out  of  a  low  budget 
horror film!"

He looked thoroughly uncomfortable.  "You m-must 
think I-I'm being r-ridiculous."

"No, I don't," she reassured him.  "I'm actually rather 
touched by your concern for my welfare, and I don't 
altogether blame you for thinking the way you do. 
This  place  is  not  just weird,  it's  positively  bizarre, 
but I can't accept that there's anything supernatural 
going on.  It just isn't possible.  You must know that 
as well as I do!"

Arthur  stood,  somewhat  sheepishly.   "You're  p-
probably right.  I'm s-sorry I bothered you.  Thank 
you for h-hearing me out."

"You  don't  need  to  apologise,"  Ginger  chided  him, 
standing  too.   "I  found  it  all  very interesting,  and 
that's no bull.  Thank you again for your concern."
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She crossed  to  the  door  and  opened  it  for  him to 
leave.   "You  said  at  dinner  that  you  intend  to 
continue your walk tomorrow."

"Yes," he confirmed.  "I'm p-planning to leave straight 
after b-breakfast.  That's assuming it's p-possible to 
leave Myrddin-ddu!"

"I'm sure you'll find it will be!"  His persistence was 
beginning to irritate her.  "If I don't see you in the 
morning before you leave, good luck."

"Thank you."  He offered her his hand to shake and 
departed.  Closing the door behind him with a sigh of 
relief,  Ginger  was  unexpectedly  assailed  by  the 
impulse  to  secure  the  lock.   Whether  this  was 
provoked  by  fear  for  her  safety  in  response  to 
Arthur's wild theories, or by concern that he might 
himself return, she was unable to deduce.  Whatever 
its origin, she resisted the impulse as silly.

As she climbed into bed and extinguished the light 
her  mind  further  justified  its  rejection  of  Arthur's 
ideas.   He was clearly a well  meaning person,  but 
prone to let his  imagination run riot;  no doubt he 
was  one  of  that  rather  desperate  fraternity  who 
avidly watched  The X Files as something more that 
escapist entertainment.
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Why, though, had she felt it necessary to reinforce 
her scepticism of Arthur's outlandish notions?  Could 
it have been to quell her own nagging doubts about 
her situation, ones that refused to disappear?  There 
could  be  no  question  of  her  giving  mental  house 
room  to  any  way-out  theories  about  time  warps  - 
despite her own brief flirtation in that direction - but 
could she so easily dismiss the possibility of danger 
from  her  employer?   Her  confident  assurances  to 
Arthur about Marlow's lack of sexual interest in her 
sounded  a  little  naive  when  reviewed  objectively; 
how  could  she  trust  the  intentions  a  man  who 
insisted  that his  maids  dress  like  extras  in  a  blue 
movie?  Her difficulty lay in the fact that she had no 
solid  evidence  of  any  improper  inclination  on  his 
part, and without that her feminist pride refused to 
let her run away like a nervous schoolgirl frightened 
by her own imaginings.

When  she  awoke  the  next  morning  the  mist  had 
gone,  both  from  the  landscape  and  from  her 
reasoning.  However much she had been entertained 
by Arthur's stories - she had enjoyed their late night 
tête-à-tête much more than she had expected -  she 
could not afford to let his fanciful ideas colour her 
view  of  Myrddin-ddu;  she  must  reach  her  own 
conclusions  about  her  situation  based  upon  sound 
evidence and logical evaluation.
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Never-the-less, she experienced a surprisingly strong 
pang of  disappointment at the thought of  Arthur's 
leaving,  though  it  was,  perhaps,  not  so  surprising 
when she considered that he had been the only break 
in the social monotony of Myrddin-ddu for nearly a 
month.  She had no need to give any consideration to 
Judith's  assertions!   Hurriedly  rising,  she  dressed 
and left her room before the maid arrived (the maids 
were  growing  accustomed  to  her  lark-like 
behaviour);  she  wanted  to  get  downstairs  before 
Arthur had a chance to depart.  She had guessed - 
correctly - that he would be eager to set off now that 
the  mist  had  gone.   He  had  risen  early  and  had 
nearly completed his breakfast when Ginger entered 
the dining room.

"Good  morning,  Arthur.   The  weather  looks 
promising for a successful getaway."

That had been a calculated reference - veiled because 
of Mowgli's inescapable presence - to their previous 
evening's clandestine discussions, one which Arthur 
appeared to appreciate almost as much as he clearly 
appreciated her presence.  "Hello, Ginger - I'm g-glad 
I could see you b-before I left."

Throwing Mowgli a belated, "Good Morning", Ginger 
helped herself to a glass of orange juice and a plate of 
scrambled  eggs  and  mushrooms,  seating  herself 
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opposite  Arthur  at  the  table.   Although  he  had 
finished eating he seemed in no rush to leave.

"D-did you sleep all right l-last night?"

"Like a log.  I always do since I've been here, I think 
it must be the air."  She could not recall having felt 
so  bubbly  at  breakfast  time  since  the  holiday  in 
Spain when she had first met Richard.

Mildly shocked by that realisation, she took it as a 
warning  sign;  maybe Judith had not  been entirely 
wide  of  the mark after  all!   Ginger  had read how 
people  thrown  together  in  stressful  situations  - 
hostages and disaster victims - could form romantic 
attachments  even  when  they  would  not  normally 
have been attracted to each other, and although the 
situation she had shared with Arthur was not of that 
order (she sincerely hoped!) she wondered whether 
boredom and lack of alternative company might not 
be able to produce similar results.  Accordingly, she 
took care  to  moderate  her  attitude,  and  when she 
said her final farewell to Arthur in the hall she kept 
it friendly but formal, shaking his hand and turning 
away to the library to begin her day's work.  Theirs 
may have been  a  brief  encounter,  but  she  had  no 
intention that their parting should be accompanied 
by a single note of Rachmaninov!
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As  she  focused  her  mind  upon  the  task  of 
researching  Marlow's  family  history,  Ginger  was 
suddenly  gripped  by  an  urge  to  undertake  some 
research  of  her  own,  using  a  book  that  she  was 
certain  she  had  encountered  during  one  of  her 
rummages  among  the  contents  of  the  library. 
Guided  by  her  memory  -  which  functioned  fairly 
efficiently in that sort of situation - she soon found 
the relevant volume, a nineteenth century anthology 
of stories from Welsh history and folklore.

She took it  to one of  the armchairs and settled to 
interrogate  it,  hoping  that  it  might  provide 
independent  verification  of  Arthur's  account  of 
Gaspard  d'Molyneaux's  duel  with  the  devil. 
Unfortunately it had no index, so she had to work 
from the contents page, examining any chapter with 
a title that sounded as if it might possibly refer to 
Myrddin-ddu.  During the next hour she read of the 
exploits  of  all  manner  of  Welshmen,  from  Macsen 
Wledig  to  Owain  Glyndwr,  but  not  a  mention  of 
Gaspard  d'Molyneaux  or  Black  Merlin  could  she 
unearth.

Perhaps that was the problem, she postulated, that 
d'Molyneaux had not been a Welshman.  The absence 
of  any  reference  to  him  in  that  book  did  not 
invalidate  Arthur's  story,  but  Ginger  was 
disappointed not to have been able to corroborate it. 
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She had intended to challenge Marlow about it when 
she  next  saw him,  to  see  what  reaction  she  could 
obtain, but was reluctant to do so on Arthur's word 
alone; it was not totally impossible that he had spun 
her a complete fiction.

She leafed idly through the book, consoling herself 
by  admiring  the  beautiful  colour  plates  that 
accompanied  the  text,  typical  of  high  quality 
publications of that era.  These were in the style of 
the Pre-Raphaelite movement and she wondered if 
the edition might be a valuable one.  An illustration 
caught  her  eye,  portraying  a  king  and  a  youth 
standing before a crumbling castle above which a red 
and  a  white  dragon  fiercely  fought  each  other. 
Glancing  at  the  caption,  she  stared;  it  read,  'The 
prophesy of Myrddin Emrys'.

That particular story was titled, 'King Vortigern & 
the Dragons', and seemed to be about the efforts of 
an ancient Welsh king to build a castle, which fell 
down each night.  His wise men told him that the 
only way to prevent this happening and complete his 
construction would be to offer a sacrifice of the blood 
of a boy who had no father.  Most people would have 
given up then,  Ginger  thought,  but  Vortigern sent 
messengers to scour the countryside and they came 
back with Myrddin Emrys, a youth who's father was 
said to have been a demon, which apparently did not 
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count as a real father.  Before this young lad could be 
sacrificed, however, he told King Vortigern the real 
reason why his castle kept falling down; two dragons 
fought  each  night  in  a  pool  deep  in  the  hillside 
underneath, neither being able to defeat the other, 
and  the  vibrations  of  their  battling  destroyed  the 
building.

Being a reasonable sort of  king, Vortigern ordered 
his engineers to dig down and look for the dragons 
before  ordering  Myrddin  Emrys  to  be  killed.   The 
youth's  prediction  proved  correct  and  the  dragons 
flew up into the air above the castle, still squabbling. 
Eventually,  the white  dragon overpowered  the red 
one, which Myrddin Emrys interpreted as a sign that 
the Britons - represented by the red dragon - would 
be overcome by their enemies, the Saxons, who were 
represented by the white one.  King Vortigern was so 
impressed that he sacked his wise men on the spot 
and appointed Myrddin Emrys in their place.

It was the final paragraph of the tale that provided 
Ginger with what she sought.  This recounted how 
Myrddin Emrys went on, after Vortigern's death, to 
serve the first king of all Britain, Uther Pendragon, 
and played an important  role  in  the conception of 
Britain's greatest hero, King Arthur.  There could be 
little doubt, she concluded, that Myrddin Emrys was 
the Welsh version of Merlin.  Although she had been 
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unable  to find  any direct  reference to the story of 
Black Merlin, this confirmation of the true meaning 
of the name Myrddin had convinced her of Arthur's 
integrity; the name, Myrddin-ddu, made little sense 
without its attached legend.

She determined to tackle her employer about it, and 
was given an opportunity later that morning when 
he looked in on her, as he did most days, to review 
her progress.

"What  can  you  tell  me  about  the  legend  of  Black 
Merlin?"  she  asked  him  in  an  innocently  offhand 
fashion.

Marlow  had  amazing  control  of  his  features,  but 
Ginger  -  watching  his  reaction  with  concealed 
intentness - caught both a momentary start and the 
equally fugitive shadow of anger before he assumed 
an expression of studious puzzlement.  "You have the 
better of  me,  Miss Harker,  I  do  not  believe that I 
have heard of Black Merlin.  In what context have 
you encountered that name?"

Ginger  knew  that  he  was  lying.   "I've  heard  that 
Gaspard  d'Molyneaux  was given that name by  the 
locals because he called up the devil."

"Where did  you hear that?" Marlow demanded,  his 
dark  eyes  boring  into  her  in  a  very  unnerving 
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manner.   "No  doubt  from  that  young  man  who 
imposed himself  upon my hospitality last night.  I 
suspected that he knew more about the history of 
this  house  than he  would  admit  to.   Why  was  he 
pretending ignorance?"

"I've  no  idea,"  Ginger  answered,  matching  her 
employer's  skill  in masking her true feelings.  "He 
simply mentioned that he had read about the legend. 
I hoped you would be able to tell me a bit more about 
it.   I  thought  it  might  add  a  little  colour  to  my 
research."

"No doubt!" Marlow retorted dryly.  "But too much 
colour may be considered poor  taste, Miss Harker. 
My reason for not mentioning the legend concerning 
my ancestor is the same one for not telling you about 
the  local  belief  that  the  lake  is  the  lair  of  the 
Llamhigyn  Y  Dwr  -  or  Water-Leaper  -  a  fairy 
monster  which  devours  sheep  and  drags 
unsuspecting  fishermen  to  their  deaths.   I  do  not 
consider  that  such  folk  tales  have  any  place  in 
researching history.  I wish you to concentrate upon 
unearthing the facts about my ancestors rather than 
collecting sensational stories about them."

"Yes,  of  course."   Ginger  managed to  look suitably 
chastened,  and  her  employer  -  unexpectedly  - 
softened a little.
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"Since  you  have  asked,  the  story  about  Gaspard 
d'Molyneaux  is  that  he  sold  his  soul  to  Lucifer  in 
exchange  for  immortality,  which,  to  my  mind, 
portrays the Evil One as uncharacteristically stupid. 
That is only one of many reasons why I consider the 
tale unworthy of any serious attention.  In a fit of 
diabolic rage, Lucifer is said to have condemned my 
ancestor  to  everlasting  imprisonment  within  the 
walls of his castle, though what he was supposed to 
do  when  those  walls  eventually  decayed  and  fell 
down  is  not  recorded.   I  was  told  about  Gaspard 
d'Molyneaux when I was a small boy; I was told that 
he  lurked  still  within  the  house,  waiting  to  catch 
naughty children  to  eat.   That  is  the level  of  this 
story, Miss Harker, a bogey to frighten children into 
good behaviour.  It has no place in serious research."

He  fixed  Ginger  with  a  steely  stare.   "Where  the 
name, Black Merlin, has come from, I have no idea.  I 
have never before heard it.  Maybe Mr Mowe knows 
more about my family history than I do myself!"

His sarcasm was as steely as his stare and as sharp as 
a whetted blade.   Although convinced that he was 
lying,  Ginger  lacked  the  courage  to  challenge  him 
about  his  translation  of  the  name,  Myrddin-ddu. 
What  puzzled  her  was  why  he  had  gone  to  such 
lengths to prevent her learning about the legend; she 
could not imagine how - other than Arthur's wacky 
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theory -  the Black Merlin story might compromise 
her employer.

Her thoughts revisited the conundrum many times 
that  day  without  finding  any  convincing  answer. 
Was she, perhaps, making too much of it?  Wasn't it 
possible  that Marlow simply considered the legend 
silly and sensational, and that when she had asked 
him about the name of the house, he had given her 
an anodyne  falsehood  rather  than have to  explain 
why his house was called Black Merlin?  When she 
had  confronted  him  that  morning  with  her 
knowledge of the legend he had - albeit grudgingly - 
admitted its existence, though his pride had probably 
not  allowed him to confess  that he had previously 
lied to her.

She was still pondering the matter while she dressed 
for dinner.  She could not raise much enthusiasm for 
the  task  that  evening,  in  marked  contrast  to  the 
previous night when - regardless of her protestations 
to  the  contrary  to  Judith  -  she  had  been  mildly 
excited  by  the  prospect  of  meeting  a  new  (male) 
visitor.  Would she be taking even greater care with 
her preparations tonight if Arthur had not left, she 
asked  herself,  but  swiftly  dropped  that  line  of 
enquiry;  even  to  think  of  displaying  herself  to 
another man was an insult to Richard!
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Her consternation was therefore considerable when 
Judith burst into her room, exactly as she had done 
the  night  before.   "He  has  returned,  Ginger!   His 
compass has developed a fault and brought him back 
here."

Something  leapt  inside  Ginger  -  the  other  woman 
could only be talking about Arthur - before plunging 
sickeningly at this seeming confirmation of Arthur's 
doubts about being able to leave Myrddin-ddu.  She 
let none of this emotional roller coaster ride show, 
however.

"Who's  returned?"  she  asked  with  assumed 
innocence.

"Arthur, of course!" Judith exclaimed, clearly amazed 
that  Ginger  had  not  jumped  immediately  to  that 
conclusion (which, of  course, she had!).  "I  thought 
you would be pleased to hear that he has come back."

"Why  should  you  think  that?"  she  queried 
offhandedly.  She was, in fact, far from certain that 
she  felt  pleased  about  the  young  man's  return;  it 
presented her with difficulties in at least two areas 
that she did not want to have to deal with.  "I expect 
he's a bit put out, he'll be wanting to get on with his 
hiking."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 196

Judith's appraising glance was slightly perplexed, as 
if she was unable to decide whether or not to trust 
the  younger  woman's  indifference.   "Well,  I  am 
pleased that he had to come back.  I shall make him 
welcome."

I bet you will!  Ginger kept her thought to herself, 
though she felt  both mildly irritated and sorry for 
Arthur,  who  would  no  doubt  be  subjected  to 
embarrassingly  overt  attentions  from  the  older 
woman.  She would need to disguise her own interest 
in their guest (she could no longer deny to herself 
that he did interest her a little!) and also ensure that 
the previous evening's clandestine meeting remained 
secret.

That evening's dinner put her newly developed talent 
for subterfuge to the test; she did not dress up any 
more than necessary, and greeted Arthur with casual 
friendliness.   "Judith  tells  me  you  compass  has 
broken."

"It  c-certainly  didn't  f-function  properly  today,"  he 
replied, but the look that accompanied his words left 
Ginger with few doubts that he ascribed his inability 
to  leave  Myrddin-ddu  to  a  very  different  cause! 
Fortunately,  Marlow  was  conferring  with  his 
manservant and missed Arthur's eloquent glance.
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"I am glad that it did not function properly as it has 
meant  your  returning  here,"  Judith  interjected, 
smouldering at the young man.

"I-I'm afraid  I  c-can't  agree  with you,"  he  told  her 
with a firmness that impressed Ginger.  "I'm n-now a 
day behind on my w-walk and I have to b-be back in 
L-London on S-Sunday."

"That  may  not  be  possible,  Mr  Mowe."   Marlow 
thrust his way into the conversation.  "Mowgli has 
just informed  me that  a  thick  mist  has descended 
again and the signs indicate that it may linger for 
some days.  These mountains can be treacherous in 
the mist, even with a functioning compass."

Arthur  was  unable  to  hide  his  dismay  -  nor, 
completely, his underlying fear - and Ginger quickly 
intervened  to  distract  her  employer's  attention. 
"Does that mean Mowgli  won't  be  able to take me 
into Harlech this week?"

Marlow turned to her with a glint (was it of sadistic 
amusement?)  in  his  cold  pale  eyes.   "Yes,  Miss 
Harker, I am afraid that it does."

"That's  a  nuisance,"  she  persisted.   "There's 
something I need to buy for myself rather urgently."
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"What  is  that,  pray?"  the  old  man  enquired  with 
dismissive indifference.   "Can we not  supply  it  for 
you?"

"It's  personal,  something  I  need  periodically.  I'm 
sure Judith will understand."

Judith,  however,  returned  a  stare  of  blank 
incomprehension.  What did that woman have in her 
head,  Ginger  wondered  spitefully,  or  was  it  so 
overrun by fantasies of  seducing Arthur that there 
was no spare capacity left for sensible thought?

"It's  that  time  of  the  month,"  Ginger  stated, 
regardless  of  dinner  table  etiquette.   "I've  run  out 
of...  what I need."

Judith  coloured  and  threw  Ginger  a  look  of  near 
hatred.  "I shall speak to Gladys.  She deals with such 
matters for the other maids."

Ginger  dreaded  to  imagine  -  if  the  general 
chronology  of  Marlow's  lifestyle  were  any  guide  - 
what she might be offered, and was about to make a 
comment upon the advances of technology in female 
personal hygiene when Marlow coldly guillotined the 
discussion.  "I suggest, Miss Harker, that you sort out 
this  matter  with  Judith  and  Mrs  Price  at  a  more 
appropriate time and not at the dinner table!"
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Despite  the reprimand,  Ginger  experienced  a  brief 
fierce surge of glee; Marlow was visibly discomforted 
by the subject.  She felt that she had scored a small 
but  satisfying  psychological  victory,  as  well  as 
succeeding  in  her  objective  of  diverting  attention 
away from Arthur.

The atmosphere during the remainder of that meal 
was decidedly uncomfortable.  Marlow retreated into 
stiffly  formal  aloofness  -  Ginger  had  managed  to 
undermine  his  supercilious  'puppet  master'  act  - 
while  Ginger and Arthur struggled to keep hidden 
any  hint  of  their  collusion.   Judith  indulged  in 
embarrassingly  unsubtle  manoeuvres  to  entice  her 
guest.   She  had  dressed  for  dinner  in  the  most 
revealing  costume  that  Ginger  had  yet  seen  her 
wear,  and  one  that  the  younger  woman  was 
convinced  was  not  an  authentic  nineteen-thirties 
style.  Its hip hugging, floor length skirt was split so 
far  up one thigh that when Judith sat she showed 
the top  of  her  stocking;  if  she crossed her  legs  in 
Arthur's direct line of  vision -  which she no doubt 
would do once her uncle were absent - he would see 
more than just stocking top!

When  it  came  to  the  time  for  the  women  to 
withdraw,  Arthur  quickly  asked  if  he  might  join 
them a little later.
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"We shall be delighted to have you company," Judith 
simpered.

"I  may  have  retired,"  Ginger  answered.   "I've 
developed a nasty headache, so I'll probably have an 
early night."

She hoped that Arthur would read between the lines 
of  her  announcement,  which  she  had  only  just 
managed  to  make  with  a  straight  face.   She  had 
discovered within herself  during the past couple of 
days  a  surprising  talent  for  acting,  though  she 
considered this a rather doubtful ability for someone 
who had always prided herself  on her honesty and 
straightforwardness.

"Are you not well, Ginger?" Judith asked when they 
had left  the dining room, her concern not entirely 
masking  her  pleasure  at  being  granted  sole 
companionship of Arthur for the evening.

"It's  nothing  serious,  nothing  an  early  night  won't 
cure," Ginger replied, turning towards the stairs.  "I'll 
see you in the morning."

When she reached her room, however,  she did  not 
change for bed, but stretched out on it fully clothed 
to await the visitor who she felt uncharacteristically 
confident  would  call.   As the time dragged by her 
optimism  began  to  falter  and  she  grew  both 
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impatient and mildly concerned; she was not at all 
happy  with  the  thought  of  Arthur  alone  with 
Marlow's man-eating niece!   She had gambled that 
Arthur  would  understand  her  coded  message;  the 
woman's headache excuse was surely too much of a 
cliché to be taken seriously by anyone from the real 
world?

At last -  when she had almost given up hope -  the 
long anticipated hesitant knock sounded on her door.

"Who is it?" she called.  If it was anyone other than 
Arthur she would be too ill to receive visitors.

"It's m-me, Arthur.   Is-is  it  convenient  to t-talk to 
you?"

He  sounded  so  unsure  of  himself  that  she  almost 
laughed,  though she was also irritated by her long 
wait.  Swinging herself off the bed, she marched to 
the door and pulled it open.

"Come on in, I've been waiting for you."  She closed 
the  door  behind  him.   "I  thought  maybe  you'd 
decided that Judith was more exciting company!"

He flushed slightly.  "Y-y-you must b-be j-joking!  I'm 
n-not into her t-type, the Vampira l-look!  And as for 
that vulgar display of st-stocking top…"
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"Don't  you  like  them?"   Ginger  was  genuinely 
surprised.   "I  thought  all  men were  turned  on  by 
stockings and suspenders."

"I'm n-not," her visitor confessed awkwardly.  "I'm f-
funny like that.  I th-think they're rather v-vulgar."

"My fiancé wouldn't agree with you!"

It  was Arthur's  turn to look surprised.   "I  d-didn't 
know you w-were engaged."

"There wasn't any reason for me to tell you," Ginger 
stated firmly, not wanting him to run away with any 
wrong  ideas  about  her  friendliness.   Yet  she  had 
introduced  Richard  into  the  conversation  quite 
deliberately,  feeling  a  strange  compulsion  to  be 
totally open with this young man before  her.   She 
ushered him to the chair, which she had cleared in 
readiness.  "I  think we ought to have another talk 
about  what's  going  on  here,  especially  since  what 
happened  to  you  today.   Did  your  compass  really 
pack up?"

"N-no - it's working p-perfectly, as f-far as I can tell," 
he informed her.  "But it k-kept bringing me b-back 
here,  all  the  same!   I'd  j-just  got  into  the  m-
mountains  above  Myrddin-ddu  this  morning  when 
my c-compass started to go haywire, spinning wildly. 
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A compass doesn't d-do that when it's broken.  Th-
that happens when there's a m-magnetic anomaly."

What's  a  magnetic  anomaly?"  Ginger  asked, 
intrigued.

"It's  when  s-something  -  a  vein  of  magnetically 
charged r-rock or some other c-cause - produces a st-
strong enough magnetic  field to interfere  with the 
earth's own m-magnetic field."

"What do you think caused this one?" she enquired, 
already suspecting what his answer would be.

"I'll  c-come to that in a minute, I  w-want to finish 
telling you w-what happened, first.  I moved a little f-
further  along  the  path  and  my  compass  s-settled 
down again, so I continued on my former c-course. 
Except that it d-didn't take me where I expected it 
to, I c-came out, about l-lunch time, at the far end of 
the v-valley with Myrddin-ddu in it."

“Perhaps  the  magnetic  anomaly  changed  the 
magnetism of your compass needle, so that it pointed 
in the wrong direction," Ginger suggested, pleased to 
have thought of a possible solution to the puzzle and 
hoping  that  she  was  not  merely  parading  her 
ignorance.  "Is that possible?"
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"I'm sure it's p-possible," Arthur assured her.  "I w-
wondered something similar myself, so I decided to 
ignore my c-compass and navigate my way s-simply 
by using landmarks and the map.  But that d-didn't 
work,  either,  and I  s-soon found myself  back here 
again."

"Couldn't  you  have  tried  using  the  sun?   Even 
Marlow's  black  magic  couldn't  make  that  move, 
surely?"

His glance warned her that he had detected her mild 
sarcasm and that he did not like it.  "I d-don't know if 
you n-noticed, but a screen of high c-cloud formed 
during  the  m-morning,  completely  obscuring  the 
direction  of  the s-sun.   Otherwise  I  w-would  have 
tried it!"

"I'm sorry," she apologised, and meant it.  "I just find 
this rather difficult to take on board.  I don't mean 
that you're lying…"

"I understand p-perfectly.  I haven't f-found it easy to 
c-come to terms with myself, but when I tried a th-
third time and ended up back here I knew I was d-
dealing with something v-very odd."

"You  can  say  that  again!"  Ginger  retorted  with 
feeling.  "You think its all  tied up with this devil's 
curse, don't you?"
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"Yes and n-no," he answered awkwardly;  clearly he 
wanted to convince her but recognised how difficult 
that  task  would  be.   "I  r-read  somewhere  that 
legends are the smoke that r-rises from the fire of a 
r-real  historic  event;  they  can  m-mislead  and 
obscure, but they can also l-lead you to the truth."

"I like that!" Ginger encouraged him.  "What do you 
think is the truth behind the Black Merlin legend, 
then?"

A degree of fervour invaded Arthur's expression.  "S-
s-suppose Marlow - or d'Molyneaux, as he was then - 
did manage to f-find a sort of immortality.  Not as it's 
usually envisioned,  as some kind of  m-magic  elixir 
that makes p-people live forever -  or by tr-tr-tricking 
the  devil  -  but  by  f-finding  his  way  into  another 
parallel  universe,  like  this  one  but  where  t-time 
passes at a different  rate.  S-some scientists think 
there  might  be  an  infinite  n-number  of  parallel 
universes,  and  if  d'Molyneaux  somehow  stumbled 
into one that overlapped ours in some f-fashion, it 
could  have given rise  to  the legend.   It  could  also 
explain  the  stories  of  people  sometimes  f-finding 
Myrddin-ddu but not  at other times.  Perhaps the 
two universes only m-meet at certain times, allowing 
people to p-pass from one to the other only during 
those times."
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"It  sounds  rather  science-fictiony,"  Ginger 
complained,  not  wanting  to  give  the  hypothesis 
serious  consideration,  even  though  -  or,  perhaps, 
because  -  it  had  resonated  with  certain  incidents 
from  her  stay  at  Myrddin-ddu  that  had  bothered 
her."

"I  know,"  Arthur admitted forlornly.   "I'm s-simply 
trying to make sense of what's happened to me.  It's 
p-possible that my compass was upset by a physical 
m-magnetic anomaly - even though it's not recorded 
on any of the m-maps - and I may have lost my w-
way the other times.  But I c-can't convince myself of 
that, any more than you can make yourself believe in 
d'Molyneaux's pact with the d-devil."

"I  do  understand,"  she  replied  with  considerably 
sympathy.   Indeed,  the  more  she  -  reluctantly  - 
considered his theory the more it seemed to explain 
many  of  the  puzzling  oddities  of  Myrddin-ddu: 
Judith's incredible lack of familiarity with anything 
invented during the past few decades, her hints that 
she was unable to leave Myrddin-ddu, her nineteen-
fifties magazines which still looked new and, perhaps 
most  disturbing  of  all,  how  Ginger's  predecessor 
could  be  a  young  woman  (apparently)  both  six 
months previously and nearly half a century ago!  "I 
just don't want to face the possibility that you may be 
right!   But  the more  I  think  about  it,  the  more  I 
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realise that there were one or two very odd things 
that happened - near the start of my stay here - that 
might fit in with your theory."

"W-what  were  they?"  Arthur  enquired,  clearly 
excited.

"Mr Marlow asked me to copy some recent bills into a 
ledger  as  I've  had  some  book-keeping  experience," 
Ginger related, telling Arthur briefly of her puzzling 
discoveries.   "If  your  theory  is  correct  it  could 
account  for  why there  are  short  periods  with bills 
recorded and long gaps in between.  It could also be 
why Mr Marlow insists on starting a new ledger each 
time, to hide what's going on.  And it could explain 
how  my  predecessor  was  still  a  young  woman  six 
months ago -  if  Judith is to be believed -  and also 
made entries in a ledger over forty years ago."

As she stopped speaking the full  enormity of  what 
she  was  saying  flooded  in  upon  her.   Arthur's 
excitement  had  vanished  too;  his  almost  shell-
shocked gaze suggested that he too had been struck 
by the impossibility of what they were discussing.

"Tell me I'm talking nonsense, Arthur," she begged 
him,  struggling  with  a  deep  primordial  fear  that 
threatened to erupt and engulf her.
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"I w-wish I could," he answered quietly.  "B-but we 
must t-try to be p-practical about this.  We have to f-
find a way of d-dealing with it."

Ginger  could  have  hugged  him  for  his 
understanding; he was neither laughing at her fears 
nor  running  away  and  leaving  her  stranded  with 
them.  "Thank you, Arthur.  At the moment I feel 
like packing a bag and getting out of  this place as 
fast as possible, but if I did I'd hate myself for being 
silly and weak."

He  looked  at  her  in  some  surprise.   "I'm  n-not 
worried about l-looking silly where my s-survival is 
concerned, but I'm n-not at all certain that we c-can 
get away f-from here!"

"Don't say that!  It must be possible," Ginger insisted, 
screwing the lid  down even more tightly upon her 
personal terrors.  "My predecessor left.  Admittedly 
she was ill - according to Judith - but isn't it possible 
she faked her illness as an excuse to leave?  Perhaps 
that's what I should do."

"How d-do you know sh-she did leave?" Arthur asked 
darkly.

His  question  severely  startled  her.   "What  do  you 
mean?  Are you saying that Judith was lying?"
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He did  not  respond  immediately,  and  his  eventual 
reply was measured, which rendered it all the more 
unnerving for Ginger.  "If - I-I emphasise 'if' - if my 
theory  is  c-correct,  Marlow  invited  your  pr-
predecessor her for s-some purpose.  It's p-possible 
that she was r-really ill, of course, and th-that he had 
to let her go, but I th-think it's more likely that her 
illness is a c-cover story."

Ginger remembered Judith's urgent departure when 
questioned about Ginny's illness.  "You think Marlow 
killed her?  Sacrificed her in one of his rites, like you 
suggested last night that he might have planned for 
me?"

"I  th-think  it's  p-possible,"  he  confirmed  (she  had 
rather  hoped  that  he  would  pooh-pooh  her 
suggestion).  "I think we n-need to try and f-find out 
exactly what is g-going on here."

"How  do  we  do  that?"  she  asked  doubtfully;  it 
sounded  as if  Arthur  were  proposing  that they do 
something underhand and potentially dangerous.

"We n-need to find some d-definite evidence, and I 
think the m-most likely place we'll f-find that is in 
the c-crypt.  Marlow t-told me that it includes a ch-
chapel  and  some  of  the  d-dungeons  from  the  old 
castle."
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Ginger's heart sank; secret midnight sorties into the 
crypt did not appeal.  "The old parts of the crypt are 
no  longer  used;  they're  unsafe  and  have  been 
boarded  off.   I  saw that when Marlow showed me 
around the parts that are still used."

"How  d-do  you  know  th-they're  unsafe?"  Arthur 
demanded.  "Marlow may have t-told you that simply 
to deter you from exploring.  If he is into anything 
unpleasant -  and p-possibly illegal -  that's w-where 
we'll find the evidence, I'm p-positive!"

Although she recognised the logic of  his argument, 
Ginger  did  not  want  to  accept  the  necessity  of 
venturing into a place that looked certain to involve 
her in some risk,  either because her employer had 
been  lying  to  hide  a  dark  secret,  or  -  ironically  - 
because he was telling the truth!  She took refuge in 
seemingly  innocent  obstruction.   "We  may  not  be 
able to get into the old part.  It's been boarded off 
where all the old tombs and coffins are, and that part 
is blocked off from the rest of the crypt by a wrought 
iron screen.  There's a gate in it, but it's kept locked 
and Mr Marlow carries the key with him."

"Is th-that the only way in?" Arthur enquired.

"No, there is another entrance in the east wing, but 
that's kept locked, too, according to Judith, anyway."
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"I'm sure it is k-kept locked," Arthur concurred.  "M-
Marlow wouldn't want anyone p-poking about down 
there if he is into any-th-thing nasty.  We n-need to 
g-g-get  hold  of  that  k-key  somehow.   Or  f-find 
another w-way in."

Ginger  enjoyed  a  guilty  sense  of  relief  that  the 
proposed investigation would almost certainly have 
to  be  abandoned  on  practical  grounds,  and  was 
punished  for  her  cowardice  by  the  horrified 
realisation that there probably was another entrance 
and that she alone knew of it!  If she said nothing, 
Arthur would be unaware of her omission.

"There may be another way in."  She found herself 
unable to keep it from him; with a sigh of resignation 
she  told  him  about  her  expedition  to  reach  the 
ruined tower and how it had resulted in her falling 
into the underground tunnel.  "That's how I got this 
bruise on my cheek, as well as in a few other places I 
don't  intend to show you!   Anyway, it seems quite 
likely to me that the tunnel originally linked the old 
tower to the rest of the house."

"It m-may be just what we're looking for!"  Arthur's 
face  lit  up  with  the  excitement  of  tackling  the 
problem.  "P-p-perhaps we can t-take a look d-down 
there tomorrow."
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"It  may  well  be  blocked  further  along,  of  course," 
Ginger cautioned; having salved her conscience, she 
now attempted to soothe her outraged sense of self-
preservation.   "The  roof  is  obviously  liable  to 
collapse, it caved in when I jumped onto it.  And we'd 
need a rope or something to get down there and back 
up again safely.  I managed to improvise a slope to 
scramble up,  but I  only just made it.   And I  don't 
intend trying it again!"

"I'm  sure  we  can  f-find  a  way,"  Arthur  persisted. 
"Does Marlow know about your d-d-discovery?"

"No, you're the first person I've mentioned it to."  She 
had originally intended to include the incident in one 
of her letters to Richard but had changed her mind, 
afraid that it would alarm him and bring him haring 
up to Wales to carry her off before she could get into 
any  more  dangerous  scrapes.   She  had  not  felt 
(before tonight, at least) quite ready to be rescued.

"That's  g-good,  that  Marlow doesn't  know,"  Arthur 
approved.  "Perhaps we c-can explore it after lunch 
tomorrow; you s-said that Marlow doesn't m-mind if 
you take an extended lunch break."

That was true; she could not invoke her employer's 
likely displeasure at her tardy return from lunch as 
an  excuse  to  postpone  the  planned  expedition. 
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"Won't you want to have another try at getting away 
from here tomorrow?"

"I  d-doubt  if  that  will  be  p-possible,"  he  objected. 
"You  heard  Marlow's  announcement  at  d-dinner 
about the mist.  If it's g-gone in the morning I might 
t-try, but I don't expect it will be."

With increasing dismay Ginger realised that he was 
probably  right,  and  when  he  had  left  she  berated 
herself for not refusing to have any part in such a 
hare-brained  scheme!   That  ancient  tunnel  was 
clearly very dangerous; they ran a real risk of being 
crushed by another cave-in, or - even worse - of being 
trapped  by  one,  to  suffer  a  lingering,  horrifying 
death.   She  recalled  the  stomach  cramping  terror 
that had threatened to overwhelm her when she had 
feared herself trapped down there a week ago.  Why 
on earth was she even contemplating doing it again?

The  answer  was  obvious.   Arthur's  speculations 
about  Marlow's  activities  and  intentions  -  bizarre 
though  they  were  -  resonated  uncomfortably  with 
her own doubts about Myrddin-ddu.  She found his 
time-warp  theories  hard  to  swallow and  balked  at 
the black magic angle, but had to concede that she 
too  had  suspected  her  employer  of  being  'up  to 
something'.   She  could  not  afford  to  pass  up  this 
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opportunity  to  investigate  the  matter;  if  anything 
untoward was going on, she wanted to know what!

The  following  morning  quickly  extinguished  the 
small hope that she had harboured that she might be 
let off the hook by the weather; when the maid drew 
back  the  heavy  curtains,  it  was  to  reveal  a 
correspondingly  heavy  curtain  of  mist  outside  the 
window.

"I hate it when the mist comes down like this, don't 
you, Miss?"

Ginger was being attended this week by the third of 
the trio of maids - Gwenda - who was by far the most 
pert and familiar.  Ginger was uncertain how much 
she liked the girl, who was a product of the South 
Wales  mining  valleys  (another  orphan,  she  noted, 
and illegitimate too, if  Gwenda's account of  herself 
was accurate); she seemed to Ginger somewhat tarty. 
She  had  noticed  that  of  all  the  maids,  Gwenda 
appeared the most comfortable in her saucy dinner 
uniform,  and  had  also  observed  that,  unlike  the 
other two, she wore high heels (though a few inches 
lower) and make-up while about her other household 
chores.

"I'm inclined  to  agree  with you,  Gwenda."   Ginger 
made an effort to be friendly with the girl, fearing 
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that her vague dislike was due to personal prejudice; 
perhaps she secretly recognised that Richard would 
find Gwenda's ripe figure and rather flighty manner 
a considerable turn on.

This domestic Jezebel was gracing the view from the 
window - or lack of it - with a decidedly distasteful 
look.  "When it closes in like this it makes everything 
seem dead, I think."

That  was  a  depressingly  apt  observation,  Ginger 
reflected as she washed and dressed herself once the 
maid had departed.  She was reminded of a horror 
film  that  she  had  once  watched  in  which  a  lone 
female  visitor  to  a  big  old  dark  house  had  been 
entertained  by  the very weird  inhabitants,  only  to 
discover - just before the closing credits - that they 
had been dead all the while.  It was a scenario that 
seemed  uncomfortably  similar  to  Arthur's  odd 
notions!

"I trust that your headache has gone this morning, 
Miss  Harker,"  Marlow  commented  at  breakfast, 
reminding Ginger that she was dealing with a man 
who would trip her up if  she were slipshod in her 
subterfuge.

"Yes, I'm fine this morning, thank you."
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She was careful that morning to stick to the routine 
that  she  had  established  over  the  past  couple  of 
weeks and went to work on her employer's papers as 
usual,  though  she  found  it  extremely  difficult  to 
concentrate  on  her  appointed  task;  the  subject 
matter  constantly  reminded  her  of  what  she  and 
Arthur  intended  to  investigate.   As  lunch  time 
approached her nervousness increased,  and Arthur 
did  nothing to calm her agitation when he flashed 
her a discreet 'thumbs up' gesture across the lunch 
table,  its  significance  for  her  almost  exactly  the 
opposite  of  what  it  had  meant  for  defeated 
combatants  in  the Roman gladiatorial  arena.   She 
was also conscious of Marlow's watching them both 
with a guarded intentness, as if  suspected them of 
plotting  against  him,  though  that  may  have  been 
nothing  more  than  her  guilty  conscience  enjoying 
itself.

After the meal she slipped up to her room for  the 
carrier bag in which she had earlier stowed the same 
clothes - now cleaned - that she had worn on her last 
expedition (she would have liked to have included a 
crash helmet and padded protective clothing!).  She 
carried  it  out  to  the  stable  yard,  where  she  had 
agreed to meet Arthur; having realised that she was 
not  going  to  be  excused  from  this  hare-brained 
adventure,  Ginger  had  decided  to  tackle  the 
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undertaking  as  positively  as  possible.   Her 
companion, despite appearing rather timid in some 
respects,  had  approached  this  ordeal  with  notable 
bravado (or was it merely lack of imagination?).  She 
was  relieved  that  it  was  taking  place  at  midday 
rather than midnight,  though what difference that 
would  make  when  she  was  deep  underground  she 
could not easily have explained.

As far as she could see, Arthur was not in the yard, 
though it  was  hard  to  be  certain  as  the  mist  was 
dense as well as being damp and cold.  She did not 
like to call his name in case she attracted unwanted 
attention,  so she simply loitered there for  a while, 
both  her  agitation  and  her  physical  discomfort 
steadily  increasing.   She  started  when  the  door 
behind her opened, but the figure that emerged was 
Arthur's,  wearing  some  very  worn  and  crumpled 
cord trousers, a baggy jumper and hiking boots.

"S-sorry if I've k-kept you waiting, Ginger - these b-
boots take a while to get on."

She waves his apology aside.  "I take it you managed 
to find some rope."

"B-better  than that."   He was clearly  pleased with 
himself.  "I f-found a ladder in the old st-stables."
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"Won't we look a bit suspicious marching across the 
yard with that under our arms?" she asked in mild 
alarm.  She pictured them - one each end of a long 
ladder  -  awkwardly  trying to manoeuvre it  around 
obstacles  like  a  Laurel  and  Hardy  turn.   Another 
fine mess you've got me into!

"I've already t-taken it out to w-where the hole is," he 
reassured her.  "I'll just need your help to g-get it into 
the hole."

She was a little surprised by his resourcefulness, and 
then mortified  by her judgement;  because some of 
his ideas were rather fanciful did not mean that he 
was incompetent.  "Well done, Arthur.  I've just got to 
change.  There's a spot behind one of the old walls 
that I used before, though there's not much chance of 
my being spied on with this mist!"

Except,  perhaps,  by  Arthur.   That  possibility  she 
found startlingly exciting and quickly disowned.  He 
was,  in  any  case,  too  gentlemanly  to  indulge  in 
voyeurism,  she  was  convinced.   When  she  was 
suitably  attired  (as  suitably  as  she  could  manage 
without caving gear!) she accompanied him along the 
low wall  to where she had plunged into the earth. 
The ladder lay ready beside the ragged dark hole in 
the ground.
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Revisiting  the  scene  of  her  former  misadventure 
rekindled all her fears.  "Are you sure this is a good 
idea, Arthur?"

He turned and squinted at her.  Was that a glint of 
doubt that she detected in his eyes?  Did he secretly 
hope that she would cancel the expedition?  "It-it's 
the only  w-way we're  going to  f-find  out  what's g-
going on here.  D-d-do you want to c-call it off?"

Why did she have to make the decision?  Much as she 
would have liked to back out, she did not feel that 
she could.  She had invested quite a bit of effort into 
preparing  herself,  both  physically  and 
psychologically; she could not bear to be thought of 
as a silly frightened female.  Besides, if she pulled out 
now she  would  be  plagued  by  unfulfilled  curiosity 
about what was really down there.

"We've come this far; there doesn't seem much point 
in turning back now."

"Y-you're sure?" he queried, irritating her.

"I said so, didn't I?  Rather than stand her talking 
about it, let's get that ladder into the hole!"

Manipulating  the  ladder  into  place  was  not  the 
easiest of operations, even with two of them to hold 
and guide it.  Arthur insisted that Ginger remain up 
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on the wall, where the risk of collapse was much less, 
while he worked on the ground near the edge of the 
cave  in.   She  did  not  argue  with  that!   Once  the 
ladder  was  securely  in  position,  he  hoisted  his 
powerful torch and disappeared down into the cavity. 
Ginger  followed  him,  holding  at  bay  a  fluttery 
nervousness.

At the bottom of the ladder her memories from the 
previous  occasion  broke  through  her  carefully 
constructed barriers and flooded back: the sensation 
of  being  shut  in,  with  just  that  small  circle  of 
daylight overhead; the pungent odour of dank earth 
and mouldering masonry.  She clung to the ladder, 
reassured  by  its  solid  support.   What  would  have 
reassured her even more would have been Richard's 
presence; his strength and self-confident practicality 
would have been extremely welcome in the present 
situation.

Unaware of her inner conflict, Arthur was exploring 
his  surroundings  with his  torch.   He  projected  its 
beam along  the old  tunnel  in  the direction  of  the 
house, where it curved away into blackness.  There 
was - thankfully - not sign of further collapse.  He 
examined the curving roof critically.  "It l-looks fairly 
sound.  Shall we r-risk it?"
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Despite  her  resolve,  Ginger  nearly  returned  a 
negative answer - this was a foolhardy expedition - 
but  knew  that  she  would  despise  herself  if  she 
backed out at that stage.  "That's what we've come 
down here for, isn't it?"

Arthur simply nodded and set off along the tunnel in 
the direction of the house.  Ginger followed, forcibly 
suppressing  imaginings  of  what  might  lurk  in  the 
shadows  in  the  way  of  rodents,  amphibians  and 
insects.  Occasionally they splashed through shallow 
puddles as they made their way cautiously forward, 
and stumbled on the uneven floor.  Arthur paused 
every  so  often  to  check  the  condition  of  the  roof, 
which reassured Ginger (clearly he did not intend to 
take undue risks).  Although badly cracked in places 
- at one point they had to push through a curtain of 
thin  roots  that  had  penetrated  down  through  the 
joints  in  the  stonework  -  the  old  masonry  had 
generally survived very well.

They  arrived  at  the  top  of  a  steep  flight  of  worn 
stone steps, twisting down into darkness.  After only 
a  moment's  hesitation,  Arthur started down them; 
nervously, Ginger followed.  At the bottom they were 
halted  by  a  barrier  of  wooden  planks  that  looked 
nearly as ancient as the surrounding masonry;  the 
bottom foot or so of each plank had been overgrown 
with livid fungus.  Arthur shone his torch through 
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one of the gaps between the timbers, its light picking 
out limited details that suggested a larger chamber 
of  some sort  beyond.   Ginger  felt  rather  as  if  she 
were  part  of  an  Indiana  Jones  movie,  though  her 
companion was no substitute for Harrison Ford!

"Is  this  as  far  as  we  can  go?"  she asked,  not  sure 
whether she was relieved or disappointed.

Indiana Mowe tested one of the planks with a sharp 
kick.  It tore apart with a dry crunch and fell into the 
room beyond, evidently extremely rotten.  The blow 
also dislodged an avalanche of earth and small stones 
that showered the two explorers.

When Ginger's sickening moment of panic subsided, 
she brushed as much of the dirt from her face and 
hair as she could and turned on the equally stricken 
young man.  "Don't ever do that again!  I very nearly 
ruined a pair of good knickers."

"I-I-I'm  v-very  s-s-sorry!"  he  spluttered,  severely 
contrite.  "I d-didn't realise it would d-do that."

"And  it's  still  not  a  big  enough  gap  for  us  to  get 
through," Ginger complained.  "Don't you dare try to 
kick another one out!"

"I w-wasn't g-going to," he defended himself.  He had 
no need to, either.  Grasping the edge of one of the 
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other boards he tested the strength of its fixing.  It 
came  away  in  his  hand  with  only  the  smallest  of 
earth  showers,  creating  an  aperture  that  was 
sufficiently large for them to climb through.

Arthur  explored  the  room  with  his  torch  before 
attempting to enter.  It was not large and its floor 
was littered with piles of broken stone, though it was 
quickly evident that this had not - the fear that had 
sprung initially into both their minds - fallen from 
the roof.  It appeared to be mostly broken remnants 
of stone slabs and tomb effigies.

"It  l-looks  like  someone's  used this  r-room as a  d-
dumping ground," Arthur observed, stepping into the 
small chamber.  "Perhaps when they were c-clearing 
out the rest of the crypt."

That seemed a reasonable assumption, Ginger had to 
admit as she accompanied him across the room, high 
stepping  over  large  chunks  of  fractured  masonry. 
Ducking  under  a  low  arch,  they  came  out  into 
another  passage,  which  had  been  cleared  of  all 
rubble and looked generally well maintained.

"This d-doesn't look like s-somewhere that's been left 
to decay," her companion added, irritatingly.

"All  right,  Mastermind,  you  were  right  and  I  was 
wrong!  Which way now?"  The passage ran away in 
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both  directions,  angling  sharply  to  the  left  and 
descending a flight of worn steps on the right.

Arthur swung his torch from side to side.  "Eena - m-
meena - mina - Mowe!  That's me - so I'm g-going this 
way."

He set off down the steps with Ginger close behind 
him.  The couple found themselves in another small 
chamber, faced this time with two doors, one low and 
narrow,  the  other  much  larger  and  broader  with 
surprisingly ornate carving - recognisably medieval - 
on the deep stone arch.

"I  b-bet  this  is  the  door  to  the  ch-chapel,"  Arthur 
pontificated,  grasping  and  turning  the  huge  black 
iron handle; it clunked noisily but the door remained 
closed.  "It's l-locked."

The  other  door  was  also  obviously  locked,  with  a 
bulky  padlock  that,  while  not  brand  new,  was 
unmistakably of twentieth century manufacture.

"It  certainly  looks  rather  as  if  Mr  Marlow  has 
something to hide," Ginger remarked.  There could, 
of course, be numerous reasons for his keeping these 
rooms locked - including his professed one of their 
being unsafe -  but Ginger's smouldering suspicions 
about  her  employer  had  been  fanned  into  quite  a 
strong blaze by Arthur's convictions.
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"It's  a  sh-shame  we  can't  get  in  there  and  see  w-
what's  going  on,"  he  complained.   Ginger  was  far 
from certain that she agreed, suddenly realising that 
she was not all that keen to know the possibly gory 
details!   She wanted -  she had decided -  simply to 
pack and leave Myrddin-ddu.  Assuming, of course, 
that it was possible to do so!  She had to believe that 
it was.

"L-let's  see  w-where  the  other  way  t-takes  up," 
Arthur suggested and led Ginger back up the steps. 
The passage took them to a large vaulted chamber 
that she quickly recognised as the counterpart of the 
one under the west wing that was used as cellerage; 
at the far end was a corroded screen just like that 
separating the cellars from the family vault.

"I  know where we are!"  she announced.   "That old 
iron screen is the other end of Marlow's family vault. 
It must be boarded off about half way along.  One of 
these other arches must lead to the stairs in the east 
wing."

Seeming  both  nervous  and  fascinated  at  the  same 
time, Arthur approached the screen and probed the 
darkness  beyond  with  his  torch.   Upon  closer 
inspection, Ginger saw that the rust encrusted figure 
wrought into the gate this end was not that of death 
but  a  representation  of  a  winged  angel  soaring 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 226

upwards.  This suggested to her - irreverently - that 
the gates ought to carry IN and OUT signs!

"It  l-looks  like  s-someone's  been  having  a  g-go  at 
grave robbing," Arthur remarked melodramatically. 
"You can s-see that some of those t-tomb stones have 
been  disturbed  r-recently,  and  there's  s-something 
there that l-looks like a shovel."

His  suppressed  excitement  irritated  Ginger, 
reminding her of  a schoolboy desperately trying to 
find evidence that confirmed the existence of ghosts 
or  extra-terrestrials.   "It  couldn't  just  be  that  Mr 
Marlow's renovating the old tombs before they fall to 
pieces?"

"You  m-might  be  right,"  he  conceded,  a  touch 
sheepishly..  "I j-just don't trust him.  We m-might as 
well  explore  these  other  t-tunnels  while  we're  d-
down here."

Apart from a the short passage leading to the locked 
door at the bottom of the stairs up to the east wing of 
the house, all the other low arches led only to storage 
alcoves,  some piled  with more broken stone.   One 
had been equipped as a temporary workshop, with a 
bench,  woodworking  tools  and  a  stack  of  freshly 
sawn timber.
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"I  wonder  what  this  is  for?"  Ginger  queried. 
"Perhaps Mr Marlow is planning to convert this end 
into storage cellars, too."

"Unless he's m-making coffins," Arthur retorted.

"For  God's  sake,  Arthur,  must  everything  have  a 
sinister  connotation?"  Ginger  snapped.   She  was 
severely taken aback, when they examined the final 
alcove,  to  find  evidence  that  might  be  taken  to 
support  his  interpretation.   Lying on trestles were 
two long  boxes  -  of  a  size  suitable  to  hold  human 
bodies - one open and clearly empty, but the other 
closed.

"They  could  simply  be  packing  cases,"  Ginger 
rationalised, but was she trying to convince Arthur 
or  herself?   "They're  not  coffin  shaped  and  they 
haven't got handles or anything."

"Old f-fashioned c-coffins weren't sh-shaped like m-
modern  ones,"  Arthur  argued,  his  impediment 
worsening noticeably as his  nervousness increased. 
"Th-they were oblong c-caskets j-just like th-those!"

"Well,  there's  only  one  way to  find  out!"   Ginger's 
indignation that the situation seemed to condone her 
companion's wild ideas lent her the courage to march 
up to the closed box with the intention of opening it.
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"W-w-what are you d-doing?" Arthur squeaked.

"I'm going to look inside," she told him.  "For all we 
know it's just an empty box."

"I'm l-l-leaving!"

"No  you're  not!"  Ginger  instructed  him firmly.   "I 
need that torch here.  You were the one who wanted 
to find out what was going on down here."

"P-perhaps I d-did," he admitted.  "B-b-but I have a 
h-horror of c-corpses."

"Great!   You drag me down here to the crypt  and 
then announce that you can't stand corpses.  At least 
hold that light steady while I take a look in this box." 
Without waiting for his response, Ginger gripped the 
edge of the lid and tested it to see if  it was nailed 
down.  It wasn't, and she hoisted it clear so that she 
could peer into the shadowed interior.

"Oh,  Christ!"   The  lid  slipped  from her  grasp and 
clattered noisily at her feet; the shrouded form inside 
the casket was indisputably human.

Arthur emitted a strangled questioning  sound and 
the flashlight beam danced around the alcove like a 
mad firefly.
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"There  does  seem  to  be  a  body  in  it,"  Ginger 
acknowledged,  her voice quavering a little.   "But I 
can't see properly with the light jumping about like 
that."

"L-l-let's g-get out of h-here!"

"No!"   She  strode  back  to  where  Arthur  stood 
quaking.  "We need to know for sure.  Give me the 
torch."

Wresting it from his grasp, she moved back towards 
the  open  coffin,  but  as  she  approached  it  the 
enormity of what she intended to do made her falter. 
Only  once before  had she ever seen a dead body - 
that of her grandmother, on display in a Chapel of 
Rest - and even under those sanitised conditions, she 
remembered,  the  sense  that  the  immobile  form 
might suddenly return to life  had been thoroughly 
unnerving.  Steeling herself  -  she had no idea how 
long this body had lain there - she played the torch 
beam into the coffin.

The  occupant  was  draped  from  the  neck  down  in 
plain white material, and the face - finely featured in 
death like a marble sculpture - was that of a young 
woman.  Immensely relieved that she had not been 
confronted  by  a  'horror  film prop'  rotting  cadaver, 
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Ginger  turned  back  to  Arthur.   "It's  a  woman;  it 
doesn't look as if she's been dead very long."

As the implications of her statement came back to hit 
her she involuntarily stepped away from the coffin. 
She had no real knowledge of how long it took for 
noticeable  decomposition  to  set  in,  but  felt 
uncomfortably certain that it was less than the time 
that she had been at Myrddin-ddu; the woman in the 
coffin must have died since her arrival!   Her flesh 
began to creep and she sympathised with Arthur's 
desire to flee.

She forced herself to return her attention to the dead 
woman,  and  as  she  did  so,  the  torch  beam 
illuminated the base of the box, giving her another 
profound  shock.   Lettered  in  rough  script  on  the 
unfinished timber was a name that she recognised: 

Virginia .

"It's my predecessor!" she called hoarsely to Arthur, 
her heart pounding.

"It c-c-can't b-be," he objected, barely coherent.  "Y-
you s-said sh-she l-l-left s-six months ago.  If sh-she'd 
d-d-died instead, sh-she'd b-be all m-m-maggoty and 
r-rotten by n-now!"
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"Shut up, will you!"  Ginger fought her rising terror 
with anger.  "She isn't.  Perhaps there's something 
about the air down here that acts as a preservative. 
Come and look for yourself."

"I-I-I'd r-r-rather n-not!"

"Don't  be  such  a  bloody  wimp!   There's  nothing 
horrible to see."  She shone the torch onto the dead 
woman's stony mask and noticed something rather 
strange.  There were dark stains around the corpse's 
pale  lips.   "Come  and  take  a  look  at  these  stains 
around  her  mouth,  they  look  almost  like  dried 
blood."

Arthur choked - he had made no move to come any 
closer  -  and  began  fizzing  and  spluttering  like  a 
firework,  throwing  out  intermittently  recognisable 
words like coloured balls or stars.  "Th-th-th-that ek-
ek-ek-explains… sh-she-she's l-l-l-like… st-st-still…"

"What are you trying to say?" Ginger asked, trying 
not to display impatience with his impediment.

His final ejaculation was a dramatic bombshell.  "Sh-
sh-she's a v-v-v-v-vampire!"

"A vampire?"  The incongruity of his accusation was 
a  relief,  and  the  abrupt  contrast  with  her 
accumulating fear almost launched her into a fit of 
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hysterical laughter.  "Don’t be ridiculous.  You know 
that isn't possible!"

It was apparent, however, that Arthur believed his 
outrageous  assertion.   In  an  attempt  to  inject  a 
degree  of  common  sense  into  the  situation  (to 
convince herself?), Ginger groped for an alternative 
explanation  "Isn't it more likely she died from some 
cause - an illness or accident - that resulted in her 
bleeding from the mouth?"

Arthur  was  patently  unconvinced.   "Th-they  w-w-
wash b-bodies before they're p-put into c-coffins, and 
they d-don't b-bleed after they're d-d-dead!"

The  strength  of  his  argument  -  even  though  the 
validity of the first part could not be guaranteed in 
such  bizarre  circumstances  -  augmented  Ginger's 
unease, but she was determined not to surrender to 
irrationality.   She  turned  back  to  re-examine  the 
woman in the coffin,  who looked for  all  the world 
like a waxworks figurine.  Ginger was half inclined 
to reach in and touch her to ascertain that she was 
actually flesh, but the other half won!

"G-g-give  m-me  b-back  the  t-torch!"  Arthur 
demanded in near desperation, though he made no 
attempt to come and take it from her.  "I w-w-want 
to l-l-leave - n-n-now!"
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Perhaps  it  was  too  close  a  proximity  to  that 
unnaturally  preserved  corpse  that  finally 
overwhelmed  Ginger's  rational  defences,  but 
suddenly  her  agitated  companion's  desire  to  flee 
seemed a very sensible idea!  With swiftly growing 
trepidation  she  turned  away  from  the  coffin  and 
marched back to Arthur, thrusting the torch into his 
trembling hand.

"What are you waiting for,  then?  I'm right behind 
you!"

 s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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IV

Ginger stood rooted to the spot with fear, unable to 
do  anything  but  watch  in  horror  as  thin  white 
fingers snaked over the rim of the open coffin in a 
fashion familiar to her from numerous horror films; 
any second now the corpse would sit up and stare at 
her.   With  a  hollow  soft  rustle  of  its  shroud,  the 
corpse  sat  up  on  cue  and  turned  its  red-eyed 
hypnotic gaze upon Ginger.  Terror welled up inside 
her.   The  monsters  livid  lips  stretched  into  a 
predatory  grimace,  displaying  two  pointed  fangs; 
Ginger's terror exploded into panic and she… woke!

With  a  soft  rustle  of  bedclothes,  she  sat  up  and 
turned  her  frightened  gaze  upon  her  travelling 
alarm.  The time was a little after six and a staining 
of pale light percolated through the gaps in the heavy 
curtains.   Ginger  scrambled  from  her  bed  and 
crossed to the window, throwing the curtains back to 
let in the dawn.  As in the movies, her dream spectre 
was  banished  to  its  mental  tomb by  the threat  of 
sunrise.

Ginger returned to her bed, but made no attempt to 
sleep  again.   Lying  there,  she  reflected  upon  the 
previous day's events -  almost the basis for  a good 
movie  in  themselves -  struggling to make sense of 
them.   Arthur's  outlandish  assertion  about  the 
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occupant of the makeshift coffin in the crypt - clearly 
the  inspiration  for  her  nightmare  -  was  patently 
ridiculous, as she had told him at the time, and in 
the  light  of  a  new  day,  such  'Gothic'  speculations 
were  even  less  believable  than  his  earlier  notions 
about time warps!  Yet no amount of scepticism on 
her part removed the problem of the singular corpse 
in the crypt.

It had clearly not been in an advanced state of decay, 
which -  within the limits of  Ginger's knowledge of 
the subject - allowed for only three realistic options. 
Either - as she had suggested to Arthur - there was 
something about the environment of the crypt that 
had preserved the body (she had read, and seen on 
television,  accounts  of  them  surviving  remarkably 
well for centuries in the right conditions, let alone a 
few  months),  or  the deceased  had  been  embalmed 
(she had heard of embalmed corpses lying in state for 
considerable periods); both of these two explanations 
could account for how a six moths old corpse could 
still look fresh, but left the nagging question of why 
the body remained in the crypt rather than having 
been removed for burial.  The third possibility was 
that what she had seen were not the remains of her 
predecessor at all, but of some other young woman 
(one  of  the kitchen maids,  perhaps)  who  had  died 
more recently.
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That  last  scenario  could  explain  why  it  had  been 
placed in what looked like a packing case rather than 
a  traditional  coffin,  if  it  was  awaiting  transport 
home.  A sudden death among the servants was not 
necessarily  something  that  Marlow  would  have 
mentioned to her, though she would have expected to 
have learned of it from one of the other maids; they 
seemed keen enough to exchange any gossip about 
members of the household.

She was not convinced with any of the explanations, 
but could conceive of no other sensible alternative. 
The  rational  part  of  her  mind  advised  that  the 
simplest  way  to  resolve  the  mystery  would  be  to 
challenge  her  employer  about  the  corpse,  and 
probably obtain an acceptable answer.  Her intuition 
- on the other hand - screamed in alarm at that idea; 
it was already decidedly unhappy at the realisation 
that she and Arthur had betrayed their presence in 
the  crypt  by  leaving  the  coffin  open  (unless  one 
accepted Arthur's speculations, in which case it could 
be  blamed  upon  an  oversight  by  the  returning 
revenant!).  Mind you, she had no intention of going 
back to rectify her blunder.  As they had made their 
way -  in somewhat unseemly haste -  back through 
the dark tunnels  from the crypt,  Ginger  had been 
uncomfortably  conscious  of  the  pregnant  darkness 
behind her, and she had climbed the ladder into the 
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misty  daylight  with  nearly  as  much  relief  as  had 
accompanied her first escape.

With her emotions hogging the mental limelight and 
insisting that she leave Myrddin-ddu before she (or, 
rather, her physical remains) discovered the truth at 
first  hand,  she  had  found  the  previous  afternoon 
very  difficult  to  cope  with.   She  had  struggled  to 
behave  normally,  all  the  while  haunted  by  that 
unsettling image of the corpse in the crypt, and had 
been quite unable to eat anything much at dinner. 
This had drawn a searching enquiry from Marlow.

"I  trust  that  you  are  not  sickening,  Miss  Harker. 
Yesterday evening you retired early with a headache, 
and this evening you are not eating."

For a moment Ginger had been tempted to use the 
offered  excuse  as  a  possible  lever  to  persuade  her 
employer to let her leave, but had decided not to risk 
arousing  any  suspicion,  she  and  Arthur  having 
arranged to  meet again that evening  to  plan  their 
escape  together.   She  had  been  deterred,  too,  by 
thoughts of her predecessor, who had - Ginger was 
convinced - tried to leave on the illness ticket; look 
where she had ended up!

"I'm just not very hungry tonight," she had reassured 
Marlow.  "I'm not unwell."
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"I am glad to hear that.  I should hate to lose such a 
competent secretary."

To  her  alert  senses,  his  compliment  had  sounded 
alarmingly like a warning that he was aware of her 
intentions.  She had wrestled with those doubts and 
anxieties  throughout  the  evening,  and  it  had  not 
helped that Arthur - when they had secretly met in 
her room - had fallen prey once more to his former 
pessimism  regarding  the  possibility  of  leaving 
Myrddin-ddu.

"For God's sake, Arthur, show a little backbone!  If 
we  all  adopt  your  attitude,  we  might  as  well  go 
downstairs  and  throw  ourselves  on  Mr  Marlow's 
mercy.  I've got to believe that I can walk away from 
this place if I make my mind up to do it.  I do believe 
that!"

It seemed to Ginger that she had once again been left 
to shoulder the burden of someone else's doubts and 
problems - in this case, Arthur's - and obliged to put 
in the work to find a solution!  She had managed - 
with some difficulty - to overcome his pessimism and 
to  encourage  him into  a  concerted  escape  attempt 
the  following  day.   They  had  agreed  that  directly 
after  lunch  would  probably  offer  them  the  best 
opportunity to get away without their absence being 
noticed too quickly, and Ginger had determined that 
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they would take the track down the valley towards 
Harlech rather than risk getting lost  on the fickle 
mountain paths.

She had, accordingly, packed all her vital belongings 
into  her  weekend  bag  before  settling  to  sleep; 
anything that would not fit into that or her handbag 
would  have  to  be  abandoned.   She  was  extremely 
loath to  leave behind  her expensive computer,  but 
when  her  life  and  sanity  were  in  jeopardy,  mere 
possessions had to take a back seat.

She was pleased to observe, that morning, that the 
mist  had  gone.   It  would  not  have  prevented  her 
leaving -  it might even have provided some cover - 
but  she  felt  considerably  more  confident  about 
escaping when she could see clearly where she was 
going.  The sky was overcast and leaden, threatening 
rain, but that could not deter her.

When Gwenda arrived, Ginger indicated to the maid 
the  usual  small  bundle  of  clothes  that  needed 
washing, wanting to avoid alerting the household to 
her plans by changing her routine at all.

"Not a very nice day, Miss, is it?  Still, at least that 
horrible mist has gone."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 240

"Yes, we must be grateful for small mercies," Ginger 
replied lightly;  she hoped that the maid would not 
want to linger.

Gwenda  -  perversely  -  appeared  in  no  hurry  to 
depart.  "What d'you make of that young man who's 
come here?  Arthur."

"He  seems  pleasant  enough,"  Ginger  answered 
guardedly.  "I haven't had much opportunity to get to 
know him."

"You don't think he might be queer?"

"Queer?"  She was rather startled by the suggestion. 
"I  presume  that  by  'queer'  you  mean  gay. 
Homosexual.  Why should you think he might be?"

The Welsh girl shrugged.  "I don't know, really, Miss, 
he just seems a bit wet, like.  A bit limp-wristed."

"He's no muscle man, I grant you," Ginger conceded. 
"I've no reason to think that he's not normal in other 
ways."

"He's not like your boyfriend, though, is he?"

Once again the maid's question startled her.  "He's 
my fiancé,  not my boyfriend.   Who told you about 
him?"
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Ginger found it hard to imagine that Judith gossiped 
to the servants, but who else at Myrddin-ddu knew 
about Richard?

"Mererid  told  us  about  him,"  Gwenda  answered 
candidly.

Ginger remembered then; she had been rather open 
about  herself  to  Mererid  during  her  first  week  at 
Myrddin-ddu, when she had felt quite homesick.  She 
had thought that the Welsh girl had not taken in half 
of  what she had heard, but evidently she had, and 
circulated it!

"Thank you, Gwenda, I have to get on," she dismissed 
the  maid.   "I've  a  few  things  to  get  done  before 
breakfast."

As soon as the maid  had  left,  Ginger  dressed and 
checked  that  she  had  packed  everything  that  she 
intended  to  take  with  her.   Stowing  the  bulging 
weekend bag out of casual sight in the back of the 
wardrobe,  she went  down to  breakfast,  where  her 
plans for the day unexpectedly turned pear shaped.

Mowgli  was  in  sole  possession  of  the  dining  room 
when Ginger entered.  She greeted him in her usual 
friendly fashion and helped herself  to a reasonably 
generous  plate  of  fried  mushrooms,  scrambled  egg 
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and  toast;  her  appetite  had  not  improved  greatly 
from  the  previous  night,  but  she  had  no  wish  to 
invite comment, and also felt that she must keep up 
her energy levels.  She had just started to eat when 
Mowgli  appeared  close  beside  her,  startling  her 
slightly.

"Please to excuse me, Miss Ginger.  I have a message 
for you from Mr Mowe."

"A message from Arthur?"  she queried  in  surprise. 
This was quickly replaced by dread; something had 
gone wrong!

"Yes, Miss.  He said to tell you that he has changed 
his plans.  Because the mist is gone, he is wanting to 
make an early start and could not delay."

Ginger struggled to pick the sense out of  Mowgli's 
peculiar syntax.  "He hasn't left already?"

"Yes,  Miss,"  Mowgli  confirmed  her  fears.   "He  left 
about  half  an  hour  past.   He  hopes  you  will 
understand."

"I  understand  all  right!"  she  answered  bitterly. 
Arthur had not wanted to take her suggested route 
from Myrddin-ddu, preferring to hide himself on the 
less accessible mountain paths, but in view of what 
had occurred on his last attempt to get away by that 
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route Ginger had felt strongly that they would stand 
a better chance by sticking to a clear track with a 
known destination.  He had yielded to her argument, 
but had evidently decided this morning to go his own 
way alone.

She was extremely hurt and disappointed;  she had 
not  thought  him  so  untrustworthy.   She  felt  like 
bursting into tears,  but was acutely conscious that 
Mowgli  stood  watching  her  reactions.   Swiftly 
dragooning  her  features  into  a  polite  smile  -  she 
wanted neither to give away the true extent of her 
disappointment  nor,  in  fairness,  to  shoot  the 
messenger  -  she  thanked  the  manservant  and 
concentrated upon her food.

Gradually  -  as  she  completed  her  breakfast  in 
deceptive  calm  -  her  desolate  sense  of  betrayal 
transformed  itself  into  anger.   How  dare  Arthur 
treat her like this!  Such cowardly deceit was typical 
male behaviour.  Well, just because her partner had 
ratted  out  on  her  did  not  mean  that  she  had  to 
abandon her planned escape.  She would do it on her 
own, without any man to hold her hand!

Despite her resolve, Arthur's duplicity continued to 
distress  her  and  she  found  it  difficult  even  to  go 
through the motions of working normally.  She had 
no qualms about not doing the work properly,  but 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 244

she  needed  to  present  a  convincing  impression  of 
conscientiousness  should  her  employer  look  in  on 
her.  When she heard the library door open behind 
her, she composed herself, put down the papers she 
had been pretending to read, and turned to face him. 
She was surprised to find that her visitor was not 
Marlow but his manservant, with another message 
for her.

"The  Master  is  wanting  you  to  attend  him  in  his 
private study," Mowgli instructed her politely.

Again  cold  dread  gripped  Ginger's  innards;  a 
summons  to  this  inner  sanctum  was  an 
unprecedented  event  and  it  surely  could  not  be 
chance that it coincided with her planned flight.

"What's it about, Mowgli?" she asked as she stood to 
go with him.

"The Master did not tell me," he answered passively. 
He led the way from the library, across the hall and 
along the corridor to the door of Marlow's study.  He 
tapped deferentially upon it.

"Who  is  it?"  their  employer's  cultured  voice 
demanded from within.

"It is Mowgli, Sir.  Miss Harker is here also."
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"Show  her  in,  Mowgli,"  Marlow  called,  and  the 
manservant  opened  the  door.   "Come  in,  Miss 
Harker.  Take a seat."

Ginger  was not  sure  what she had been expecting 
when  she  stepped  into  the  room,  but  not  what 
greeted her.   Although the essentials  of  any study 
were present  -  a large desk,  behind which Marlow 
sat,  bookshelves  and  cupboards  -  these  were 
upstaged by a profusion of curios, Oriental pottery 
and  figurines,  display  cases,  objet  d'art,  paintings 
and framed engravings; the impression she received 
was  one  of  having  entered  an  antique  bazaar. 
Bemused by her surroundings - even her anxiety was 
briefly swamped - she lowered herself into the large, 
leather upholstered chair her employer indicated.

"I  see  that  you  are  struck  by  my  collection,"  he 
observed  keenly.   "It  represents  many  years  of 
indulgence in exploration and serendipity.  What is 
your opinion of it?"

"It's…"  she  struggled  for  a  suitable  adjective.   "…
rather overwhelming."

"Indeed?"   He  seemed  mildly  amused  by  her 
response.  "I venture to boast that many of the pieces 
in this collection are unique, Miss Harker.  But I did 
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not summon you here to view my collection.  There is 
a serious matter that I feel we must attend to."

Ginger started to feel extremely uncomfortable, due 
partly  to  her  employer's  adoption  of  a  serious  - 
almost sinister - tone and expression, but prompted 
also  by  realisation  that  the  common  theme  of  his 
otherwise  disparate  collection  was  an  erotic  one. 
The paintings adorning the walls all seemed to be of 
voluptuous  women  in  advanced  states  of  undress, 
and the subject matter of the Regency and Victorian 
engravings that she could see well enough to make 
out  was  even  more  indecent,  while  the  Eastern 
figurines  in  her  field  of  view portrayed  couples  in 
embraces  that  made  Rodin's,  The  Kiss,  seem 
positively chaste!   She decided not  to  examine the 
various objects and gadgets in the glass cases.

Although no prude,  Ginger found the proximity of 
such a concentration of sexual images hampering her 
ability to  concentrate upon Marlow's  words,  which 
she needed to do if she were not to be caught out.

"It has come to my attention, Miss Harker, that you 
are not at all happy working here.  I wish to know 
why."

Ginger hesitated, fighting down a thrill of panic; her 
instinctive  reaction  was  to  fob  him  off  with  a 
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reassuring answer to avoid jeopardising her escape 
that afternoon, but two factors gave her pause.

The first was her fear - not unreasonable in view of 
the timing of this interview - that he had somehow 
learned  of  her  intention  to  leave  and  was  playing 
with her like a cat with a mouse; if  so,  she would 
show him that she was a mouse who could bite back! 
The  second  concerned  her  uncertainty  of  success 
that  afternoon,  even  if  her  plans  had  not  been 
discovered.  If she was forced to return to Myrddin-
ddu and stay for a while longer she could not bear to 
continue as she had been doing, so she might as well 
seize this opportunity to voice her grievances.

"I'm afraid I can't adapt to living in the past," she told 
him.   "It's  not  so  much  having  to  wear  nineteen-
thirties dresses at dinner, it's the whole regimented, 
unbending atmosphere of the place.  And the lack of 
decent  facilities  -  no  telephone  or  electricity  in 
particular - and not being able to get into Harlech to 
do a bit of personal shopping."

She stopped, not because she had exhausted her list 
of  complaints,  but  in  response  to  her  employer's 
shocked expression, remembering then what Judith 
had told  her about her uncle's  attitude toward 'up 
front' women.  With any luck he would dismiss her 
on the spot and send her packing!
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"You speak bluntly, Miss Harker," he said coldly.  "It 
is something of a novelty for me to be addressed in 
such a fashion by a woman, particularly by one who 
is very much my junior.  However, I am aware that 
social mores and manners have changed considerably 
in recent decades and that you are a modern young 
woman.   I  asked  you  a  question,  which  you  have 
answered with straightforward honesty, for which I 
should commend you.  I trust that you will allow me 
to respond with equal straightforwardness,  so that 
we  may  hope  to  gain  some  mutual  understanding 
from our frank exchange."

Ginger  realised,  with  some  surprise,  that  he  was 
attempting to build a bridge between them.  Perhaps 
she ought at least to listen to what he had to say. 
"Please do."

"I shall deal with each of your complaints in order," 
he began.  "Clearly you are unhappy at being asked 
to wear the gowns that I have provided while sitting 
down to dinner, which I also provide.  I do not insist 
that you wear them, Miss Harker, but it pleases me 
that you do so.  Is it really such a hardship to dress 
in a fashion that, while it may not be one that you 
are  accustomed  to  wearing,  is  one  that  is  surely 
feminine and flattering?"
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"No - not on its own - of course not," she was obliged 
to reply;  how could she hope to convey to this old 
lecher  (the  collection  surrounding  her  confirmed 
that  sobriquet)  a  feminist's  aversion  to  appearing 
feminine in a male defined way?  She was dismayed, 
also,  by  his  piecemeal  attack,  recognising  it  as  a 
technique that she had suffered in the past at the 
hands of a devious boss; he would focus on each little 
detail in turn - each on its own seeming too minor to 
justify  her  complaint  -  while  deliberately  ignoring 
their combined effect upon her.

"You  have  objected  to  the  'regimented  and 
unbending'  atmosphere here, to quote your words," 
he continued.  "I will  concede that I do maintain a 
regimented regime here, if by regimented you imply 
strict  discipline.   It  is  essential  to  the  smooth 
running  of  a household  of  this  size with a limited 
staff.  It is not intended to be unbending.  Within the 
constraints of the requirements of running Myrddin-
ddu efficiently I attempt to be reasonably flexible.  I 
have  granted  you  the  freedom  to  select  your  own 
working times, have I not?  In fact, the only strict 
timekeeping  that  I  insist  upon  on  your  part  is 
punctuality  at meals.   I  am unbending  about that 
because I believe that one maintains discipline partly 
by example.  I can hardly chastise the servants for 
tardiness if I am lax myself in that regard."



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 250

Ginger could not argue with him; once again he had 
undermined her case, so that to press her complaint 
further  would  sound  unreasonable.   His  attitude 
convinced her  -  if  she needed further  convincing  - 
that she must proceed with her scheme to escape.

Marlow's  next  statement  surprised  her.   "To  your 
charge  that  I  provide  no  modern  facilities  I  must 
plead guilty.  What I am about to say in my defence 
is  not  an  excuse,  Miss  Harker,  but  offered  in  the 
hope that you might begin to appreciate why I have 
chosen the course that I have.  A large part of my 
love  for  Myrddin-ddu  and  this  cwm lies  in  its 
peaceful isolation.  I have not lived all my life here as 
a hermit -  I  have travelled widely and experienced 
many different cultures - but I have found that there 
is  much  that  I  dislike  in  the  world  beyond  these 
mountains."

He regarded Ginger defiantly, as if he expected her 
to champion the cause of the world at large.  "I am no 
Luddite,  Miss  Harker,  fearing  the  new  simply 
because  it  introduces  change.   I  have  installed  a 
typewriter in the main study, a phonograph in the 
drawing  room,  various  pieces  of  labour  saving 
equipment in the kitchens, and I run a motor car.  I 
have discovered, however, to my cost, that such new 
technology  almost  invariably  impinges  upon  the 
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tranquillity  of  my life  here.   I  am sure  that there 
would  be  some  advantages  to  be  gained  from  the 
introduction of electricity, but I fear that I would be 
subjected to even more persistent petitioning from 
Judith for a television set, which would only bring 
the bustle of the world into my home.  Likewise with 
the telephone.  I do not doubt that for someone, such 
as  yourself,  who  is  accustomed  to  using  the 
instrument,  its  benefits  outweigh it  disadvantages, 
but  I  view  it  as  a  potential  invasion.   With  a 
telephone installed, the world could enter my home 
whenever it wished.  It would completely destroy my 
splendid isolation here."

He paused, for dramatic effect Ginger suspected; he 
reminded her vaguely of Shakespeare's King Richard 
the Third attempting to convince his audience of his 
good intentions.  "I am sure, Miss Harker, that you 
find it hard to understand why I think and act as I 
do."

On  the  contrary,  she  sympathised  with  him  to  a 
surprising  extent,  but  that  did  not  attenuate  her 
disgruntlement; she had no problem with his living 
however he wished - in a cave with straw to sleep on 
and his food cooked over an open fire, if that suited 
him - but she objected strongly when he insisted that 
his  staff  must  live  likewise.   She  attempted  to 
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formulate  that  argument  into  slightly  more 
diplomatic  wording,  but  before  she  could  confront 
him with it, he moved on to the final point of  her 
earlier complaint.

"I feel that your reproach about visits to Harlech is 
unjustified.  It is true that Mowgli's services are not 
freely available to you, but, as you are well aware, he 
has many duties to perform other than his role as 
chauffeur.   The  main  reason  that  you  have  been 
unable  to  visit  Harlech  has  been  the  mist.   You 
surely do not blame me for that?"

His uncontrite refusal to grant any substance to her 
grievances  irritated Ginger  so  much that  she very 
nearly threw at him Arthur's accusation about fixing 
the weather, prevented largely by the conviction that 
to do so would make her a laughing stock.  She did 
not know how to proceed, but had no wish to retire 
meekly without any resistance.

Marlow  eyed  her  speculatively.   "None  of  your 
complaints has been of  major significance,  I  think, 
irritations rather than reasons for  serious concern. 
Yet I sense that your unhappiness is more profound 
than can be accounted for by such minor difficulties. 
There is something else worrying you - some matter 
that you consider far more perplexing - is there not, 
Miss Harker?"
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Ginger  stared  at  him as  if  he  had  just  performed 
magic; could he really be aware of what was going on 
inside  her  head?   His  question  also  roused  her 
suspicions again; just how much did he know about 
her alarming discoveries and plans to escape?  Once 
again  she  was  faced  with  the  awkward  choice  of 
playing the innocent or of challenging him, and once 
again her valour got the better part of her discretion. 
"What happened to my predecessor?"

Marlow frowned, clearly puzzled.  "Your predecessor, 
Miss Harker?   She left  Myrddin-ddu some months 
before your arrival.  She was too ill to continue here."

Ginger felt that she was stepping onto very thin ice, 
but having thrown down the gauntlet, she could not 
creditably back off now.  Her heart pounded as she 
confronted  him.   "Why,  then,  is  her  body  in  the 
crypt?"

Her  employer's  exaggeratedly  startled  expression 
was almost comical.  "There are many bodies in the 
crypt, Miss Harker - that much I will grant you - but 
not, as far as I am aware, that of your predecessor."

Ginger's courage -  and her certainty -  faltered, but 
she  had  to  push  forward.   She  needed  either  to 
corner him into a confession of guilt - regardless of 
the  obvious  risk  inherent  in  such  a  course  -  or 
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extract  from  him  a  convincing  alternative 
explanation.  "It's in a box - like a packing case - in 
one of the alcoves."

She  was  tensed  for  his  reaction,  but  totally 
unprepared  for  what  followed.   Initially  she  was 
baffled and mildly alarmed by his response, thinking 
that  he  was  choking,  before  recognising  -  with 
justifiable  amazement  -  that  his  coughing 
convulsions betokened amusement.  Perhaps he had 
caught a glimpse of his reflection and had responded 
to  his  caricature  expression,  she  granted 
magnanimously;  otherwise,  what  kind  of  monster 
was he that he considered it humorous that she had 
stumbled upon the corpse of her predecessor?

"Evidently you have found a way into the section of 
the crypt that is boarded off," he observed, his tone 
serious, though the ghost of  a twinkle haunted his 
stare.  "That was a foolish thing to do, Miss Harker. 
I warned you that that section of the crypt is unsafe; 
you could have suffered a serious accident and no-
one would have known where you were or what had 
happened to you."

Ginger  was  bemused.   Was  he  ticking  her  off  for 
disregarding his prohibition - she had expected him 
to  be  far  more  angry  -  or  was  he  as  genuinely 
concerned for her welfare as he sounded?  Why had 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 255

he laughed a moment ago?  Was he, perhaps, insane? 
Should she jump up and make a run for it while she 
still could?

His mien was unnervingly jocular when he resumed 
speaking.  "As you have discovered, Miss Harker, I 
had reasons other than my natural concern for your 
safety for not wanting you - or anyone else, for that 
matter - looking around that part of the crypt.  You 
have unmasked my dark secret, though it is not, as 
you so evidently  fear,  collecting  the corpses  of  my 
secretaries.  If you had examined the body in the box 
more closely, you would have found that her marble-
like complexion is due not to death but to the fact 
that she is fashioned from marble.  Her 'coffin' looks 
like a packing case because that is what it is.  That, 
Miss Harker, is the unromantic truth of the matter."

Ginger  stared  at  him,  flabbergasted;  did  he  really 
think  that  she  could  be  fobbed  off  with  such  a 
transparently  contrived  explanation?   Yet,  even 
while her public face expressed its disbelief, an inner 
voice  was  questioning  her  certainty.   She  had  not 
examined the dead woman too closely, and she had 
been  distracted  -  and  to  an  extent  infected  -  by 
Arthur's  nervousness.   Could  she swear  that what 
she had seen had been a human corpse?
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"I see that you are not convinced," Marlow observed. 
"No doubt you are asking yourself why I should wish 
to box up my marble tomb effigies, which is what you 
saw.  The answer is simple, if a little humiliating for 
me.  Even the modest household that I maintain here 
at Myrddin-ddu needs to be paid for, and I no longer 
have  the  income  from  tenant  land  workers  that 
supplied  the  coffers  of  my  predecessors.   I  have 
learned  that  there  are  collectors  of  historical 
artefacts  and  works  of  art  -  not  unlike  myself  in 
many  respects  -  who  are  prepared  to  pay 
considerable sums for carved effigies such as I have 
in some abundance in my crypt.  I am, I admit with 
some shame, selling off my ancestors - so to speak - 
to maintain Myrddin-ddu."

It sounded plausible, Ginger had to acknowledge, but 
one  aspect  of  her  discoveries  still  bothered  her. 
"Why, then, was my predecessor's name on the box?"

"Her name?"  The old man was visibly taken aback, 
but  then abruptly  dissolved into further  coughs of 
laughter.   "The  dealers  with  whom  I  trade,  Miss 
Harker,  reside for  the most part in America.  The 
box  that  you  found  was  marked  for  dispatch  to  a 
dealer  in  the  American  state  of  Virginia.   I 
understand now why you assumed that the figure in 
the box was the corpse of your predecessor."
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Ginger was now thoroughly confused.  Marlow had 
offered her an explanation that appeared to disperse 
satisfactorily  much  of  the  mystery  surrounding 
Myrddin-ddu, and she felt strongly inclined to accept 
it.   In  contrast,  Arthur's  speculations  about  time 
warps,  ancient  curses  and  vampires  sounded 
laughable.  Yet she was not entirely convinced.  The 
trouble was that - with irritatingly flagrant disregard 
for  the  dictates  of  her  rational  faculties  -  her 
intuition  trusted  Arthur  (even  his  walking  out  on 
her had not undermined her belief in the sincerity of 
his convictions concerning Myrddin-ddu) whereas it 
did not trust her employer at all.  By which should 
she be guided?

"If you will not trust my word, Miss Harker," Marlow 
said,  with  unnerving  aptness,  "I  am  prepared  to 
accompany you down to the crypt  so that you can 
verify the truth of my statement for yourself."

"That  won't  be  necessary,"  Ginger  replied  quickly, 
colouring slightly.  Apart from the fact that his offer 
in  itself  reassured  her  (her  logical  functions,  at 
least), she definitely did not want to be alone in the 
crypt with him when facing that moment of truth, 
whether it revealed her intuition as foolish or - worse 
still  -  confirmed  both  her  fears  and  that  she  had 
walked into a ghastly (possibly fatal!) trap.
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"If you have no other concerns, may I suggest that we 
conclude this interview," the old man dismissed her, 
almost nonchalantly.

As  she  left  his  study  and  returned  to  the  library, 
Ginger  was  accompanied  by  a  whole  symphony  of 
emotions.  The predominant melody was relief - that 
the uncomfortable interview was over (and that she 
had  survived  it?)  -  counterpoint  with  anger  and 
frustration that she had achieved so little with her 
arguments, while underneath ran a bass of renewed 
determination  to  get  away  from  Myrddin-ddu. 
Weaving in and out through all this were contrasting 
variations on the theme of her feelings for Arthur: 
her sense of betrayal that he could walk out on her, 
and in consequence, creeping doubt about how much 
she should trust his assertions, underscored with an 
aching  disappointment  -  not  to  be  acknowledged  - 
that she would not see him again.

She found it impossible to do any more work - not 
that she wanted to - but she struggled to seem busy 
in case anyone came in to check up on her; having 
made it abundantly clear to her employer that she 
was  unhappy  at  Myrddin-ddu,  she  wanted  to  do 
nothing that might alert him to her intention to walk 
out.  The prospect of failure - that it might indeed 
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prove impossible  to leave that place -  was not  one 
that Ginger felt able to face.

She  found  herself  wishing  for  Richard's  company, 
her longing tinged with guilt  that she had pushed 
thoughts about him into the background of late.  He 
would  never  have contemplated  failure,  but  would 
have insisted upon whisking her away to safety.  Her 
lack  of  communication  from  him  had  not  unduly 
bothered  her  -  he  was  notoriously  lax  at  letter 
writing, and Marlow's refusal to have a telephone at 
Myrddin-ddu  had  prevented  Richard's  keeping  in 
touch with her in his preferred electronic medium - 
but she now had need of him.  In her letters to him 
she had deliberately played down the darker aspects 
of Myrddin-ddu, not wanting to alarm him; she now 
considered it high time for him to be alarmed!

Regardless  of  her  determination  to  act  quite 
normally,  she could not keep up the pretence, and 
went directly to her room to compose another letter 
to Richard, begging him to come and rescue her.  She 
hoped  that  this  would  still  reside  unposted in  her 
handbag when she boarded the train to London that 
afternoon,  but  if  her  plans  went  awry  she  would 
endeavour to send it to him.

She had just completed the letter when she heard a 
nearby  door  open  and  close.   She  could  not  be 
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certain, but she thought that it had been the door to 
the guest room next door, which naturally aroused 
her  curiosity.   There  could  be  numerous  possible 
reasons  for  someone  to  visit  the  guest  room  - 
Arthur's return being probably the least likely - but 
she was gripped by a compelling urge to know who it 
was and what he or she was up to.

Accordingly, she moved to her own door and eased it 
open to peer out.  The corridor was deserted, but as 
she  watched,  the  guest  room  door  opened  again. 
Pulling  her  head  back  out  of  sight,  she  squinted 
through the narrow opening and saw Elen emerge 
and walk away towards the stairs.  Presumably the 
maid had been cleaning the room following Arthur's 
departure.

For reasons that she could not comprehend, Ginger 
was not satisfied by that conclusion and decided to 
look into the guest room herself.  Slipping along the 
corridor, she opened the other door and peered into 
the  room.   Seemingly  her  assumption  had  been 
accurate after all; the bed had been stripped and the 
room  tidily  ordered.   She  was  about  to  withdraw 
when  she  spotted  something  almost  out  of  sight 
behind the end of the bed that injected her system 
with a jolt of adrenaline: a bulging rucksack.  Arthur 
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had  returned!   He  must  have  lost  his  way  in  the 
mountains again.  Serves him right!

Her  spiteful  exaltation  -  a  reaction  to  her  earlier 
disappointment  -  was  abruptly  quenched  as  her 
rational  faculties  slipped  into  gear.   There  was 
something  wrong!   In  the  first  place,  it  seemed 
unlikely that he would  have abandoned  his escape 
attempt and come back so soon; also, there was not a 
single  sign  in  that  room  that  he  had  recently 
returned,  no  discarded  jacket  nor  anything  else 
beyond  the  tidily  stowed  rucksack.   The  chilling 
conviction grew in Ginger that he had never left!

The implications of that supposition were more than 
a  little  alarming.   Mowgli's  message  to  her  that 
morning - purporting to be from Arthur - must then 
have  been  a  lie,  designed  to  allay  her  suspicions 
about his unexpected disappearance, suggesting that 
he  had  not  gone  willingly.   Was  it  possible  that 
Marlow had imprisoned him, or worse?

She  could  be  mistaken,  she  realised;  the  rucksack 
might not be Arthur's.  She was about to examine it 
when the lunch gone sounded.  She swore, but did 
not want to arrive noticeably late for lunch, so she 
postponed  her  examination.   She  should,  at  least, 
find out during the meal whether or not Arthur had 
come back.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK ONE PAGE 262

He was not at the table when she entered the dining 
room, and remained absent throughout lunch.  The 
disturbing possibility that he was still  at Myrddin-
ddu - perhaps as a prisoner - threw her own scheme 
to escape into confusion; could she simply walk out, 
taking with her the thought that she had deserted 
him?  It would swiftly become an unbearable burden, 
she feared, and felt uncomfortably convinced that he 
would not have done that to her!

A  way  to  test  her  speculations  occurred  to  her 
towards the end of the meal.  It was Marlow's custom 
to  leave  the  dining  table  smartly  after  lunch  had 
finished  -  unlike  the  evening  meal,  when  he 
remained  there  while  the  women  withdrew  -  and 
Ginger usually followed suit, to maximise the time 
available for her own pursuits, leaving Judith to do 
her  own  thing.   This  lunchtime,  however,  Ginger 
remained  seated  at  the  table  and  launched  a 
surreptitious attack upon the other woman.

"You  must  be  disappointed  that  Arthur  has  gone, 
Judith."

The  other  woman  was  visibly  disconcerted,  but 
quickly composed herself.   "A little,  perhaps,  but I 
have concluded that you were right,  Ginger,  when 
you said that he was not the right type for me."
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She  seemed  a  little  too  smug  for  Ginger  to  be 
convinced; from the effort that Judith had expended 
in  attempting  to  ensnare  Arthur,  one  might  have 
assumed that he was the last eligible man around!

"I  don't  expect  he'll  be  coming  back  this  time,  do 
you?" Ginger observed nonchalantly, again catching 
the older woman off guard.

"Why do you say that?"

"There's no mist today," Ginger replied innocently.

Judith relaxed.   "Yes,  of  course.   I  expect  you are 
right, again."

Ginger left the dining room convinced that her fears 
had substance, a conviction that was confirmed when 
she  returned  to  the  guest  room  to  examine  the 
rucksack; the items it contained could only belong to 
Arthur.  Her emotions were in turmoil once more. 
She felt  immense satisfaction -  almost joy -  at the 
knowledge that Arthur had not walked out on her, 
but this tussled for predominance with her equally 
strong  anxiety  about  what  had  happened  to  him. 
She was also concerned for her own safety; if Mowgli 
and Judith had been lying about Arthur, it seemed 
highly  likely  that  Marlow  had  been  deceiving  her 
about the 'tomb effigy' in the crypt.  Which did not 
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bode  well  for  her  future,  especially  now  that  her 
employer knew that she suspected the truth!

She had a shrewd idea where Arthur was being held - 
assuming, of course, that he was still alive (she could 
not  bring  herself  to  contemplate  the alternative)  - 
but  knowing  where  he  was  helped  her  very  little. 
Even if  she had been physically capable of  lugging 
the ladder from the stables to the hole in the ground 
and then manhandling it into position, she doubted 
whether  she  could  face  going  down  to  the  crypt 
alone, especially as she now knew what lurked there, 
regardless of the accuracy of Arthur's assertion that 
it could get up and walk about!  Besides - she was 
taunted by recollections of the padlocked door that 
they  had  found  -  what  would  be  the  point  of  her 
visiting  the  crypt  again  if  she  had  no  means  of 
freeing Arthur?

She need not - she decided - feel too guilty about not 
rushing  to  rescue  him,  which  was,  in  any  case,  a 
man's  way  of  tackling  the  problem  (as  Richard 
certainly would).  What she needed to do was apply 
some  of  her  female  talents  to  this  challenge: 
intuition, shrewdness, cunning and guile.  But were 
her  resources  equal  to  the  challenge?   She  would 
have  given  a  good  deal  at  that  juncture  for  some 
moral  support  -  if  not  practical  assistance  -  but 
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Richard was nearly three hundred miles away, and 
she  dared  not  trust  any  of  Marlow's  household. 
There  might,  however,  be  one  person  at Myrddin-
ddu  able  to  give  her  spiritual  encouragement,  if 
nothing  more:  her  namesake  grandmother,  whose 
photograph - Ginger was convinced - resided in that 
book of poetry in the library.  A woman who could 
inspire  Marlow  to  write  poetry  would  surely  be  a 
formidable ally!

Having slipped into Ginger's mind, her grandmother 
- assuming that was who she was - gave her an idea. 
Might Marlow's book of  poetry supply her with an 
insight or two into his personality, and perhaps even 
furnish  her  with  a  weapon?   Hurrying  back 
downstairs to the library, she retrieved the book and 
took it to the table where she usually worked on her 
employer's history.  Extracting the photograph from 
it, she propped the portrait upright in front of her 
and returned its monochrome stare.

"What can you tell me?  Are you really my Gran, and 
were you genuinely fond of Jasper Marlow?"

She found the latter very hard to imagine, unless he 
had been a very different person then, a possibility 
that  raised  serious  questions  about  Arthur's 
assertion that Marlow was Gaspard d'Molyneaux.  If 
-  as  Arthur  evidently  believed  -  d'Molyneaux  had 
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been cursed to live forever, he would surely either 
have remained at the apparent age that he had been 
when  cursed  in  the  fourteenth  century,  or  would 
have aged gradually over the intervening centuries. 
In  either  case,  he  would  not  have  been  greatly 
different in the nineteen-thirties than he was now.

On the other  hand,  if  she assumed that  he  was  a 
normal mortal and had been a very young man in 
the  nineteen-thirties,  he  might  then  have  been 
considerably more attractive to women.  In the hope 
of  further  clues,  she  turned  to  his  anthology  of 
poems.  Selecting one or  two at random, she read 
through them, with growing incredulity.  They were 
unbelievably  bad!   Sentimental  and  full  of  clichés, 
she found them as indigestible as an over-rich cream 
desert.

Like a prowling tiger, my love
Stalks the burning plane of unslaked passion,
Hungering for the slightest taste of you,
Thirsting for the quenching tears
Of your own deep longing;
Thus my ravening desire
Howls at the aching miles between us!

Ginger  was  puzzled;  how could  any young woman 
with  education  and  good  taste  have  taken  those 
outpourings seriously, let alone have been impressed 
by such writing?  But, of course, the Millicent in the 
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photograph  may never  have read  them,  if  Marlow 
had composed them after his return to Myrddin-ddu. 
That could explain a great deal!  Suppose that as an 
impressionable  young  man  -  perhaps  unable  to 
express his love directly because of  over-sensitivity 
about  his  deformity  -  he  had  returned  with  his 
unrequited passion to the bleak isolation of Myrddin-
ddu.  Might that not have been enough to warp his 
brain  -  so  that  he  believed  himself  to  be  his  own 
romantically notorious ancestor -  and drive him to 
write such poems?

Ginger  weighed  this  hypothesis.   On  balance  it 
seemed a reasonably credible alternative to Arthur's 
theory,  obviating  the  need  to  give  house  room  to 
unwanted  guests  like  the  devil  and  magic  rings. 
What was less certain was how that insight altered 
her  present  situation,  if  at  all.   Was  a  man  who 
believed himself to be his own ruthless ancestor any 
less dangerous than that ancestor would be if he had 
managed to survive the centuries?

Ginger had heard no sounds of anyone entering the 
library, but she was suddenly assailed by an intense 
sensation  that  someone  was  standing  close  behind 
her.   She  twisted  in  the  chair  and  was  severely 
startled  to  find  her  employer  present,  as  if  her 
thinking about him had somehow conjured him up.
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"I did not mean to startle you, Miss Harker.  I see 
that you have discovered my Achilles heel."

The old man seemed strangely subdued;  not at all 
angry - as she expected - but almost resigned.  "It was 
inevitable, I suppose, your being who you are."

The  afterburn  of  the adrenaline  that  the shock of 
discovering  Marlow  behind  her  had  released  in 
Ginger  allowed  her  to  adopt  a  rather  aggressive 
stance.  "Who is she, the woman in this photo?"

Her employer looked mildly surprised.  "You know 
who she is."

So it was true!  Despite her own convictions about 
the identity of the subject of the photograph, she was 
unpleasantly disconcerted by Marlow's confirmation. 
"My being here isn't chance, then, is it?"

"Of  course  not,"  he  admitted  with  staggering 
candour.   "I  have  been  awaiting  your  coming  for 
some time."

Ginger  struggled  to  maintain  her  mental  balance, 
feeling not unlike an out of control skater.  "I don't 
understand.  Why?  What do you want?"

Marlow ignored her enquiry; he had transferred his 
attention to the photograph propped up on the table, 
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fixing  it  with  a  distant,  regretful  gaze.   "I  had  to 
release  her,  had  to  let  her  go.   I  had  no  choice... 
then!"

An alarming thought struck Ginger, horrifying her 
even more than Arthur's talk of her possibly being a 
sacrificial victim.  Was the old man proposing that 
she should act as a compensating substitute for her 
grandmother  in  some  kind  of  romantic  or  (God 
forbid!) sexual liaison?

Marlow turned his intense stare upon her.   "I  was 
not then as you see me, Miss Harker.   This is my 
punishment, for daring to break the rules, just once. 
He is a cruel Master!"

Ginger was now thoroughly confused.  To whom was 
he referring?   Was this  proof  that he had lost  his 
mind?

"I will not be found wanting this time!" he declared 
with unnerving ferocity.

Ginger was determined not to be intimidated.  "What 
are you talking about?"

Her  employer  seemed  abruptly  to  wake  up  and 
almost visibly shook himself.  "I have said enough.  If 
you wish to  know more,  you must  return  to  your 
researches.  On a previous occasion when you sought 
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information  concerning  the  legends  attached  to 
Myrddin-ddu you turned,  I  believe, to a volume of 
Welsh  folk  stories  that  you  discovered  on  these 
shelves.  There is another - of Celtic tales - that you 
may find will help you to understand the nature of 
the teind."

He  turned  and  marched  from  the  room,  leaving 
Ginger  baffled  and  uneasy.   What  had  he  been 
talking  about?   What  on  earth  was  the  teind?   It 
seemed in keeping with his other eccentricities that 
Marlow  had  neither  explained  his  obscure 
statements nor completely ignored her questioning, 
but  had  thrown  her  a  few  cryptic  pointers  as  a 
challenge  to  her  to  match  his  mental  adroitness. 
Well, she had never been one to duck a challenge, so 
she crossed to the book case where she remembered 
finding  the  book  on  Welsh  legends  and  soon 
unearthed the volume she needed, an anthology of 
traditional Celtic folk and fairy tales.

Fortunately this book had an index,  which quickly 
directed her to a verse ballad, titled, The Romance of  
Thomas  the  Rhymer.   She  began  to  read.   The 
language was somewhat archaic, making it difficult 
for  her  to  be  sure  of  some of  the details,  but  her 
study of many of the older manuscripts in Marlow's 
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library  had  sharpened  her  ability  to  interpret 
obsolete English.

The ballad recorded the tale of a young man named 
Thomas  of  Erceldoune,  who  was  enticed  away  to 
Elfland by its Queen, as a sort of mortal gigolo as far 
as Ginger could make out!  He remained there for 
seven years, at the end of which period the Queen 
returned him to his own world because the teind was 
due.  The teind appeared to be a tax or tribute which 
the fairies were obliged to pay to Satan, in the form 
of a soul, and - not unnaturally - they preferred to 
sacrifice a human that they had lured into Elfland 
rather than one of their own kind.  The Queen let 
Thomas go rather than see him sacrificed.

Although the parallels with her own situation were 
tenuous,  Ginger  had  sufficient  pieces  of  this 
speculative  jigsaw  puzzle  -  gathered  also  from 
Arthur's talk of Marlow sacrificing virgins to escape 
from  Myrddin-ddu,  and  her  employer's  oblique 
reference to a cruel master that he had apparently 
offended by letting her grandmother leave -  to put 
together a disturbingly sinister picture.  The image 
that she was constructing of the d'Molyneaux-cum-
Marlow  personality  was  almost  a  version  of 
Bluebeard,  with  a  penchant  for  disposing  of  his 
secretaries.  If Marlow really did believe himself to 
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be d'Molyneaux - whether that were fact or fiction - 
Ginger realised that she could be in serious danger!

The dilemma that she faced was what action to take. 
Common  sense  dictated  that  she  should  leave 
Myrddin-ddu  as  swiftly  as  possible,  but  with 
Marlow's  intentions  now  more  or  less  out  in  the 
open, she did not believe that she would be allowed 
simply  to  walk  out  as  she  had  planned  to  do, 
irrespective  of  any  conscience  she  had  about 
abandoning  Arthur.   She  began to  appreciate  just 
how much her employer had been watching her!  Her 
intuition advised that she needed to outmanoeuvre 
him,  so  that  he  felt  obliged  to  let  her  go  (her 
grandmother had managed it, so why shouldn't she?) 
but that was going to be easier said than done.

There  seemed  no  point  in  her  continuing  her 
pretence to work, so she put away the books she had 
been reading - even when under threat her sense of 
order  asserted itself  (perhaps more so, as a coping 
mechanism?) - and she went up to her room, where 
she could not so easily be caught unawares.

She had not been there long - she was sitting on the 
bed wrestling still with the matter of a solution to 
her  predicament  -  when  there  came  a  hesitant 
knocking  on  her  door.   Her  defences  immediately 
went to full alert.
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"Who  is  it?"   A  tiny  part  of  her  dared  to  hope  - 
inspired, maybe, by the parallels with her nocturnal 
meeting with Arthur - that he might, somehow, have 
escaped and come seeking sanctuary in her room.

"It is me, Miss Ginger, Mowgli."

What did he want, she wondered as she opened the 
door.

"I  have another message from the Master,"  Mowgli 
informed her deferentially.  "He said to tell you that 
he is wanting you, please, to wear something special 
for dinner this evening.  It is to honour someone - a 
lady,  I  believe  -  who  the  Master  used  to  know  in 
India.  He said you will understand."

"I  understand  all  right!"  she  answered,  trying  to 
mask from the manservant her rising fury.  The gall 
of the man (she referred to Marlow rather than his 
servant), asking her to tart herself up for him so that 
he  could  drool  over  her  as  a  substitute  for  her 
grandmother!  She managed - just - to contain her 
anger until the door was closed, but then crossed to 
the  mirror  over  the  dressing  table  to  exchange 
viperous comments with her reflection, for want of 
someone better with whom she could commiserate.
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That man had the cheek of the devil (was that more 
apt than she cared to allow?).  How dare he try to 
dictate what she should wear!  She would be damned 
before dressing to titillate his perverted fancies.  She 
was of half a mind to demonstrate her contempt and 
disgust  by  going  down  to  dinner  in  jeans  and 
trainers.

Hang on a minute!  Her mirror self seemed to issue a 
warning;  was  it  somehow  imbued  with  the 
understanding of that other, older (and presumably 
wiser)  lookalike?   Might  she  not  be  in  danger  of 
throwing  away  a  possible  weapon  against  her 
employer?  Marlow's obsession with nineteen-thirties 
fashion - focused around his moment of weakness for 
that  earlier  Millicent  -  could  be  a  chink  in  his 
emotional  armour  that  Ginger  might  be  able  to 
exploit  for  her  own  ends.   Marlow  himself  had 
referred to her discovery of his infatuation with her 
grandmother as his Achilles heel!

It was an approach to the matter that she had not 
previously considered - one that she would not have 
entertained,  even  if  she  had  -  but  a  desperate 
situation called for desperate measures.  She knew - 
with an almost supernatural clarity - what she must 
do, however much it went against the grain of both 
her nature and her feminist principles.
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Crossing to the wardrobe,  she lifted out the exiled 
gown  that  she  had  never  expected  to  wear. 
Fashioned  from  scarlet  silk  (for  a  scarlet  woman, 
Ginger  estimated!),  it  was  backless  -  which  would 
prevent her wearing any of her bras under it - and 
had been cut on the bias to cling immodestly to the 
wearer's breasts, hips and thighs.  Uncomfortable as 
she felt about dressing in such a gown, she needed to 
make sufficient  impact  to  catch Marlow off  guard, 
and would therefore have to out-do Judith.

She laid the dress on the bed and went to one of the 
drawers that she had not opened since her first day 
at  Myrddin-ddu,  taking  from  it  a  daunting,  pink, 
elasticated  foundation  garment.   It  rattled 
metallically  as  she held  it  up;  from their  size  and 
quantity,  suspenders  had  evidently  been  a  major 
fashion feature in the nineteen-thirties, presumably 
because of their appeal to the opposite sex (little had 
changed  in  that  department,  Ginger  noted,  except 
for  the  modern  woman's  greater  resistance  to 
pandering  to  that  particular  male  weakness).   In 
another of the rarely accessed drawers she found a 
pair of  flesh toned stockings -  with unsightly large 
patches  of  fashioning  on  the  toes  and  heels, 
extending  hardly  less  prominently  up  the  whole 
length of  the backs -  and she completed the outfit 
with a pair of black patent shoes with higher heels 
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than  she  would  normally  consider  wearing,  and 
black satin evening gloves.

Nursing her determination - if she faltered now she 
would  never go through with it  -  Ginger  stripped, 
washed  and  laced  herself  into  that  uncomfortably 
constricting  period  underwear;  by  the  time it  was 
fully  tightened  she  felt  as  if  she  were  wearing  a 
medical  support  garment  for  a  bad  back!   Before 
wriggling into the satin gown she anointed herself 
with her most sophisticated and expensive perfume, 
and decorated her face with heavy dark mascara and 
her reddest lipstick.

When  she  had  finished  dressing  she  opened  the 
wardrobe door to view the result in the mirror, and 
received quite a shock.  Although superficially  like 
her, the woman in the reflection was no-one that she 
recognised; not ever her grandmother was likely to 
have  dressed  so  provocatively!   Could  that 
voluptuous nineteen-thirties Hollywood screen siren 
really be ordinary Millicent Harker?  Just one thing 
gave the game away and ruined the sleek image; the 
fabric clung to her female anatomy like a persistent 
groper, revealing not only the subtle prominences of 
nipples and suspenders  -  which,  she had to admit, 
lent her a certain sinful appeal - but also the outline 
of her bikini briefs, which looked merely vulgar.  No 
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wonder that women of that period had worn loose 
fitting French knickers!

No doubt she could have found a pair of the latter in 
one of the other drawers had she bothered to search, 
but an even more risqué solution suggested itself.  In 
for a penny, in for a pound!  Hitching up her skirt - 
not the simplest of  manoeuvres -  she removed her 
pants  and  smoothed  the  fabric  down  again.   The 
unbroken contours now looked perfect, though when 
she  turned  to  view  herself  from  the  back,  the 
unrestrained movement of her buttocks beneath the 
clinging  silk  was  positively  shameless;  if  she  had 
dared to parade herself in such attire before Richard 
she would not have been able to keep him at arm's 
length.  She sincerely hoped that she would have no 
trouble of that nature from Marlow!

Her preparations completed, she debated how best to 
achieve the desired impact upon her employer.  If she 
arrived early for dinner she would be seated when he 
first saw her, which would considerably reduce the 
effect  of  her  costume;  she  would  be  much  better 
advised to draw attention to herself by going down 
conspicuously  late.   She  had  almost  decided  to  do 
that when a third option occurred to her.  Marlow 
was  invariably  prompt  for  his  meals,  and  usually 
crossed the hall to the dining room from his study, 
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which  was  how  he  had  caught  her  out  in  her 
undignified  decent  of  the  stairs  on  her  first  day. 
Could  she,  perhaps,  use  this  custom  to  her 
advantage, so that her employer's first sight of  her 
would be of her coming down the staircase like the 
leading lady from a Busby Berkeley musical?

A few minutes before  the gong was due to  sound, 
Ginger positioned herself in the shadows by the top 
of the main staircase, from where she could observe 
the  hall  below.   Her  heart  fluttered  inside  her 
constricting  corset  and  she  calmed  herself  with 
steady,  even  breaths;  if  her  nerve  broke  now  she 
would abandon the whole initiative.  She hoped that 
Judith  would  not  suddenly  appear  behind  her  to 
spoil her entrance; it would be just like that woman 
to be punctual for once!

The gong sounded - making Ginger jump - and as the 
echoes  rolled  away  along  the  corridors  of  the  old 
house  she  heard  a  door  close  and  footsteps 
approaching.  She tensed for action.  She felt faint 
and prickled  with sweat, but even if  this  were the 
greatest ordeal that she had faced since coming to 
Myrddin-ddu  -  and  it  certainly  competed  strongly 
with exploring the crypt - she had to appear cool and 
poised.   Marlow  entered  the  hall  and  Ginger 
launched herself - carefully (that gown was so long 
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that its hem swept the ground even with high heels, 
and she had no wish to catch one of them in the swirl 
of material) - down the staircase.

His attention caught be the loud clack of her heels on 
the  polished  wood,  Marlow glanced  up  at  her  and 
froze.  His mouth did not quite drop open, but his 
expression betrayed the extent of the shock that she 
had given him.  Ginger struggled to suppress a small 
grin  of  triumph as she swaggered down the stairs 
towards  him;  having  mastered  her  fear,  she  was 
almost beginning to enjoy the situation.

By  the  time  she  reached  the  ground  floor  her 
employer  had  recovered  his  equilibrium.   "Miss 
Harker, I am overwhelmed!"

He executed an elaborate bow before her.  "You have 
exceeded my expectations.  I am honoured.  You look 
positively radiant."

"Thank you."  She resisted a mischievous impulse to 
present  her  hand  for  him  to  kiss,  and  reminded 
herself - sternly - of the reason for this masquerade. 
Marlow, however, was evidently in the mood for such 
gestures;  her offered her his arm, which she took, 
smothering  her  misgivings.   They  promenaded 
together  into  the  dining  room  in  a  fashion  that 
would surely have aroused pride in her grandmother.
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Ginger  was given further  satisfaction when Judith 
came in, late as usual.  She was as startled by the 
younger  woman's  transformation  as her  uncle  had 
been, but concealed it even less well.

Nor could she hide her jealousy.  "My dear Millicent, 
I have never before seen you so dressed up!  Who are 
you trying to impress?"

Before Ginger had concluded her brief mental debate 
about the wisdom of retaliating, Marlow came to her 
defence.   "I  requested  that  Miss  Harker  make  a 
special effort this evening, to mark a memory that is 
dear to me."

Judith clearly disliked being slapped down, and the 
look that she shot at her rival under cover of sitting 
down would have been of interest to the Ministry of 
Defence!  Ginger felt decidedly smug.

Her  employer  continued  to  play  court  to  her 
throughout  the  meal,  and  Ginger  had  to  keep 
reminding herself why she had dressed up like that; 
there was a real danger that she might be seduced by 
the elegance of the situation.  When Marlow exerted 
himself to appear charming he could be disturbingly 
attractive in a dark, mildly devilish manner, and it 
seemed  suddenly  far  less  surprising  that  her 
grandmother  had  fallen  under  his  spell.   Ginger 
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needed  to  reassert  her  independence,  though  in  a 
fashion  that  would  allow  her  to  exploit  the 
fascination  that  she  clearly  held  for  her  employer 
while dressed as she was.

"Do you think it might be possible for Mowgli to be 
permitted  to  drive  me  to  Harlech  tomorrow 
morning?" she dared to ask him.

He frowned at her petition and she feared that he 
would  flatly  refuse  it,  but  his  frown  was 
unexpectedly replaced by a look of profound sadness; 
finally  he  smiled,  though  it  appeared  more  like  a 
grimace of pain on his angular, Punch-like features. 
"Of course, Miss Harker.  If tomorrow morning you 
wish to visit Harlech, then I will raise no objections 
to Mowgli's taking you there."

Ginger  enjoyed  a  small  thrill  of  triumph,  but  this 
was swiftly undermined by doubt, generated partly 
by past experience, but more so by the suspiciously 
odd  phrasing  of  her  employer's  permission.   What 
kind of game was he playing with her now?  She felt 
unable  to  press  the  matter  any  further  and  her 
unease spoilt the remainder of the meal for her; she 
had to prevent herself drinking too much wine in a 
nervous reaction.
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At the end of dinner, Ginger stood when Judith did, 
though she  had  no  desire  to  spend  any  time  that 
evening  in  the  other  woman's  company,  especially 
after their earlier confrontation.  She would simply 
excuse  herself  and  go  straight  up  to  her  room;  it 
would be a relief to get out of that embarrassingly 
revealing  costume  and  uncomfortably  high  heeled 
shoes.  She moved towards the door.

"Miss Harker!"

She stopped, panic welling up inside her; she wanted 
to call  to Judith to wait for  her and not leave her 
alone  with  that  untrustworthy  and  lecherous  old 
man (he had demonstrated too little regard for his 
servants  for  him  likely  to  be  put  off  by  their 
presence).  Her gown had served its purpose and she 
no longer wished to display herself  in front  of  her 
employer's  questionable  gaze  with  nothing  but  a 
single layer of silk between him and everything that 
she held dear.

"Yes, Mr Marlow?"  She could  not bring  herself  to 
turn and face him before she managed to regain full 
control of her expression.

"Did you discover the nature of the teind?" he asked 
her.
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Her panic subsided - it seemed that he was not about 
to molest her - but her former unease was rekindled 
by the possible implications of his question.

"Yes, I did," she told him, still refusing to face him; 
she  did  not  want  him  to  see  how  much  he  had 
unsettled her.

"You will understand, then, what has to happen."

His  words  chilled  Ginger,  confirming  that  he  had 
indeed been playing devious games with her.  As her 
trepidation grew like Jack's beanstalk she turned to 
face the source of all her concerns.  He sat watching 
her with a strangely regretful expression, and their 
dramatic,  frozen  tableaux  reminded  her  - 
irrelevantly  -  of  a  scene  from  a  nineteen-thirties 
thriller,  where  the  sensually  dressed  heroine  faces 
the suavely sinister villain; if only her clean-cut, no-
nonsense 'private Dick' could burst in to rescue her! 
When  Marlow  spoke  it  was  in  the  stilted,  clichéd 
form of such a film.

"What we both wish, cannot be, Miss... Millicent.  His 
punishment  would  be  too  terrible.   We both must 
make a great sacrifice.  It is that time!"

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s



BLACK MERLIN'S RING ARTHUR MOWE'S DIARY PAGE 284

Arthur  Mowe's Diary : 4th September

Memory is a funny thing.  You think you can 
remember certain events, particularly those of a 
dramatic nature, in vivid detail, but, if asked to 
provide a precise reconstruction of those events - as 
might be required by the police following a crime or 
an accident - you swiftly discover that your 
recollections are like one of those fiendish picture 
puzzles in which the pieces can be put together in 
more than one configuration.  The sort of thing you 
wrestle with for hours before throwing it on the floor 
in frustration.  At least, that's what I usually end up 
doing!

My memories of the events at Myrddin-ddu are like 
that, with a vengeance!  In my mind's eye I can 
produce clear pictures of everything that happened 
there (assuming that they did actually happen!) but 
when I try to visualise the exact location of the 
house, my recollections turn out to be sketchy at 
best.  All I can say for certain is that it stood beside a 
moderately large black lake near the head of a cwm 
somewhere between Trawsfynydd and Barmouth. 
Hardly map reference precision!

To be brutally honest, the best lead I have to the 
precise position of Myrddin-ddu came not from my 
memory, but from where I was found after my fall. 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING ARTHUR MOWE'S DIARY PAGE 285

This was the starting point for my search.  Having 
been - eventually - discharged from hospital, I was 
allowed a few week's convalescence before I had to 
return to work.

“Time to ensure that you are fully healed up before 
you plunge back into the hurly-burly of everyday 
life,” my attractive Asian houseman (or should that 
be housewoman?  Houseperson?) had instructed me. 
“Take things a bit easy for a while.  No mountain 
climbing!”

That last piece of advice I intended religiously to 
ignore; my convalescence allowed me an opportunity 
to try to find my way back to Myrddin-ddu and 
Ginger.  Far from a simple task, as I was finding, one 
that might even - I didn't want to face that likelihood 
- prove impossible.

I'm often in two minds about things – one of the 
consequences of being an open minded sort of person 
– but on the matter of Myrddin-ddu I'm in three 
minds!  One - the one that comes into play when I 
handle money, and ensures that I get to work on 
time, or lets my mother know when I intend to eat 
out (my sensible side) - insists that my memories are 
nothing more than an elaborate hallucination, 
triggered by my fall and given substance by my 
interest in folklore and legends.
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The other two minds – both members of what you 
might call my Romantic Tendency - refuse to accept 
that it was all a mental fabrication, especially not 
Ginger.  To suggest that she was nothing more than 
an extension of my personal wish fulfilment is 
absurd; she was too real, too detailed, too 
independent!  I can imagine her response to such a 
suggestion; it would not be complementary.  Where 
the two sides of my romantic self part company is 
over the possibility of my being able to find my way 
back to Myrddin-ddu.  If, as I'm inclined to believe, it 
occupies another dimension, there is no logical 
reason why I should be able to find it again.  One 
part of me – while convinced that it all really 
happened – is resigned to never returning and sides 
with my sensible part against wasting time even 
trying; the other part, like a frustrated child 
throwing a tantrum, refuses to listen to reason and 
insists upon finding a way back to Ginger.

Assuming, of course, that she is still somehow 
trapped in that other dimension.  The question of 
what had become of her after we both fell from 
Myrddin-ddu's roof has  plagued me for some while. 
If the shock of that fall had knocked me back into 
this dimension – as I believed had happened – then 
surely it should have done the same for Ginger?  I 
had made discreet enquiries before I left the hospital, 
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and as far as I could ascertain, I had been alone 
when found.  There had been no other injured 
person – of either gender – discovered in that vicinity 
at or around the same time.  Neither had there 
seemed to be anyone else anywhere in the hospital 
who matched Ginger's description.

I was left with the conclusion that she had remained 
trapped in the other dimension, and that either she 
had survived the fall (she had fallen a much shorter 
distance than I had) and was back in the clutches of 
Jasper Marlow, or that it had killed her.  The latter 
possibility was one that I refused to countenance, 
partly because it inferred that I had been responsible 
for her death, but mostly because it removed any 
hope of my finding her again.  I had to believe that 
she was still alive  and that I could somehow find a 
way back to rescue her.

So I have booked myself into a reasonably priced 
B&B in Harlech instead of returning - as expected - 
to home and parents.  One of the few disadvantages 
of living with my parents is a lack of total privacy. 
Normally this doesn't bother me; I have no secret 
vices, and on those few occasions when I've wanted 
to do something that definitely didn't require parents 
around (I have once or twice entertained girls at 
home), my parents have been diplomatically 
unobtrusive.  But when I decide to go off and do 
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something quite out of character, it inevitably raises 
eyebrows and questions.

My personal quest to rediscover Myrddin-ddu is not 
something that I can sensibly explain to my parents - 
I'm not sure I could explain it satisfactorily to 
anyone – and asserting my independence has not 
been a simple matter.  My mother arrived at my 
bedside almost before I'd recovered consciousness, 
bringing with her the things that mother's always 
bring when you're ill: clean pyjamas, things to read, 
bottles of lemon barley water!  She had wanted to 
take up temporary residence in Wales, visiting me 
every day, until I was discharged, but I managed to 
persuade her - once it was clear that I would live and 
eventually be able to resume a normal life - that my 
father, struggling at home on his own, had greater 
need of her ministrations.

I'm sure that my decision not to return straight 
home from hospital has added to my parent's 
concern about me - I was necessarily vague about my 
pressing reasons for remaining in Wales - but I could 
not have lived with myself had I simply walked away 
from what has probably been the most significant 
period in my life so far (assuming that it really 
occurred!).  Unfortunately for all concerned, my 
endeavours so far have produced nothing that might 
be called a satisfactory result.
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I had been discovered, following my fall, at the base 
of a steep scree slope in one of the many isolated 
valleys in that area of Wales.  I'd been wearing my 
spare set of clothes when found, and my rucksack 
was missing, both of which supported my 'memories' 
of what happened, though other explanations have 
been put forward.  It had – I'd been told - rained 
heavily in the district during the period immediately 
preceding my accident, and it was suggested that I'd 
got soaked in the downpour, that I'd changed and 
hung my sodden garments on bushes to dry out a 
little before attempting to pack them into my 
rucksack.  While waiting for this to happen, I'd gone 
exploring - without my rucksack - and had fallen.

I don't buy that theory, it sounds to me like a blatant 
attempt to explain away a mystery.  Even if I ignore 
the facts that (a) when I started my hike I had one of 
those high-tech, totally waterproof anoraks, and (b) 
the clothes I was found in were soaked through 
(presumably from another, later shower!), I can't 
accept that I'd have wandered off like that, leaving 
behind my rucksack containing my compass, torch, 
all my maps, money and other personal effects. 
Since my return to this part of Wales, I've explored 
the terrain above the site of my fall fairly extensively 
and have found no trace of my other clothes or of my 
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rucksack, though maybe that's not too surprising.  It 
did all happen three months ago.

I have to admit, in all fairness, that my own account 
of what occurred would sound pretty wacky to other 
people (if I ever pluck up the courage to tell anyone!), 
something akin to the stories told by individuals who 
claim to have been abducted by aliens.  I need to find 
some corroborative evidence for my assertions, 
which I've not yet managed to do.  There is, of 
course, no sign of a house matching my recollections 
of Myrddin-ddu anywhere in the vicinity of my fall, 
but then, I'd hardly expected there to be.  If it 
occupies another dimension it wouldn't necessarily 
be visible in this one.  My desperate hope is that if I 
can identify the correct corresponding location in 
this dimension I will somehow be able (by wishing or 
willing it, I suppose!) to find my way back into the 
other dimension to rescue Ginger.

Determining the exact location is proving far more 
difficult than I'd expected.  Logically, the valley in 
which I'd been found unconscious ought to be the 
right place, and it did contain a lake of about the 
right size - as far as I could remember (all my 
recollections of the terrain surrounding Myrddin-
ddu are frustratingly incomplete) - but in the warm 
September sunlight (summer was bowing out in 
conspicuously Indian fashion), this stretch of water 
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refused to look anything like black!  There is an area 
of level ground, near the head of this valley, large 
enough to have held the house, but when I stood on 
this looking around me nothing conveniently clicked 
in my memory.

There are other valleys in the district that appear as 
possible contenders - on the map, at least - and I'm 
prepared to explore them all if necessary, despite the 
scathing reservations of my rational faculties.  The 
trouble is that when it comes to evaluating my 
chances of finding the house, what little evidence 
there is suggests strongly that I'm on a hiding to 
nothing! According to the legends and stories about 
Myrddin-ddu it can only be found by someone not 
actively seeking it, and I had initially stumbled upon 
it while lost in the mist, a set of circumstances I 
cannot easily reproduce.  This must surely be the 
first time that fine weather and near perfect 
visibility have hampered the progress of a search!

What  keeps  me  going  -  apart  from  a  desperate 
longing to find Ginger – is a small glimmer of hope 
engendered  by  a  key event  from my recollections. 
Admittedly I had found Myrddin-ddu by chance, and 
Ginger had been invited there, but there was a third 
visitor who had played a small but critical part in 
the  terrible  events  in  that  house,  Ginger's  fiancé, 
Dick Smart.  He did not arrive there by chance or by 
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invitation; Dick had set out to find Myrddin-ddu and 
Dick had found it!
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BOOK 2

Satan in Silk Stockings
(Confessions of a Ghost Busting Gumshoe!)

A "Gothic" Erotic Thriller
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I
The phone warbled insistently,  like a kid worrying 
for a treat.  Ignoring it,  Dick Smart continued his 
morning exercise.  A small gasp of sound - something 
between a grunt  and  a  groan -  exploded  from his 
clenched jaws on each push-down, but it sure wasn't 
pain  those  noises  expressed;  over-the-top  pleasure 
was what he was proclaiming, as his rubber skinned 
ferret  made  repeated  forays  into  the  warm,  wet 
female  burrow.   His  current  work-out  partner  - 
squirming with reciprocal eagerness as her own big 
finale approached - was a busty blonde named Tracy, 
who was something in public relations (he was pretty 
certain  he  recalled  both  her  name  and  occupation 
correctly  through  the  mental  fog  of  alcohol  and 
cigarette  smoke  of  the  previous  evening).   In  her 
frenzy  her  scarlet  lacquered  fingernails  were  now 
intent on removing the skin from his shoulders. She 
sure was 'something' in private relations!

The phone's persistence was beginning to piss Dick 
off; he should have remembered to turn the damned 
thing  off,  but  had  been  concentrating  on  more 
demanding matters the previous evening.  Too late 
now!
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“Aren't - you - gonna - answer - that?” Tracy gasped 
rhythmically.  It must have been the conditioning of 
her job; never leave a phone unanswered.

“No!”  he  barked  between  grunt-groans. 
“Concentrate!”

He knew that if he let that damned phone interrupt 
his own concentration he was in danger of deflating. 
Fortunately it quitted before he was forced to, and 
he was able to firm up his resolve again by focusing 
on the sumptuous spread beneath him.  Tracy still 
wore  her  glossy nylons  and  minuscule  garter  belt, 
having slept in them in response to Dick's wheedling.

“They'll  help  get  me  up  in  the  morning!”  he  had 
quipped.  He'd been right!  Shortly after waking, he 
had made a dawn reconnaissance of her stockinged 
thighs  and  prize  winning  mammaries,  which  had 
quickly led to that morning's repeat performance.

Dick thought of himself as a considerate lover (and 
not only for taking his weight on his elbows!); he was 
prepared to invest a fair bit of effort into ensuring 
that his partners made it too.  Preferably before he 
did;  once he'd  shot  his load he didn't  like to  hang 
around dealing with unfinished business.  Tracy had 
proved a satisfyingly fast worker - literally as well as 
metaphorically - needing minimal hand starting and 
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only a short sprint to the finishing tape.  As she hit 
the  high  note  -  a  wail  that  would  have  shamed a 
police siren - Dick let the brake off his own urgency 
and filled his condom.

Rolling off his pneumatic bed companion, he relaxed, 
wallowing  in  sensual  contentment.   He  should,  he 
supposed when he thought about it, have felt at least 
a few tiny pangs of guilt about two-timing his fiancée 
- a lovely girl who would never deceive him (it was 
one of the reasons that he felt so comfortable with 
her) - but he couldn't raise even the slightest remorse 
over these insignificant  sexual lapses.  In his book 
they counted as nothing more than an extension of 
masturbation - a little light physical relief - though 
he  guessed  that  Ginger  might  view  them  rather 
differently.   Which  was  why  he  kept  quiet  about 
them.  That way, no-one got hurt!

Ginger (real name, Millicent; occupation, secretary; 
sexual  status,  virgin)  was,  by  most  people's 
standards, an unlikely partner for  Dick, but in his 
heart he knew that he loved, admired and respected 
her  more  than  anyone  else  he'd  ever  met  (except 
maybe  himself,  whom  he  loved,  admired  and 
respected  immensely).   It  was  a  tribute  to  her 
remarkable qualities that he accepted -  with just a 
degree  of  resignation  -  that  they  would  one  day 
marry; before Ginger he'd viewed marriage much as 
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a seasoned alcoholic views taking the pledge!  It also 
spoke volumes about her powers of persuasion that 
he was prepared to go along with her refusal to have 
sex  before  they were  married,  even if  it  was little 
more than lip service on his part!  She had managed 
to sell him a brand of partnership that he could live 
with, due in large part to her talent for practical and 
financial organisation; his clothes were washed and 
ironed when he needed them, he no longer ran out of 
household consumables and he ate gourmet cooking 
for considerably less than restaurant prices.

For Dick, though, the most amazing part was that 
she  knew  of  his  extensive  amorous  history  and  - 
unlike most women, in his experience - seemed not 
to  hold  it  against  him.   She  was  unaware  (Dick 
hoped!) that for him history was still in the making! 
He squared his conscience with an addict's promise 
to himself: he would cut down drastically - if not give 
up altogether - when he and Ginger finally tied the 
knot.  In the meantime he was making the most of 
being engaged, or had been, before she had decided 
to take herself off to the wilds of Wales.

Left  in  a  situation  that  seemed  to  offer  him  the 
drawbacks of both bachelorhood and being engaged, 
Dick  focussed  on  the  one  major  compensation  for 
Ginger's  absence;  the  latest  instalment  of  this 
compensation had heaved herself up onto the pillows 
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to  light  a  cigarette,  an  unhealthy  indulgence  that 
Ginger would  never have tolerated.   Dick was less 
censorious about women smoking (if  he designated 
his bedroom a smoke free zone it would be far less 
frequently  visited)  but  he did  support  his  fiancée's 
dislike  of  the  habit  in  one  respect;  girls  who 
abstained  always  tasted  better  when  kissed.   But 
even breath reminiscent of a stale ashtray failed to 
put him off  a girl  moulded like Tracy;  her breasts 
spilled  onto  the  duvet  like  two  large  white 
blancmanges, each decorated with a raspberry that 
had stained a surrounding circle deep pink.  He was 
contemplating taking another bite of her raspberries 
- and her cherry - when his mobile phone started up 
again.

“Piss off!” he muttered, but this time leant across to 
retrieve the instrument from his bedside table before 
Tracy felt compelled to do it for him.  “Dick Smart, 
Special Agent, speaking.”

Tracy sniggered; she had most likely never heard of 
the  nineteen-fifties  radio  series  that  Dick  was 
consciously aping (even he knew only  its  title  and 
instantly  recognisable  signature  tune).   The  caller 
hadn't  either,  judging  by  the uncertain  pause that 
followed.
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“Hello,  is anyone out there?” Dick enquired.   This 
time he received a reply, or - at least - a question in 
return.

“Are  -  are  -  are  you  Ginger's  -  I  m-mean M-Miss 
Harker's  -  f-fiancé?”   The  voice  was  male  and 
sounded, to Dick, not quite serious.

“Y-y-yes!” he quipped.  He wasn't being intentionally 
cruel; he simply considered that stammer too comic 
not to be put on.

“Sh-she's  in  W-Wales,  isn't  she?    W-working  for 
Jasper M-Marlow?”

“Th-that sounds like the dude,” Dick played along, 
convinced  that  one  of  his  mates  was  playing  a 
practical joke on him.

“You m-must listen.  She's in great d-danger!”

It was starting to sound to Dick like a wind-up to get 
him riding off to the rescue.  “Really?  What from, 
killer sheep?”

“I'm serious,” the voice complained, clearly annoyed. 
“M-Marlow means to kill her.”

The  reduction  in  stammer  lent  the  speaker  a 
conviction that had seemed lacking before and Dick 
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hesitated,  suddenly  unsure  of  himself.   “Who  are 
you?”

“It d-doesn't  m-matter,  you d-don't  know me,” the 
caller answered awkwardly, and Dick realised - with 
a small  burn of  shame -  that the stutter might be 
genuine, brought on by embarrassment.  “B-but you 
must act now if you're to s-save Ginger.”

Doubts  began  to  germinate  in  Dick's  fertile 
imagination.   “Why  should  her  boss  want  to  kill 
her?”

His  question  provoked  another  uncertain  pause. 
“He practices b-b-black magic and…”

Dick  guffawed.   “Nice  try!   You  almost  had  me 
convinced for a minute!  I don't know who put you 
up to this, but I'll find out, never fear.”

The voice from the earpiece exploded into indignant 
stuttering so pronounced that it tripped over itself 
and  sprawled  into  incomprehensibility.   Dick 
laughed  again  and  terminated  the  call.   As  he 
returned the small phone to the bedside table he was 
conscious  that  Tracy  was  watching  him  with 
undisguised curiosity.
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“None  of  your  business!”  he  told  her,  playfully 
squashing her nose with his forefinger.  “Let's have 
some coffee.”

He swung himself out of bed, slipped on his dressing 
gown,  picked  up  his  mobile  phone  (he  felt  more 
naked without that than without his trousers) and 
padded downstairs to the cramped kitchen of his tiny 
terraced  house.   It  had  once  been  a  workman's 
cottage,  but  was  now  a  desirable  yuppie  property, 
not  because of  any television series  makeover,  but 
simply because anything more palatial in that area of 
London required a director's salary to afford it!  As 
he prepared coffee and toast Dick quickly consulted 
his mental Filofax about the schedule for that day.

Sunday.  He had to be at the local rugby club by ten, 
which did not allow him too much time for breakfast, 
getting dressed and driving Tracy home (wherever 
that might be).  After the game, it would be off to the 
bar  with  the  rest  of  the  team,  followed  by  a  late 
Sunday lunch with two or three of his mates in the 
local.   The  remainder  of  the  day  was  free  for 
whatever  turned  up  (one  of  the  other  perks  of 
Ginger's absence), so long as he allowed an hour or 
two in the evening to get his things ready for work 
the next morning.
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His phone warbled again and he hoisted it from his 
dressing  gown  pocket.   “Dick  Smart's  Detective 
Agency; how may we help?”

“P-please l-listed to me, I'm s-serious.  G-Ginger is in 
g-great d-danger!”

“You  again?”  Dick  drawled.   “Okay,  I'll  pay  the 
ransom.  How much d'you want?”

“I w-want you to help me rescue her,” the other man 
said,  sounding  far less comic now.   “I  know y-you 
think this is a j-joke of some sort, but it isn't.  I d-
don't know who else to t-turn to.”

“How about the cops, if she's really in danger?” Dick 
suggested, not unreasonably.

“D-do you think they'd believe my st-story?  I was h-
hoping  you  would,  for  Ginger's  sake.”   The  caller 
sounded  near  desperation;  he  was  a  pretty  good 
actor, unless…

Dick wasn't ready to face that alternative, especially 
not  on  Sunday  morning  when  he  had  a  game  of 
rugby  looming  and  a  girl  upstairs  needing  to  be 
taken home; he retreated behind his spoof detective 
persona.  “Sorry, feller, I can't take your case at the 
moment.  Have a nice day!”
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He hoped that would be an end to the business, and 
it was, until later that afternoon, when it reared its 
ugly head in an altogether different and unexpected 
way.  He was enjoying lunch with his three regular 
mates, all members of the rugby team, who did much 
the same thing every Sunday; they called themselves 
-  inspired  by  their  similarly  solid  physiques  -  the 
Four  Muscleers.   Their  banter  played  kick-about 
with one of their favourite subjects, the content of 
one of Alistair's more extreme porno DVDs.

Alistair  was  the  odd  one  out,  a  trainee  corporate 
accountant  and  somewhat  more  refined  than  the 
other  three;  he  still  lived  at  home  where,  as  an 
indulged  only  child,  he  had a  wing  of  his  parents' 
suburban  mansion  to  himself.   Interestingly, 
Alistair's boyish gentility seemed to act as a sort of 
'social yeast' that lifted the group out of unleavened 
ordinariness.   He  also  managed  to  introduce  into 
their invariably sexually orientated conversations a 
noticeably kinky slant.  He wore a gold ring in one of 
his nipples and was openly into sadomasochism; it 
was rumoured  -  though not  admitted by  Alistair  - 
that he also  liked to  dress  in  women's  underwear. 
Not that he was gay, or anything like that; he was 
clearly as excited as the other three by the female sex 
('sex'  being the operative word  for  all  of  them!);  it 
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was just that in Alistair's case he was turned on by 
pictures of them wearing gas masks!

“Dick  ain't  seen  the  video  yet,”  Tom  commented. 
Tom - a self-employed electrician - had a mind that 
would  make  a  sewer  look  pure.   “This  enormous 
black  bitch  -  talk  about  melons  -  straps  this  poor 
bugger on some kind of bench and sits on his face 
while doing unmentionable things to his tackle.  You 
wanna see it, Dick!”

“No,  he  doesn't!”  Harry  disagreed.   Harry  wasn't 
really one of the lads any more; he was a married 
family man, though he still managed to participate in 
many of  their  escapades.  “The things she does to 
him will make your eyes water just watching them; 
put you off sex for a month!”

“Like Hell!”  Evidently Tom had not been put off. 
“What about when she deep throats him?  It  goes 
right in, all of it, right down to his balls!”

“Trick  photography,”  Harry  insisted;  he  could  be 
quite dogmatic at times.  “She couldn't do it for real; 
she'd choke.”

“No,  it's  genuine,”  Alistair  defended  his  DVD's 
credibility.  “A lot of the girls on the videos do it and 
it  can't  all  be  faked.   You can learn to  relax  your 
throat so that it can accommodate quite big objects. 
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It's  what  sword  swallowers  in  fairgrounds  used  to 
do.”

“I wish you could teach my girlfriends that trick!” 
Tom  remarked,  clearly  disappointed  that  real  life 
(his,  anyhow)  didn't  match  fantasy.   “You  really 
wanna see it, Dick.”

“Why don't you all come back to my place for tea,” 
Alistair offered.  “I'm sure Tom and Harry wouldn't 
object  to  watching  it  again,  whatever  Harry  says 
about it!  And you're a free agent now that Ginger's 
away, Dick.”

“Sure,” Dick agreed offhandedly.  Alistair's reference 
to  Ginger's  absence  had  reminded  him  of  that 
morning's strange phone calls.  “Say, have any of you 
lads set up some guy with a stutter to pester me on 
the phone?”

They all looked blank and shook their heads.

“What  sort  of  phone  calls?”  Alistair  enquired, 
looking as if he hoped they might be certain type of 
nuisance call.

“Not  that  sort!”  Dick  answered.   “This  guy  was 
making out that Ginger was in some kind of danger 
from her new boss.”



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 306

He gave his  three  mates  the full  low-down,  which 
Tom received with outright amusement.  “Some nut, 
if you ask me.”

Harry, however, was much more concerned; he was 
quite  fond  of  Ginger  in  a  fatherly  sort  of  fashion. 
“You're sure it wasn't genuine?”

“How can it be?” Dick queried.  “That stuff  about 
black magic?”

“It does happen,” Alistair stated with the authority 
of  his  superior  education;  he  had been to  a minor 
public school, which Dick reckoned to be a good place 
to pick up inside information on deviant practices! 
“There was a case in the Midlands last year.  The 
police busted a big old house for drugs and caught 
this group in the middle of a Satanic rite.  The whole 
room and everything in it had been painted black, 
and  above  the  altar  they'd  nailed  a  live  goat  to  a 
cross.  They were taking turns to bow down before it 
and suck its pizzle.”

“That's  really  sick,  man!”  Tom  exclaimed  with  a 
grimace.  “And I thought you were bad enough.”

“But  is  that  really  black  magic?”  Dick  asked, 
confused.  “I thought black magic was about calling 
up  the  devil  or  sacrificing  virgins.   I'm  damned 
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certain Ginger wouldn't get involved in anything like 
you just described!”

“If she has any say in it!” Alistair added darkly. “I 
don't  know about  the  supernatural  stuff,  but  I  do 
know that such groups can be extremely dangerous. 
If I thought my fiancée was in the hands of one I'd be 
shitting myself.”

“Leave it out, Al!  You're spooking me!”

“We don't know that Ginger is in the hands of one of 
these  groups.”   Harry  applied  a  dowse  of  cold 
common sense.  “When did you last hear from her, 
Dick?”

“Not  since  she  went  up  there,”  he  confessed 
sheepishly;  he  had  been  so  preoccupied  with 
exploiting the extra freedom that her departure had 
granted him that he had lost track of how much time 
had  passed.   Feeling  decidedly  uncomfortable,  he 
tried  to  excuse  himself.   “I  don't  have  a  phone 
number for where she is, or I'd have given her a bell, 
and her mobile's unavailable.  I've been waiting for 
her  to  get in  touch.   I  put  the delay down to her 
being busy, what with settling in and all that.  You 
know what it's like when you start a new job.”
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Harry wasn't satisfied.  “It's not like Ginger and you 
know it!  It must be a month since she went.  More, 
surely?”

In  fact,  it  had  been  very  nearly  six  weeks,  Dick 
realised with a low voltage shock.  He could think of 
nothing to say in his defence and simply nodded.

“He's  probably  been  too  busy  doing  things  for 
himself!”  Tom  interjected  with  a  knowing  smirk. 
Dick had not let on to his mates about the asexual 
status of his relationship with Ginger - it was not the 
sort of detail to impress them – and Tom interpreted 
the consequences of her absence in predictably basic 
terms.  He leered at Dick.  “I'm surprised you haven't 
got that Repetitive Strain Injury in your right hand!”

Harry glowered at Tom, clearly intent on taking a 
more  serious  view  of  the  matter.   “I  think  you'd 
better  do  something  about  this,  Dick,  pretty 
sharpish.  If you can't contact Ginger by phone, you 
need to get up there and find out what's going on.”

“Hang on a minute, Harry!” Tom retorted, ever the 
champion  of  personal  freedom  over  responsibility. 
“Don't come on heavy, Dick's not even married to the 
girl yet!  She's an independent chick, is Ginger; she 
may not appreciate him checking up on her.”
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Caught  in  their  crossfire,  Dick  endeavoured  to 
extricate himself.  “I still think it sounds like a set 
up.   It's  Halloween  on  Tuesday.   This  isn't  a 
Halloween 'trick or treat' prank, is it guys?”

“If  Ginger  hasn't  been in  touch for  over a month, 
there's something wrong,” Harry was adamant.

“If  this  is  anything  to  do  with  Satanists  or 
witchcraft, you'd be advised to act quickly,” Alistair 
reinforced  Harry's  warning.   “Halloween is  one  of 
their big nights, the sort of occasion when they just 
might try calling up the devil.  An orgy of depraved 
sexual practices is almost a cert.”

“P'rhaps we should all  go along,” Tom volunteered 
hopefully.

Dick was now well and truly alarmed, and although 
he would have liked a posse of the lads to back him 
up, knew that this was one of those 'man things' that 
had to done alone.  “Thanks for the offer,  but I'm 
going to have to leave you guys to your blue films 
and get this sorted.  I'll catch your sword swallowing 
bitch another time, Al.”

“Take care, Dick,” Harry urged.  “If you need any 
help at all, just yell.”
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“Don't  forget  to  take  some  pictures!”  Tom  called 
after him.

Dick crossed the car park in a turmoil of conflicting 
emotions.   He  would  never  forgive  himself  if 
something nasty happened to Ginger when he might 
have prevented it by acting sooner.  Yet - at the same 
time - he could not rid himself of the suspicion that 
he was the butt of a practical joke.  Could he afford 
to  ignore  his  mysterious  stuttering  informant, 
though?  Like the detective he sometimes pretended 
to be, he knew that he just had to follow up this lead.

He unlocked his car, not with a natty little electronic 
gadget  but  with  an  old  fashioned  key;  his  jalopy 
couldn't even boast central locking.  Old enough to 
classify  as  a  banger,  its  redeeming feature  was  its 
pedigree.  A low slung sports coupé in slightly faded 
British  Racing  Green,  it  boasted  wire  wheels  and 
quick  release hub caps;  it  was a marque  that -  in 
common with good  wine  -  gained  rather  than lost 
from a little ageing.  And, like an elderly screen heart 
throb or pop idol, it could still pull the birds!

The  engine  started with  a  throaty  snarl  and  Dick 
connected it to the wheels.  The pub that the four 
Muscleers  patronised  for  Sunday  lunch  was, 
theoretically,  within  walking  distance  of  all  their 
homes, but Dick preferred to use his car.  So he kept 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 311

his  drinking  moderate,  reckoning  that he  stood at 
least  an  outside  chance  of  being  legal  if  unlucky 
enough to be stopped and tested on the drive home. 
He managed to evade the law that afternoon, as he 
always seemed to do; Harry considered his attitude 
irresponsible  and  foolhardy,  while  his  other  two 
mates envied his neck, and his luck.

He  unlocked  his  front  door  and  stepped  into  his 
cramped  lounge  (the  estate  agent  had  called  it 
'compact')  half  expecting  -  in  best  detective  story 
fashion - to find the stammering stranger waiting for 
him (hopefully not with a knife in his back!).  But the 
tiny room was deserted.  Dick wondered whether his 
informant would ring again; if  he did he might be 
able to fill Dick in on a few more details.

But Dick couldn't sit around waiting for a phone call 
that might never come, so he settled down with a 
cheese sandwich, a packet of Tortilla chips and a can 
of larger - the best that his larder could provide for 
tea (one downside of Ginger's absence) - to make an 
inventory  of  essential  equipment  for  his  rescue 
mission.   This was 'Dick Smart,  Special  Agent'  for 
real!

The  heading,  'Overnight  bag',  covered  most  of  the 
necessary  stuff,  but  he  would  require  a  few  extra 
items.  First and foremost he needed to dig out the 
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address that Ginger had left for him; he had put it 
away somewhere safe, but couldn't remember where 
exactly.  A little domestic sleuthing soon solved that 
mystery, and unearthed the folded A4 sheet bearing 
the neatly typed address:

Myrddin-ddu,
near Harlech,
Gwynedd,
North Wales

It  sounded pretty remote, but that may have been 
due to the unfamiliar Welsh spelling, which made it 
look  foreign.   But  it  couldn't  be  that  isolated;  it 
wasn't Outer Mongolia, or even the Outer Hebrides! 
Wales was virtually an extension of England, wasn't 
it?  A place where they spoke with a funny accent, 
and all  the men sang in choirs and played a lot of 
rugby (their one redeeming feature in Dick's book!), 
but still a part of dear old UK.

What bothered him most about that address was the 
word, near.  In town that usually meant somewhere 
within the the next couple of blocks, but out in the 
sticks  it  could  mean anything  up  to  twenty miles! 
The Handy Road Atlas of Great Britain that he kept 
in his car should get him to Harlech all right, but he 
would need a more detailed map or directions to take 
him any  further.   He  added  an  Ordnance  Survey 
map of the area to his list under 'Things to buy'.  If 
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he  couldn't  obtain  one,  he  would  have  to  rely  on 
getting to the Welsh town and asking for directions. 
The locals would know, wouldn't they?

Next on Dick's list was a good torch; street lighting 
in rural districts was often non-existent.  He did own 
a pocket torch - with a serviceable beam for its size - 
but the batteries in it had run out long ago.  Add 
batteries to the shopping list.  He felt that he ought 
to  take some sort  of  weapon.   A Walther  PKK or 
snub nosed Derringer would have been ideal, but the 
nearest thing to an offensive weapon that he might 
actually be able to lay his hands on was the Swiss 
Army knife he had been given as a boy.

Hold on a minute!  He kicked himself mentally; he 
was in the wrong genre.  This wasn't film noir, it was 
Hammer Horror!  What this called for wasn't a gun 
or knife  but garlic,  holy water and a hammer and 
stake!  Dick had always been a mite sceptical about 
the efficacy of garlic - it seemed a little too much like 
fighting evil with an onion - but he knew that holy 
water  was  the  real  McCoy.   Unfortunately,  he  no 
more kept holy water lying around the place than he 
did  illegal  firearms!   He  could  remembered,  as  a 
child, peering into the window of a funny little shop 
next to the local Roman Catholic church, which had 
sold  plastic  Madonnas  and  all  manner  of  religious 
paraphernalia; did such shops sell holy water by the 
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bottle?  Somehow he doubted it, and he had no idea 
where  to  find  one.   In  Yellow  Pages under  'Holy 
Fixtures  &  Fittings'?   The  best  substitute  that  he 
could muster was his school prize Bible, though as 
insurance  he  decided  he'd  also  purchase  a  crucifix 
from a fashion accessory store.

Of  course,  the  most  effective  weapon  that  he 
possessed  lay  within  easy reach of  right  hand:  his 
mobile phone.  With that he could call in the cavalry 
whenever  they  were  needed,  but  his  Swiss  knife 
might prove useful, too.  He was less certain when he 
finally found it; it seemed to boast far fewer gadgets 
than he remembered.

The following morning Dick cleared the mission with 
his  chief  (in  other  words,  he  obtained  the  Branch 
Manager's permission to take the next two days off 
work).   During  his  lunch  break  he  procured  the 
necessary shopping, other than the detailed map he 
wanted; none of the bookshops he visited had one in 
stock  (Corfu  or  the  Canary  Islands,  yes;  North 
Wales,  Sorry!).   Impulsively,  he  added  a  small 
disposable  camera to  his  inventory.   He was quite 
pleased with himself about that; might prove useful 
for recording evidence.  He was beginning to think 
like a real private detective!
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After work, he filled the car with gas, took home a 
quick take-away meal (he was slipping back into his 
old habits) and packed his overnight bag ready for an 
early start in the morning.

Tuesday dawned bright and dry, which suited Dick 
fine;  he  hated  long  distance  driving  in  the  rain. 
There was a distinctly Autumnal chill in the air, and 
an atmospheric smokiness that set the scene nicely 
for his adventure.  The first leg of his journey was 
straightforward, apart from escaping the tourniquet 
of  the  M25;  the  other  motorways  were  not 
uncomfortably crowded at that time of year.  It was 
when he ran out of motorway just past Telford that 
finding  his  way  began  to  take  on,  for  Dick, 
something of the challenge of trail blazing.

Mind  you,  he  had  no  difficulty  finding  a  pub  for 
lunch,  and  while  he  downed his  cottage pie,  chips 
and beer, he used his  Handy Atlas to plan the next 
stage of his expedition into the unexplored wilds of 
Wales (unexplored by Dick, anyway!).  It was shortly 
after  he  had  set  off  again  that  he  ran  into  the 
phantom hitch-hiker.

He  had  often  heard  accounts  of  this  particular 
spectre, usually during candlelit spook parties, where 
such tales were told primarily to scare the girls into 
the  protective  clutches  of  the  story-telling  males. 
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The scenario was familiar to Dick.  A lone driver - 
always someone known personally by the friend of a 
friend  of  the  teller  -  picks  up  a  glamorous  young 
hitch-hiker and takes her as far as a particular spot, 
where she promptly vanishes; subsequent enquiries 
reveal  that  the  described  beauty  had  been  killed 
some years before at that very spot!  Dick was not, 
however, expecting to meet that apparition in broad 
daylight, so his guard was down when he spotted a 
plump young woman in tight jeans and an anorak, 
angling with her thumb.

He stopped the car and she ran up to it, peering in 
through the open passenger window.  “Where're you 
heading?”

“Wales,” he told her.  Closer inspection of her face 
did  not  inspire  him;  she  was  wearing  too  much 
make-up - which failed to disguise the plainness of 
her features -  and her bleached,  frizzy hair  looked 
like nothing so much as a sisal string wig!

“Land o'my fathers!” she proclaimed.  “It's quite a 
big place; you couldn't be a tad more specific?”

“I'm going to Harlech,” he told her.  “Where d'you 
want t'get to?”
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“Where you're going,” she replied, opening the door 
and sidling into the passenger seat without waiting 
for an invitation.  

Dick had noticed her slight sing-song accent.  “You're 
Welsh, then?”

The girl hoisted her battered rucksack onto the rear 
seat.  “No, Red Indian Jew.  I just like to pretend I'm 
Welsh!”

Dick  ginned  at  her,  liking  her  wacky  sense  of 
humour.  “What's your name?”

“Sian.  What's yours?”

“Dick.   Dick  Smart.”   He  eyed his  new passenger 
with interest as she settled down into the low seat. 
She might be nothing much in the beauty stakes, but 
her  tight  jeans  hugged  excitingly  rounded  thighs; 
had she been wearing a short skirt Dick would have 
had a cracking view (the lowness of  his car's seats 
had been one of its selling features for him)!  Sian 
unzipped her  anorak to  reveal a jumper as tightly 
fitting  as  her  jeans,  over  equally  arousing 
topography.

“D'you want a hand with your seat belt?” he offered, 
hoping  for  an  excuse  to  grope  her  inviting 
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prominences.  “The belts in these old cars can be a 
bit tricky.”

“Like  their  drivers!”  she retorted,  but  didn't  seem 
offended.  “I can manage.”

She buckled up and Dick set the car in motion again.

“D'you live up to your name?” Sian asked.  “Do you 
have a smart dick?”

He threw her a startled glance.  She stretched back 
in the seat in a manner that maximised her cup size, 
and Dick's gaze was hijacked by her jutting nipples. 
Maybe  she  was  just  feeling  cold,  he  cautioned 
himself, but decided to try his luck anyway.  “You've 
heard  about  those  smart  missiles  that  always  find 
their way to the target?  I've got one of those!”

She  half  lowered  her  over-painted  eyelids  and 
smouldered at him from beneath them.  “I might put 
it t'the test, a bit later!”

Dicks missile defence system went to first stage alert 
at that possibility and he struggled to concentrate on 
the road.  It occurred to him then – a little belatedly - 
that  he  might  also  be  able  to  capitalise  on  his 
passenger's local knowledge.

“D'you live in Harlech?” he quizzed her.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 319

“No.  Why?”

“I  thought you might be  able  to  give me the low-
down on the place.  I'm going there on a case.  I'm a 
private detective.”

“Really?   Like  on  TV?”   She  sounded  impressed. 
“D'you carry a gun?”

“Not allowed these days,” he pronounced with mock 
authority.   “Most of  it's  routine surveillance work; 
pretty  boring  stuff.   What  d'you  know  about  the 
place?”

“Famous for its men,” Sian replied.  “As in the song. 
Y'must know it?”

Dick's  knowledge of  music  did  not  extend that far 
back.  “Who recorded it?”

She ignored his display of ignorance.  “It's got a big 
castle.  Can't tell  you much more than that;  never 
been there.”

“Where do you come from, then?”

She expelled  a  mouthful  of  Welsh that might well 
have been the name of  a place,  but  might equally 
have been a rude instruction to him.

“Where's that?”
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“You'll have t'go by Dolgellau,” she predicted.  “I'll 
bail out there.  Now, I need a bit o'kip.   Late night 
last night.  Wake me up when we get to Wales.  I 
know a secluded little spot where we can get off the 
road;  then we'll  see if  you really are  a smart  dick 
with a smart dick!”

She  shut  her  eyes,  dismissing  him.   Her  closing 
words had upped his alert condition; he could hardly 
believe his luck!

“Does  your  radio  work?”  Sian  broke  into  his 
thoughts, opening just one eye.

“Sure!”  He reached across and flicked it on, filling 
the  small  car  with  a  strong,  raucous  beat. 
Dissatisfied, Sian reached across and pumped up the 
volume - to an ear hammering blast - before settling 
back sleep.  How she could sleep with that level of 
noise was beyond Dick.  He tended to use the radio 
when he wanted to stay awake; at its present volume 
it would serve that purpose for the drivers of the car 
in front and the car behind!

Thus - in keeping with many an Englishman before 
him – Dick crossed the border into the principality 
loudly proclaimed his arrival; he might almost have 
been a  Marcher  lord  or  one  of  Edward  the First's 
ruthless  henchmen  (Richard  the  Lyin'  Heart, 
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perhaps?).  When mountains began to loom ahead, he 
turned to the sleeping girl  -  whose own miniature 
Welsh mountains rose and fell rhythmically beneath 
the snug knitwear - and nudged her awake.  “We're 
there, sweetheart.”

She  yawned  and  stretched,  causing  major  tectonic 
movements under her jumper.  “Where?”

“Land of your fathers!  Where's this secluded spot?”

“Got  a  map,”  she  asked.   He  rummaged  one-
handedly  in  the  door  pocket  and  handed  her  his 
compact atlas,  which she viewed scornfully.   “This 
the best you got?”

“It  got  us  here  okay!”  he  retorted,  stung  by  her 
condescension.  She ignored him and consulted the 
demeaned book, getting from it the information she 
wanted  with  far  less  page  turning  and  tracing  of 
roads  with  her  finger  than  Dick  generally  found 
necessary.

“There's a 'B' road off to the right a few miles further 
on,”  she instructed  him.   “Turn  off  there.   Then, 
after a couple o'miles, there's another little road off 
to  the  left  that'll  take  us  where  we  want  to  go. 
Okay?”
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“Whatever you say, you're the navigator!” he replied, 
slightly miffed by the apparent ease with which she 
had read the map.  Girls weren't supposed to be able 
to read maps!

“What d'you do for a living?” he asked; maybe she 
was  an  airline  pilot  or  an  orienteering  instructor 
with the army.

“Me?  A student, at Warwick; social sciences.  Why?”

“Just  wondered.”   Her  answer  had  reassured  him 
that she was no threat to his ego.

A  few  miles  further  on,  the  junction  put  in  an 
appearance, exactly as Sian had said it would; Dick 
swung his  sports  car  onto the new heading.   This 
road was narrower and more twisting than the 'A' 
road,  and  began  to  climb  a  wide,  rugged 
mountainside.  When they reached the next junction 
the  girl  directed  Dick  onto  an  even  narrower  and 
more convoluted road, ascending a wild, rocky valley 
before  running  into  a  dark  pine  forest,  the  trees 
marching  off  to  either  side  in  orderly  rows  that 
revealed its man-made origins.

“There's a car park just up ahead,” Sian predicted. 
“It's signposted.”
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It was indeed, a prominent tourist sign announcing 
the car park and adjoining picnic area.

“Signposted  a  bit  too  much,  isn't  it?”  Dick 
complained as he manoeuvred his car onto the rutted 
track between the trees.  “It's rather public.”

Sian laughed.  “There won't be no-one much up here 
this time of year; the tourist season's well over.”

She was right, the car park was deserted.  “If you're 
worried, go right down the far end; there's another, 
smaller car park hidden behind them trees.”

She'd been right every time so far, so he followed her 
instructions and found the small overspill car park, 
where he was able to reverse into a secluded corner 
beneath the trees with a view of the entrance.  In the 
seemingly  unlikely  event  of  someone  else  visiting 
that remote spot (Dick could think of only a handful 
of  reasons  for  anyone  doing  so,  most  of  them 
dubious) the intruder would be visible as soon as he - 
or she (or both!) - came in.  Switching off the engine, 
Dick undid his seat belt and leaned across to release 
Sian  from  hers;  moments  later  he  was  exploring 
inside  her  wide  open  mouth  with  his  tongue  and 
inside her jumper with eager hands.

She arched her back to assist him as he fumbled with 
her bra fastenings and freed her firm young breasts. 
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Taking  a  break  from  kissing  her,  he  lifted  the 
knitted veil to feast his eyes on her substantial assets 
before  bending  to feast on them hungrily with his 
mouth,  sucking  and  biting  the  prominent  nipples. 
But when his fingers crawled down to the zip of her 
jeans,  she  pushed  him  away.   “Sorry,  you  can't; 
wrong time of the month.”

“What?”  Dick recoiled from her as if she had slapped 
his face.  What was the bitch playing at?

“Y'needn't look like that,” she said calmly.  “I didn't 
say you can't have nothing, did I?  I've been told I 
give a pretty mean blow job.”

The impact of her words kicked Dick's missile system 
into high alert.  Woweee!  He quickly recovered his 
cool  and  reclined  back  in  his  seat  in  a  posture  of 
expectant surrender; if she wanted to pay for her lift 
that way, who was he to complain!

Sian,  however,  demanded  a  bigger  down payment. 
“Play  with  my  tits  some  more;  it  gets  me  in  the 
mood.”

“Sure!”  He considered the price reasonable, and he 
very much wanted her in the mood.  Besides, no way 
was suckling her appetising mammaries going to cool 
his  ardour!   As  he  attached  himself  again  like  a 
greedy  infant,  Sian  reached  across  to  explore  the 
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indisputably grown-up phenomenon in his trousers. 
“Feels like your missile's ready for launching.”

She initiated the countdown by undoing his belt and 
zip;  moments later her probing fingers were inside 
his  pants,  checking  out  his  fully  fuelled  projectile. 
Goaded  beyond  forbearance,  Gavin  sat  back 
impatiently and pushed his trousers and pants down 
his  thighs.   His  ICBM rose  from its  silo  in  all  its 
pulsing glory.

“Impressive,” she flattered him.  “I'm gonna have a 
job getting my mouth round that!”

Reaching into the back of the car, she took a sterile 
wipe from a pocket of her rucksack and tore open the 
foil sachet.  Its slight astringency stung his sensitive 
skin, but heightened his readiness.  She briefly wiped 
his swollen warhead before lowering her head to arm 
it with her tongue.  An electric pre-launch tension 
gripped his body, swiftly driving him to a pitch of full 
combat  readiness;  when  her  wet  mouth 
accommodated his nuke, his boosters fired, powering 
up for take-off.

The launch sequence was well  advanced when her 
head suddenly plunged.  Unable to see past the sisal 
perm  exactly  how  far  down  she  went,  he  was 
prepared to bet that she was giving Alistair's sword 
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swallower a good run for her money!  Dick's fingers 
clawed the edge of his seat and he urged her on with 
hoarse obscenities as his countdown went into single 
figures.  Sian's hand enclosed and massaged his balls; 
in a blinding rush of sensation Dick let go.  We have 
lift-off!

His  consciousness  went up  through the sun roof  - 
even thought it was closed - heading for space.  He 
was  vaguely  aware  that  someone  down  below was 
bellowing in a voice very like his.

When his wits eventually parachuted back to earth, 
he found Sian sitting up, wiping her mouth with a 
tissue.   Producing  a  lipstick  from somewhere,  she 
commandeered the driving mirror so that she could 
redecorate.  As he watched her, it gradually dawned 
upon Dick that there had been no spluttering and 
leaking of spent payload all  over him, nor had she 
leaned from the car to unload her intake.  He stared 
at her with increasing respect.  “You swallowed it!”

“Had  to  do  something  with  it,”  she  answered 
offhandedly as she put her lipstick away.  “I'm ready 
to move when you are.”

Dick was far from ready to resume normal service; 
his discharged weapon had not even fully deflated. 
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He hauled his pants and trousers back up but did not 
bother to zip his fly.  “I need a slash.”

Climbing from the car he stumbled -  still  not fully 
back in control - into the trees to find a suitable spot 
to relieve himself.  When he returned to the car he 
flopped back into the driving seat and turned to his 
passenger….

She had vanished!

Dick stared, frozen with disbelief.  Then he looked all 
round him in bewilderment; there was no sign of her 
anywhere and her rucksack had gone from the back 
seat.  Scrambling back out of the car, he peered into 
the  surrounding  woods  in  case  she  had  done  the 
same as he had,  but could see no sign of  her.   He 
called her name loudly a few times, but received no 
reply.  She had disappeared as completely as if she 
had never existed.

The hairs on the back of his neck bristled; perhaps 
she had never really been there at all!  Had he been 
entertaining a ghost?  Had she brought him to this 
place because this was where she had died?  Raped 
and  murdered,  maybe?   He  glanced  around  him 
nervously, half expecting her decomposing spectre to 
launch  itself  at  him  from  the  trees,  intent  on 
wreaking vengeance on any man who dared to use 
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women as sexual  snacks.   He'd  been  watching  too 
many late night zombie movies!

Get  a  grip  on  yourself,  Dick.   That  broad  was  no 
ghost!

Dick  was  inclined  to  agree  with  his  trench-coated 
alter-ego as common sense gradually reasserted itself 
(even Dick found it impossible to live in his fantasy 
world all the time!).  If Sian had been a spectre she 
had been an extremely material one; her breasts had 
been humanly warm and substantial - he could still 
taste them - and her mouth had been very physical 
indeed!  And why would the ghost of a murdered girl 
want to give him sexual pleasure?  There must be a 
rational explanation.

He found it when he climbed back into his car.  He 
picked up his crumpled jacket from the rear seat to 
refold  it  neatly,  and  saw  that  his  wallet  had 
apparently fallen from the inner pocket onto the car 
floor.   Retrieving it, he quickly discovered that his 
'phantom' hitch-hiker had spirited away all the cash 
from  it,  and  further  investigation  revealed  more 
evidence that she had been very much of this world. 
Most supernatural creatures fear and loath the sign 
of the cross, but his sexy sprite had evidently taken a 
liking the small crucifix  in his other jacket pocket. 
He had been well and truly caught!
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He was furious, and not only because of the money 
(he  had  not  been  carrying  that  much,  and  would 
probably have had to fork out even more in London 
for  a  blow  job  of  that  quality!);  he  was  smarting 
because  he'd  been  outsmarted.   By  a  woman,  too! 
However,  his  anger  was  attenuated  by  relief  and 
even a hint of admiration.  She had taken none of his 
'plastic' - nothing traceable at all - so there was no 
point in going to the cops.  She was clearly a 'pro', in 
more than one meaning of the word!

Concluding  -  in  true  downbeat  detective  fashion  - 
that there was little to be gained by hanging around 
the scene of the crime, he restarted his car and made 
his way back to the main road, where he picked up 
his original route.  When - a while later - he bypassed 
Dolgellau he could not help wondering again about 
his  vanishing  hitch-hiker   Had  she  really  been 
heading  for  Dolgellau?   He  suspected  not;  her 
knowledge  of  the area around the car  park  where 
they had dallied had been a little too good, and he 
guessed  that  her  map  reading  demonstration  had 
been  play  acting.   He  now  doubted  just  about 
everything  she'd  told  him;  had  she  left  him  any 
money he'd  have put  it  on her  being a  student at 
Warwick University as about the same odds as his 
being a private eye!
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The afternoon was well advanced by the time Dick 
rolled into Harlech; smoky dusk enveloped the small 
town  as  he  pulled  into  the  castle  car  park.   The 
looming medieval fortress, silhouetted against a gory 
splash of crimson sunset, resembled the set for a film 
about  King  Arthur  and  his  knights.   Dick  half 
expected to see the cloaked figure of Merlin, high on 
one of the towers, challenging the spirits of darkness. 
Less dramatically, the hotel opposite looked a good 
place to seek directions, so Dick crossed the car park 
and went inside.

A few minutes  later  he  came out  again,  none  the 
wiser.  Neither the receptionist, the barman, nor any 
of  the other staff  had heard of  Myrddin-ddu,  even 
when  he  showed  them the  typed  address.   They'd 
helpfully suggested that he try the local shops before 
they closed, which he did.  But again he received a 
negative response.  This time, though, he thought he 
detected a certain evasiveness in their answers, as if 
there  were  a conspiracy of  silence  about Myrddin-
ddu.  He was standing outside the last shop that he'd 
tried, pondering on what to do next, when a weather-
beaten  old  man,  who  had  followed  him  from  the 
shop, addressed him in Welsh.

“Pardon?”   Dick  turned  to  the  old  fellow,  who 
regarded him with a wild gaze and repeated his sing-
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song  gabble,  gesticulating  with  his  hand  and  his 
stick.  “Don't understand a word, mate!”

With  some  apparent  difficulty,  the  ancient  native 
switched  to  English.   “It  is  Myrddin-ddu  you're 
wanting?”

“I  think  so,”  Dick  confirmed,  hesitating  over  the 
Welshman's pronunciation.  “D'you know it?”

The  old  man  suddenly  hawked  and  spat,  the 
unpleasant projectile narrowly missing Dick.  “Why 
is it you are wanting to go to that place?”

His obvious vehemence sent a shiver up Dick's spine. 
“I'm looking for my girlfriend, my fiancée  She works 
at this  Muddling-do  place.   I  think she may be in 
danger.”

The old man muttered in Welsh again.  “She may, 
yes, she may!”

“Do you know the way there?” Dick asked urgently.

The Welshman raised his arms and stick - alarmingly 
like Dick's earlier vision of Merlin on the battlements 
- and pronounced what sounded suspiciously like a 
curse.  “Go south, out of  the town.  Turn...  Turn 
towards the mountains.”
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'Turn towards the mountains' was little help to Dick; 
in  that  part  of  the  world  there  seemed  to  be 
mountains in every direction.  He guessed, however, 
from  the  old  man's  hand  motions  that  he  was 
indicating a left turn.

“Turn off to the left, just out of the town?  Right?”

“No!   Towards  the  mountains,"  his  informant 
insisted.  “Take the road left!”

“That's what I said,” Dick complained.  “Turn left?”

“That is where you will find Myrddin-ddu, if it is to 
be found,” the old man signed off ominously, turning 
to hobble away.  Dick was left with an uncomfortable 
sense  of  déjà  vu.  Not  that  he  had  ever  been  to 
Harlech or met that old man previously, but he had 
witnessed their exchange many times before, in old 
horror films!

The  Welshman's  directions  were  vague,  to  say the 
least,  but  without  better  -  or  the  likelihood  of 
obtaining  any  -  Dick  returned  to  his  car.   It  was 
getting dark as he left the little town and he had to 
keep  alert  for  the  turning  that  he  had  been  told 
would take him to Myrddin-ddu.  The first couple of 
side  roads  were  obvious  false  trails  -  cul-de-sacs 
serving only local housing estates - but after a few 
miles  he reached  a  proper  junctions,  though there 
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was  no  mention  of  Myrddin-ddu  on  the  signpost 
(why did that not surprise him?).  He had no way of 
being certain that this was the road that the old man 
had  told  him  to  take,  rather  than  any  other  one 
between Harlech and South Wales, but he really had 
no option but to try it.

It proved to be a narrow twisting road, similar to the 
one that had led to the deserted woodland car park 
that afternoon (should  he view that as an omen?). 
This one ran through a small hamlet - where Dick 
stopped to search for his destination, in vain - and 
then passed a number of  increasingly remote farm 
houses;  he  halted  to  check  out  each  one  and 
encountered various unpronounceable Welsh names, 
but  not  Myrddin-ddu.   Finally,  the  asphalt  road 
petered  out  and  the  way  ahead  divided  into  two 
rough  tracks  that  apparently  served  only  the 
adjoining fields and the sheep infested slopes beyond. 
His  doubts  about  the  old  man's  directions  had,  it 
seemed,  been  confirmed,  leaving  Dick  up  the 
proverbial  creek  without  a  paddle  (or  -  more 
accurately - up a deserted dark valley with nowhere 
to stay)!  All that he could think to do was return to 
Harlech and book into the hotel for the night.  Why 
did that idea seem suddenly attractive?

Pulling a little past the junction,  he reversed back 
into the other fork to turn the car, but as he did so 
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the headlights swept the dry stone wall opposite and 
lit up an ageing sign, shaped to point up the track, 
lettered in antique Gothic script:

Myrddin-ddu.

Dick braked and stared; just when he had been about 
to abandon the hunt, the next clue had turned up. 
Doubtful  though it  seemed that  such a  wild  track 
could lead anywhere civilised, he really had no choice 
now but to keep going.

He  started  up  the  signed  track,  driving  with 
considerable caution; the uneven ruts could ruin his 
suspension and a protruding rock could easily crack 
his low-slung sump.  The last thing he wanted was to 
be stranded with a breakdown at night in a country 
lane  miles  from  the  nearest  anything.   The  trail 
climbed through a small wood of twisted trees - quite 
unlike the pine soldiers in that afternoon's forest - 
but  then  apparently  terminated  in  a  narrow  rock 
walled gully.  Dick halted the car and swore; he was 
being led a dance.  It would be far more difficult for 
him to turn the car here, and no way was he going to 
attempt to reverse through the dark all the way back 
to the junction!

He nosed forward to the end of the gully, where it 
seemed a little wider, and where he might be able to 
manage something like a seven-point turn.  When he 
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reached the end, he was amazed to discover that the 
track  turned  ninety  degrees  to  continue  up  an 
extremely steep and narrow cutting through the cliff 
wall.  Was he supposed to go up there?

He was not at all happy about that idea, but could 
not  creditably  give up  at that  stage.   Dick  Smart, 
Special Agent, was not to be put off by a bit of rally-
cross driving.  Putting his trusty machine into first 
gear, he advanced up the slope, the straining growl of 
the engine echoing loudly off the jagged walls.  These 
seemed to crowd in on him; if he did not take great 
care he would leave a trail of British Racing Green 
on  those  vicious  Welsh  rocks.   Eventually  he 
emerged, unscathed, onto another rutted woodland 
track.

How much further, he wondered as he continued his 
cautious way forward; he felt that he must be getting 
somewhere near to the summit (he really had no idea 
how high Welsh mountains could be).  Suddenly, the 
way ahead disappeared into formless blackness and 
he  stood  on  the  brake.   He  spotted  the  flickering 
reflections of small ripples and realised that he had 
been about to drive off the edge into a large dollop of 
water, probably a lake or reservoir.  Jesus!  This was 
no picnic!  Peering into the surrounding darkness he 
could just make out the track, veering away sharply 
to his left along the shore of this black water.
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Come on, Dick!  You can't back out now.  

“It's  all  right  for  you,  you're  not  driving!”  Dick 
chided his alter-ego.  Putting the car into gear again, 
he cautiously navigated the uneven track.  It was a 
pretty hair-raising drive, but eventually the narrow 
way  opened  out  into  a  broad  forecourt  and  the 
headlamps lit up the front of a large Victorian house. 
Dick knew then that he had reached his destination.

He stopped, switched off the engine - though leaving 
the headlights on -  and climbed out.  Dramatically 
lit,  the  Gothic  stone façade  of  what  could  only  be 
Myrddin-ddu looked to Dick like nothing so much as 
a Dracula film set.  While he stood there, trying to 
digest the fact that his fiancée was somewhere inside 
that Addams Family mansion, his sense of unreality 
increased when the brilliant  disc  of  the full  moon 
broke from behind the screen of dark cloud to flood 
the scene with creepy cold radiance.  The gaunt old 
house looked even more sinister in that eerie light, 
and ghostly swirls of mist coiled above the black lake, 
but Dick almost laughed; it was too contrived to be 
believable!   He half  expected to see a tall,  cloaked 
figure slip from the shadows to bare a pair of pointed 
fangs at him.

As if on cue, a dog - somewhere distant in the valley 
below  -  chose  that  moment  to  howl  in  best 
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Baskerville  hound  fashion,  the  sound  echoing 
forlornly  off  the  looming  mountains.   Welcome  to 
Transylvania!

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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II
Dick stood gazing up at the lighted window; it stood 
slightly open and appeared to offer a way in to the 
otherwise dark and seemingly deserted mausoleum 
that was Myrddin-ddu.  If only he could reach it.  His 
first  attempt  to  gain entrance  to  had  been  by  the 
more conventional route of the front door; its nail-
studded, mock medieval massiveness and the sinister 
tolling of  the bell  -  operated by an enormous iron 
pull chain - had suggested to Dick that it might be 
opened  by  Lurch  or  some  other  monstrous 
manservant.  But Lurch had been given the evening 
off; three pulls on that great chain had failed to raise 
any sort of response.

Denied the usual access, Dick had reconnoitred the 
building for another way in.  The two doors at the 
back of the house were both locked or bolted, and no 
amount of knocking on them produced an answer; 
all the ground floor windows were dark and securely 
shut.  The place might have been unoccupied but for 
that single lighted first floor window.  How to reach 
it, though?  The usual fictional methods of getting to 
high windows wouldn't work here; there was no ivy 
growing conveniently up the wall and the drainpipes 
were at each end of the building, nowhere near the 
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window.  If he were to get in that way, he needed to 
find some other means of getting up there.

His attention turned to the outbuildings, the nearest 
of which had clearly once been stables.  He assumed 
his best sleuthing  modus operandi and struck lucky 
straight  away,  finding  a  ladder  hanging  on  pegs 
along one wall.  About to lift it down, he hesitated, 
though not from fear of getting caught, and even less 
from any moral scruple (if Ginger was in danger he 
would steal the last cent from a dear old lady!) but 
because it seemed too obvious.  It reminded him of a 
type of computer game he occasionally played.

Puzzle:  the only way into the old dark house is by a 
window too high to reach.
Solution:  search surroundings and find ladder, then 
use ladder to climb up to window.

He hesitated only a moment, though; he needed to 
get into that house to look for Ginger.  Lifting the 
ladder  down,  he  hauled  it  across  the  yard  and 
propped  it  up  against  the  wall  below  the  open 
window.   It  reached  as  if  made  for  the  job. 
Suppressing his doubts, he started climbing, feeling 
more  than  a  little  nervous;  this  was  Dick  Smart, 
Special Agent, with a vengeance!
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At the top he peered cautiously over the window sill; 
the  last  thing  he  wanted  was  to  blunder  into  an 
occupied  room.   The  room  looked  reassuringly 
empty,  so  he  eased  the  window  wide  open  and 
scrambled up onto the sill, pausing only to confirm 
that  the  room  really  was  deserted  before  jumping 
down into it.

He looked about him.  He was in a bedroom, its décor 
and furniture in keeping with the general impression 
of the house: dark wood, crimson and gilt wallpaper, 
heavy velvet drapes and a huge brass bedstead.  The 
light -  far  from brilliant  -  spilled from a single oil 
lamp standing on a table by the bed, heavily shaded 
with a large red, tasselled shade.  About to explore, 
Dick checked himself, his attention caught by one of 
the  other  objects  on  the  bedside  table,  a  compact 
modern  travelling  alarm  that  he  recognised  as 
Ginger's.  Had he struck lucky once again on his first 
try?

He made a quick,  cursory search of  the room and 
found a number of  other items -  mainly  cosmetics 
and toiletries - that looked familiar, but the contents 
of the wardrobe gobsmacked him; beside a handful of 
garments that he thought might have been Ginger's 
hung  a  selection  of  slinky  gowns  such  as  he  had 
never seen her wear.  Had her coming to Myrddin-
ddu  effected  some  kind  of  sea-change  in  her 
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personality, releasing a hitherto unrevealed decadent 
aspect?   Dick  found that possibility unsettling  but 
decidedly exciting!

He collared his imagination before it could run away 
and  directed  his  attention  back  to  the  matter  in 
hand.  Regardless of what transformations may - but 
more likely, not - have come over Ginger, it seemed a 
reasonable  deduction  that  this  was  her  bedroom. 
That being the case, wasn't it more sensible for him 
to wait where he was for her return, rather than go 
running  all  over  a  strange,  rambling  dark  house 
looking for her?  Agreeing with himself, he sat on the 
bed and idly picked up the book lying on the bedside 
table.   It  was  a  novel  by  Agatha  Christie,  not  an 
author  that  he  could  remember  Ginger's  ever 
reading.  How much had she changed?  The rather 
garish, block design on the dust jacket told him that 
it was not a recent edition (as did the shillings and 
pence  price!),  but  what  struck  him  most  was  the 
aptness of the title: Hallowe'en Party!

The microwave in Dick's head  pinged.  An idea he 
had been cooking up was ready for tasting.  Curious, 
he lifted it  out and sampled it.   Suppose that this 
Marlow chap was a rich eccentric - he would surely 
need to be to maintain a place like Myrddin-ddu - 
perhaps  with  a  background  in  the  film  industry. 
Might not this dude enjoy throwing elaborate 'Gothic' 
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parties?  Just maybe, Ginger - aware of her fiancé's 
fascination with thrillers of all types - had persuaded 
her  boss  to  set  up  a  Halloween treat  for  him.   It 
might explain all the rather obvious clues that had 
brought him there, to say nothing of the over-the-top 
atmospherics.

That brief taste told Dick that it needed to go back in 
the oven - as a theory it was decidedly half-baked - 
though  it  still  looked  a  good  deal  more  digestible 
than the only alternative on the menu: Marlow as a 
Satanist, Hell  bent on celebrating a Black Mass in 
which he presumably intended to sacrifice Ginger to 
the devil!   In the absence of anything better,  Dick 
decided to  run for  a while  with his  'trick or  treat' 
scenario.  So, what next?  If he was right, he would 
get nowhere fast by sitting where he was; the way to 
find  Ginger  was  to  follow  the  treasure  hunt  of 
carefully laid clues.  He stood and moved to the door. 
Time for some serious sleuthing!

The  passage  beyond  the  bedroom  door  ran  off  to 
both left and right, and was completely dark.  A good 
thing he had brought  a torch!   His  recollection of 
roughly where on the back of the house the lighted 
window  had  been  located  suggested  to  Dick  that 
more of the property lay to his right, so he set off in 
that direction.  He considered trying all the doors in 
turn as he went, but quickly rejected that idea as too 
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time consuming.  Besides, wasn't he working on the 
principle  that further  clues  would  be  presented to 
him, as in a detective novel?

He came out onto a gallery running around a large 
darkened hall; as he traced it with his torch beam he 
discovered  a  grand  staircase  descending  to  the 
ground floor, and was about to move towards it when 
he  spotted  a  dim  sliver  of  light  in  the  darkness 
opposite.  At first he thought it might be moonlight, 
but the moon had hidden herself  again behind the 
clouds.  By flashing his torch across the dark void he 
was able to make out that the meagre gleam came 
from  somewhere  down  the  darkened  first  floor 
passage opposite.

Creeping around the gallery to this other passage, he 
sidled quietly along it; the thin wedge of light issued 
from under a door about halfway along.  Grasping 
the large brass door knob, he attempted - slowly - to 
turn  it,  but  his  hand  was  too  slippery  to  grip  it 
properly.   He  hadn't  realised  how  much  he  was 
sweating,  and  certainly  not  from being  too  warm; 
that house was decidedly chilly!  He wiped his palm 
on  his  trousers  and  tried  again.   Easing  the  door 
open  -  gingerly,  in  case  it  creaked,  which, 
surprisingly, it didn't - he stopped dead with his eyes 
out on stalks.
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He  took  in  briefly  that  the  room  was  a  small 
dormitory  with three  or  four  narrow,  iron  framed 
beds, but his attention quickly snapped back to the 
only occupant of the room, who stood with her back 
to the door, attending to one of the beds.  She was 
dressed as a maid, but of  the kind normally found 
only in male sexual fantasies.  Her uniform was as 
scanty as that of an American cheer leader, and as 
she bent over the bed her frilly tutu-style petticoat 
held out her brief  skirt to reveal the full length of 
her  legs.   What hooked  Dick's  attention  was what 
those  shapely  legs  were  wearing:  shoes  with  heels 
that  were  surely  impractical  for  housework  and 
shiny black nylons.  The thin black line that ran up 
the back of each leg acted as a fishing line for Dick's 
gaze, reeling it in to the deep dark tops, where it was 
gripped – like the stockings - by large, old fashioned 
suspenders.   Two  half-moons  of  soft  white  flesh 
peeped out below the froth of the girl's petticoat; the 
sexy cow wasn't wearing knickers!

Without being fully conscious of what he was doing 
Dick  opened  the  door  wider  and  stepped  into  the 
room.  Hearing him then,  the maid whirled  round 
with a startled  mew and stared at him,  as goggle-
eyed as his own gaze at her.  She was attractive, in 
an old  fashioned sort  of  way (in  keeping with her 
suspenders), with an open face, big blue eyes, light 
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brown hair  bundled up under  her mob cap,  and a 
profusion of freckles spilling down her neck onto her 
shoulders and bosom.  Dick could not help staring at 
the latter as it heaved with mild alarm; her uniform 
had clearly been cut for extreme economy of fabric!

With a struggle, he pulled himself together.  “Sorry if 
I  startled  you.   I'm  looking  for  someone.   Miss 
Harker.  She's Mr Marlow's new secretary, I believe.”

The girl's face relaxed, looking even prettier.  “You 
mean Miss Ginger!”

“That's right, Ginger,” Dick confirmed.  It seemed he 
had struck lucky once again!  “D'you know where she 
is?”

The young maid's expression clouded again (he much 
preferred  her  sunshine  demeanour).   “I  can't  say. 
Who are you?  Are you a friend of Miss Ginger?”

He decided - for once - that honesty might be his best 
policy;  the maid  seemed on reasonably good terms 
with Ginger.  “You could say that.  I'm her fiancé, 
Dick Smart.”

The sun came out again and the girl moved closer. 
“Really?  Miss Ginger's told us about you.”
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“Nothing bad, I hope!” he bantered, trying to remain 
focused on his mission rather than the ripe cleavage 
before him.  “What's your name?”

“Gwenda,” she twinkled at him.  “I've heard that you 
can be quite wicked.”

“Who  told  you  that?”  he  demanded  with  mock 
indignation, eyeing her in a fashion that must have 
confirmed  what  she had  heard.   “Are  you -  like  - 
Ginger's maid?”

“Sometimes,” Gwenda confirmed.  “We work a rota, 
taking  turns  at  the  different  duties.   Except  for 
dinner; we all do dinner.”

“Good for you!  Obviously you're not the only maid 
here,” Dick deduced (amazing, Sherlock!).

“No, there's three of us - me, Elen and Mererid - and 
there's Mrs Price, of course.  She's in charge of us.”

“And do you all dress in... what you're almost dressed 
in?” he asked salaciously, indecently excited by the 
notion of being served by a bevy of similarly attired 
young women.

“Not Mrs Price!”  Gwenda was clearly amused by the 
thought of her supervisor dressed as she was.  “She 
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dresses very stuffily.  But the rest of us have to; the 
master likes it.”

Does he indeed?  The randy old bugger!  Dick was 
beginning to wonder just what sort of establishment 
he  had  found  his  way  into.   Surely  it  couldn't  be 
quite as dissolute as Gwenda's comments hinted at; 
Ginger would never allow herself to become involved 
with such goings on!

Two  strong-arm  mental  intruders  broke  into  his 
complacency, brandishing loaded caveats.  One was 
his  own  speculation  on  finding  those  dresses  in 
Ginger's  wardrobe,  that  she  had  undergone  some 
sort  of  personality  change.   The  second  was  a 
memory of Alister's assertion – much more alarming 
-  that Ginger might not have any choice about being 
involved!  He needed more information urgently; he 
should – in best private eye fashion - put pressure on 
this maid and milk her of everything she knew.

He should perhaps have used a different analogy, he 
realised,  as  his  gaze  was  hi-jacked  by  Gwenda's 
prominent  milking  points,  threatening  to  escape 
from their skimpy covering.

“I  don't  mind  too  much  having  to  wear  this 
uniform,” Gwenda simpered, unaware that she had 
become  a  suspect  in  Dick's  investigation.   “But 
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there's one real problem with it.  I can't get dressed 
or undressed on my own because of all the buttons 
down the back.”

She twirled around to present him with 'Exhibit A'. 
“I  was  waiting  to  go  to  bed  when  you  came  in. 
Normally Mererid or Elen unbutton me, but to-night 
they're both still on duty, and I don't like to ask Mrs 
Price.   I  don't  suppose  you  would  be  prepared  to 
unbutton me, would you?”

Dick received a warning kick in his underpants for 
the second time that day; just look where ignoring 
the  last  one  had  landed  him!   He  never  learned. 
“You want me to help you undress?”

She  threw  him  a  saucily  coy  glance  over  her 
shoulder.  “You wouldn't mind, would you?”

Mind?  Her  look  suggested  that  unbuttoning  her 
would be only the hors derv, and Dick savoured his 
good fortune.  Twice in one day!

Hang on, Lover Boy!  We're supposed to be rescuing  
this Ginger dame!

Dick didn't want to listen to his alter-ego, but knew 
it  was  talking  sense.  Ginger  was  presumably 
somewhere on the premises, and might well  be on 
terms  of  exchanging  confidences  with  this  flirty 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 349

young  Welshwoman,  to  say  nothing  of  possibly 
walking in on them!  Dick, though, resembled certain 
dinosaurs  in  one  peculiar  respect;  he  apparently 
possessed a second brain near his tail that controlled 
his nether region, and this second brain was inclined 
to make its own decisions.  Before he fully realised 
what he was doing he had undone half the buttons of 
Gwenda's brief costume.

“Thank  you,  kind  Sir,”  she  mocked  him  as  she 
stepped out of the garment.  Underneath she wore 
an equally skimpy white silk camisole, which didn't 
so much hide as alluringly hint at what lay beneath - 
a wasp-waisted Basque corset that did not include a 
bra - and her short frou-frou petticoat.  Dick did not 
have to imagine the details for long; Gwenda swiftly 
disposed  of  her  undergarments  to  reveal  the  full 
splendour of  her nubile  figure, her tightly laced-in 
waist emphasising the ripe curves of the rest of her. 
Dick had been correct about her knickers – or rather, 
lack  of  them  -  and  the  corset,  suspenders  and 
stocking tops formed a simple black frame around a 
picture of pastel toned flesh and swirling light brown 
curls.

Feeling suddenly weak at the knees, Dick let them 
buckle.  He sank to the bare wood floor, and as he 
knelt  before  the  framed  masterpiece  that  was 
Gwenda's  femininity,  he  indulged  in  a  little  art 
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appreciation - inhaling the aphrodisiac incense of her 
eagerness –  before  giving way to  his  inflamed lust 
and attempting to climb into the picture, head first.

“Oh, Sir, what are you doing?” she cried archly, but 
clutched his head even more closely to her intimate 
objet  d'art.   The  lump  in  Dick's  trousers  reached 
critical mass and he staggered to his feet again.

“I'm not  the first  man to  undress  you,  am I?”  he 
quizzed her.

“No,” she answered candidly.  “The Master saw to 
that.”

Just as I thought.  The dirty old sod!  The notion of 
this plump young nymph as used goods only added to 
Dick's excitement.  He extracted a condom from his 
wallet (in good boy scout fashion, he always carried a 
few),  then  folded  his  jacket  onto  an  upright  chair 
beside Gwenda's bed.  Unconcerned now about the 
cold  (and,  seemingly,  Gingers  feelings  about  his 
imminent  infidelity),  he  swiftly  added  his  shoes, 
trousers, shirt and pants to the pile while the Welsh 
wench sat on the bed waiting for him.  He sat beside 
her and prepared to fit the condom.

“What's  that  thing?”  she  asked,  both  puzzled  and 
curious.
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Dick  was  amazed  by  her  ignorance.   “A  rubber 
raincoat... a Durex... a condom.  Doesn't old Marlow 
use one when he... you know?”

Gwenda shook her head.  “Does it fit over your little 
gentleman?”

“Little gentleman!” Dick exclaimed.  “Is that what 
you call it?”

“It's what the Master calls it.  He says he calls it that 
because it always stands up for a lady.”

“I  might  have  guessed!”  Dick  groaned;  his  only 
argument  with  the  label  when  applied  to  himself 
concerned the accuracy of the adjective, but he let it 
pass  unchallenged.   “Yes,  this  goes  over  my  'little 
gentleman'.  It stops you getting pregnant.”

“Oh,  I  see.”   She  seemed  intrigued  by  that 
possibility.   “Mrs  Price  always  gives  us  some 
medicine afterwards to stop us having a baby.  I don't 
like it; it tastes horrid!”

Us?  “Does Marlow have sex with all of you?”

“Not Mrs Price!”  Gwenda sniggered, highly amused 
by the notion of her superior having it away with the 
Master.  “Elen and Mererid do, I know.  We compare 
notes.”
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Dick  was  surprised  that  he  was  surprised.   Why 
make  do  with  only  one  cake  when  you  can  have 
three?  Or four?  A horrifying possibility occurred to 
him.

“What about Ginger?  Does she…?”  He could not 
bring  himself  to  complete the question;  it  was too 
nauseating for words!

“Oh, no!”  Gwenda, too, looked shocked.  “Not Miss 
Ginger!  She's not like that at all.”

“Thank  goodness  for  that!”   Dick  was  greatly 
relieved;  he had wondered for  a moment just how 
much his fiancée had altered.

Gwenda  responded  to  Dick's  obvious  relief  with  a 
look that questioned why he was getting so up tight 
over the thought of Ginger's doing something that he 
was about to indulge in himself (in that respect, Dick 
was definitely pre-feminist man!).  Or was his guilty 
conscience reading more into the maid's expression 
than was there?  What the heck!  He was in too deep 
to  pull  out  now  (it  would  almost  be  coitus 
interruptus!);  he might as well  go all  the way and 
make the most of it.

“If  I  wear  this  you  won't  have  to  take  any  nasty 
medicine afterwards,” he told Gwenda.  “It's much 
more reliable, too.”
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She seemed pleased by his assurances.  “Before you 
put in on, do you want to put your little gentleman 
in my mouth?  The Master always does.”

Does  he?   The  dirty  old  bastard!  Clearly  Marlow 
liked  cream  with  his  cakes.   Dick  was  debating 
whether or not to sample a little cream himself - that 
afternoon's  helping  should,  perhaps,  have  warned 
him that  there  could  be  unwanted  consequences  - 
when the choice was taken from him in a thoroughly 
unpleasant fashion.  The bedroom door opened.

The initial shock of being caught with his trousers 
down  -  completely  off  in  this  case  -  was  quickly 
supplanted  by  relief  when  he  realised  that  the 
intruder wasn't Ginger.  The woman standing in the 
open doorway, looking almost as startled as Dick felt, 
was  tall,  solidly  built  and  middle-aged.   She  was 
dressed  in  the  black  uniform  of  domestic  service, 
though one far more sober that Gwenda's, with her 
black hair scraped back beneath her cap.  She carried 
a lighted oil lamp in one hand, but this lady with the 
lamp was no ministering angel;  the stare she fixed 
upon Dick instantly soured the cream he had been 
about to taste!

“And just who are  you?” she asked him in  a tone 
imported  from the  Arctic.   “I  won't  bother  to  ask 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 354

what  you  are  doing  here;  that  much  is  patently 
obvious!”

Her sarcastic  manner  made Dick stiffen,  though it 
had the opposite  effect  upon his  'swiftly-becoming-
little gentleman'.  He guessed, from the expression of 
terror  on Gwenda's  face,  that his  interrogator  was 
Mrs Price, and decided to try pulling rank on her. 
“My name's Dick Smart, I'm a private investigator. 
I'm trying to trace the whereabouts of a certain Miss 
Harker.”

“Really?”   Mrs  Price's  eyebrows  signalled  disbelief 
and  she  managed  to  re-score  the  musical  Welsh 
accent  into  an  avant-garde soundtrack  for  a 
decidedly  menacing  movie.   “You  won’t  find  her 
inside my staff!”

She  turned  her  gorgon  stare  on  Gwenda,  but  its 
effect  was  wasted;  the maid  was  already  petrified. 
“Get some clothes on, girl!”

Gwenda scurried to re-clothe herself.  Dick moved to 
do  likewise,  but  Mrs  Price  moved even faster  and 
gathered up his garments from the chair.   He was 
startled  by  her  action  and  confronted  her 
aggressively,  but  she  did  not  flinch;  as  she  stood 
taller than he did and was almost as broad, he felt 
more  than  a  little  intimidated,  his  position  not 
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helped by his uncomfortably comic state of undress. 
“I want my clothes, please!”

He had tried to make his request sound more like an 
order,  but  she ignored it  anyway.   “You are not  a 
private  investigator,  Mr  Smart,  you  are  Miss 
Harker's  fiancé.   I  wish  to  have  words  with  you. 
Come with me.”

Turning,  she  marched  from  the  room.   Dick  was 
outraged, but as she was in possession of his pants, 
trousers, jacket and wallet he had little choice but to 
follow her.  He snatched up his shoes and pursued 
her into the passage.  She led him along to another 
bedroom,  smaller  than  the  maids'  dormitory, 
furnished with a single iron bedstead and suitably 
Victorian dark wood bedroom suite.  Placing the oil 
lamp  on  the  obsessively  tidy  dressing  table,  she 
maintained her hold on Dick's clothing, even though 
it hampered her as she locked the door with a key on 
a large ring that hung from her belt, rather like that 
of an old fashioned jailer (an apt simile, Dick feared).

She  turned  to  her  prisoner.   “Lie  on  the  bed,  Mr 
Smart.”

“Now, look here!” he countered.   “I  take it  you're 
Mrs  Price.  Gwenda  warned  me  about  you.   Just 
what... “
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“Do  as  you're  told!”  she  retorted  with  the  sharp 
ferocity of a whip lash.  “You are in no position to 
argue or complain.  You have broken in here like a 
common  criminal.   I'm  sure  Mr  Marlow  will  not 
approve  of  your  behaviour,  and  I  doubt  if  Miss 
Harker will  be too impressed to learn how I found 
you in the maids' room.”

Realising that she had a depressingly thorough grasp 
of the situation, Dick clambered onto the bed, which 
twanged and rattled ominously under his weight.

“Turn over, onto your face,” she instructed, opening 
one of the dressing table drawers as she spoke.

He hesitated, but decided not to resist further for the 
moment;  it  had occurred to  him that he might be 
able to learn something to help him find Ginger if 
Mrs Price let her guard slip.  So he rolled obediently 
onto his front; the bed linen - crisper than any he 
had felt for some while -  smelt faintly of lavender. 
Mrs Price moved briskly to the foot of the bed and 
grabbed hold of his feet.  Dick realised – too late - 
that  he  had  made  a  bad  decision  as  his  captor 
wrapped something (a stocking he guessed) around 
his ankles and tied them firmly together.

“What the Hell are you doing?”  He tried to instigate 
a belated fight back, but the Welshwoman climbed 
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onto the bed - instigating even more alarming noises 
of imminent collapse - and knelt astride his thighs, 
her  considerable  weight  squashing  him back down 
onto the mattress.  “Get off me, you bitch!”

Ignoring his angry complaints, she caught his wrists 
and  pulled  them  together  behind  his  back.   He 
struggled to fight her off, but she was intimidatingly 
strong  for  a  woman  -  he  reckoned  she'd  make  a 
formidable  scrum forward  -  and she had him at a 
considerable  disadvantage  (some  small  sop  to  his 
bruised ego!).  In less than a minute she had lashed 
his wrists securely together.

“What the fuck are you up to?” he demanded, trying 
to keep the edge of fear from his voice.  She climbed 
off the bed and he attempted to roll himself onto his 
side to face her, but she grabbed his feet again and 
hauled them into the air, pressing his face into the 
bedclothes, muffling his objections.  Hooking his feet 
over the high rail at the foot of the bed, she tied them 
there, preventing him from moving.  He twisted his 
head round - almost cricking his neck - to see what 
she  was  doing;  she  stood  beside  the  bed,  calmly 
looping a stout leather belt around her right hand.

So  that  was  it!   He  was  to  be  punished  for  his 
misdemeanours - as Mrs Price clearly viewed them - 
in a good old fashioned Victorian way.
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“You can't be serious!” he spluttered, more in hope 
than conviction.  “You won't get away with this, you 
bi - i - i…”

His final word transformed into a thin wail as the 
leather  belt  cracked  across  his  naked  buttocks, 
igniting an explosion of hot pain.  He swore wildly at 
his tormentor.

“Holla all you like, Mr Smart,” she gloated.  “There 
is no-one who might hear you who will pay the least 
attention.  You may not be as smart as your name, 
but I intend to ensure that your posterior does!  Let 
me see if I can't make you shout a little louder.”

The  belt  descended  again,  even  harder  this  time, 
driving the pain through his body.  He bellowed and 
heard  her  chuckle;  she  was  revelling  in  both  his 
suffering and his vocal expression of it!  Dick gritted 
his teeth.  He was damned if he was going to give her 
that  satisfaction,  and  managed  to  restrict  his 
response to her next resounding stroke to a strained 
grunt.

He could barely believe that this was happening to 
him;  it  was  like  an incident  from one  of  Alistair's 
porno DVDs.  Dick could just about comprehend how 
some people might obtain pleasure from meting out 
such punishment (the unrestrained exercise of power 
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could  be,  he guessed,  a potent  aphrodisiac)  but  he 
failed totally to understand how anyone could enjoy 
receiving  it!   Yet,  Alistair  would  probably  have 
exchanged places with him as eagerly as he would 
with Alistair at that moment.  He pictured his friend 
relaxing in the pub at that very moment, debating 
with his other mates what he was up to in Wales; if 
only they (Shit!  That one really hurt!) knew!

The  pain  from  one  blow  merged  with  that  of  the 
previous,  accumulating  into  a  pitch  of  burning 
torment  that  made  him feel  quite  faint.   But  just 
when he felt that he couldn't possibly take any more, 
the  beating  ceased  and  his  suffering  gradually 
subsided.  He discovered that the bedclothes beneath 
his face were wet and realised, with mild shock, that 
Mrs Price had driven him to tears.

What  happened  now?   Would  he  be  released  and 
expected  to  thank  her  for  her  correction,  as  he'd 
heard  that  chastised  Victorian  children  had  been 
made to do?  Sod that!  There was no way he would 
do that.  She was not going to get away with what 
she had just done to him!

Mrs Price had been busy at the dressing table, but 
she returned to the bed, seating herself on its edge 
beside his flaming rear end.  He tensed as he felt her 
touch on his raw skin.  With good reason; a moment 
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later searing,  white  hot  agony flooded  through his 
lower body, bringing him out in a cold sweat.  She 
must have poured acid onto his wounds!

He  listed  -  very  loudly  -  all  the  blasphemies  and 
obscenities that he could bring to mind.

“Don't  be  a  baby!”  she  admonished  him  severely. 
“It's only a drop of iodine, to ensure that there's no 
infection where I drew a little blood.”

Blood?  She'd  made  him pay  for  his  'crimes'  with 
blood,  sweat  and  tears,  to  say  nothing  of  a  huge 
dollop  of  agony!   He  would  get  even with her,  he 
vowed.

She stood and released his feet from the bottom of 
the bed, but did not untie them.  Rolling him over 
onto his back - not for him a comfortable manoeuvre 
-  she  stood  staring  down  at  him  in  a  speculative 
fashion that induce real fear in him.  What else was 
she cooking up?  Certainly nothing sweet!

“Now, Mr Smart-arse, you can do for me what you 
were going to do for Gwenda.”

Dick  stared  in  disbelief  as  Mrs  Price  began  to 
disrobe.   Did  she  really  think  that,  having  been 
beaten unmercifully by her, he would be prepared - 
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or even able - to raise the necessary enthusiasm to 
perform sexual services?  Clearly she did!

She removed her uniform and under slip, and stood 
before him in a corset that made Gwenda's Basque 
look like flimsy leisure wear.  Encasing her from her 
thighs nearly to her neck like a piece of body armour, 
it  was  an  amazing  example  of  foundation 
engineering in pink satin brocade and strong elastic, 
with  double  stitching,  laces  and  hooks  galore, 
suspenders  that  would  surely  hold  up  chain  mail 
stockings,  and  enough  whalebone  to  threaten  the 
species  with  extinction.   Like  Gwenda,  Mrs  Price 
wore black stockings and no knickers, but there the 
similarity ended;  the older woman's hosiery was of 
the 'bullet proof  home knit'  variety and she hadn't 
Gwenda's delicate triangle of curls.  What little Dick 
could see of  her mound below the deep corset had 
been  plucked  as  clean  as  an  oven-ready  chicken, 
which,  with  her  pasty  white  skin,  it  decidedly 
resembled.

That impression  was reinforced  when -  a  moment 
later - she climbed onto the bed again, this time to 
kneel  astride  his  head;  he  found  himself  staring 
straight up into a fleshy lipped orifice traditionally 
associated with stuffing!  It was not a bird that he 
considered  the  least  bit  appetising,  though  he 
guessed that he'd be given no choice of menu; he was 
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about to be force fed!   Mrs Price clasped his head 
with both hands -  positioning it exactly where she 
wanted  it  -  and  settled  herself  onto  his  face.   He 
knew then just how John Hurt's character must have 
felt in the film, Alien!

“I suggest you put that glib tongue of yours to work,” 
she instructed him.  “Lick me like I'm your favourite 
ice cream, otherwise…”

She reached behind her and helped herself, none too 
gently, to a handful of his love fruit.  Dick – who had 
been thinking of making it as painful for her to sit 
down as it would be for him - swiftly abandoned any 
plans  for  getting  even  just  then;  she  had  him, 
literally, by the balls!

Gripped  firmly  and  almost  smothered  by  the 
Welshwoman's bolster like thighs, Dick realised that 
escape  was  impossible  and  retribution  inadvisable. 
So he applied himself - if extremely reluctantly - to 
his appointed task; the quicker he could bring her 
off, the sooner he could get her off his face, hopefully 
before her rank B.O. made him throw up.

Unfortunately for Dick, she was in no hurry to finish 
her enjoyment of him, and his stamina soon began to 
flag; his tongue and jaws began to complain as loudly 
as his backside.  The predicament in which he found 
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himself was one that he'd encountered often enough 
before,  in  Alistair's  extensive  library,  where  being 
sexually  abused  by  a  randy  dominatrix  was 
presented as pleasurable and arousing.  Dick could 
not endorse that assessment, but his secondary brain 
was  evidently  not  as  fastidious.   His  not-so-little 
gentleman – perhaps in response to the strict, Army 
like  discipline  he  was  being  subjected  to  –  was 
standing to attention.

Unexpectedly,  his  enforced  efforts  produced  the 
intended result and Mrs Price climaxed - with most 
unladylike exclamations of satisfaction - grinding his 
head  down  onto  the  mattress  as  she  vigorously 
slimed his face.   But even then,  she seemed in  no 
rush to dismount, presumably wallowing in his total 
humiliation.

At last, she climbed from the bed, allowing him to 
breath freely once more.

“I see you did not find that altogether unpleasant,” 
she commented as she dressed herself,  referring to 
his rebellious 'soldier', which was only just standing 
down.

“Are you going to untie me now?” Dick demanded, 
trying to sound authoritative.
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She fixed him with a level stare.  “No, Mr Smart, I 
am not!  I haven't yet decided what to do with you, 
but I may have further use for you.”

“You can't leave me here like this!” he exclaimed in a 
mixture of anger and terror.

“I can, and I intend to do so,” she answered calmly. 
Picking  up  the lamp,  she crossed to  the door  and 
unlocked  it.   “Shout  for  help  if  it  makes  you  feel 
better; no-one will take any notice.”

Leaving  the room,  she closed the door  behind  her 
and  re-locked  it.   Dick  lay  there  in  darkness, 
recovering  his  equilibrium  as  best  he  could.   He 
could scarcely credit that he had allowed a woman to 
tie  him  up,  thrash  him  and  sexually  abuse  him 
without being able to retaliate at all.  Some special 
agent  he would  make!   Mind  you,  he  was in  good 
company as far as his sore butt was concerned; even 
James Bond had caught it in that department on one 
occasion!

Top priority now was to escape.  Not only to salve his 
wounded pride  -  which hurt almost more than his 
still smouldering buttocks - or because he still had to 
find Ginger, but to deal with an urgent need to pee; 
wetting  himself  would  be  the  final  humiliation. 
First, he had to free his arms, which he couldn't do 
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while lying on them.  Very carefully he eased himself 
onto his face.  Friction on his tender parts dictated 
that he take it gently, and he had no wish to roll off 
that  narrow  bed  and  land  face  first  on  the 
uncarpeted floorboards.

Mrs Price had tied him up nice and tightly, but the 
binding - presumably a stocking - was slightly elastic 
and he could move his arms and hands just a little. 
Unfortunately it was not movement that seemed to 
contribute to his freedom; after a good few minutes 
of tugging and twisting he was still unable to slip his 
hands  from  the  bonds.   He  remembered  hearing 
somewhere that Houdini had effected his remarkable 
escapes by collapsing his limbs so that they slid from 
the bindings, but that didn't help Dick at all as he 
had  no  idea  how  the  famous  escapologist  had 
achieved the trick!

His perseverance was eventually rewarded, though it 
cost him dearly in frustration and irritation, not to 
mention  a  marked  increase  in  pressure  on  his 
bladder!  He was able, at last, to work the ties down 
over one hand.  Exasperatingly, they caught again, 
but with a tremendous straining of his aching arm 
muscles he managed to pull one hand free.

Quickly  untangling  his  wrists  from  the  knotted 
stocking, he untied his feet and scrambled from the 
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bed.   He  groped  around  in  the blackness  until  he 
located the chair with his clothes on, then fumbled in 
his jacket pocket for his torch.  He was now able to 
see where he was and made a quick search of  the 
room.   He  desperately  needed  to  unburden  his 
bladder,  but  he  was  still  locked  in,  so  he  peered 
under the bed for the chinawear he expected to find 
there.  Nothing!   It  looked as if  he would  have to 
resort to pissing out of the window.

His  metal  microwave  pinged again,  this  time 
announcing  a  piping  hot  idea  for  getting  his  own 
back on Mrs Price.  He threw back the top covers of 
her  bed  and  -  with  infantile  glee  -  sprinkled  the 
bottom  sheet.   He  then  drew  the  covers  over  his 
handiwork and tucked them in neatly.  With luck she 
wouldn't  discover  his  nasty  surprise  until  she 
climbed into bed that night!  At the very least she 
would need to strip and remake the bed.  Serves the 
bitch right!

He felt much better after that.  Having redressed to 
some extent his humiliation, he re-dressed himself. 
With due care; he was extremely thankful that the 
current fashion was not for ultra-tight trousers!  One 
of his first actions had been to wipe his face with his 
handkerchief,  but  some  of  that  damned  woman's 
fishy juices had dried onto his skin - her stench still 
plagued him - and he needed to wash.  He recalled 
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seeing a wash basin in Ginger's room, but to reach it 
he had to get past that locked door.

The  door  was  far  too  solid  for  him to  attempt  to 
break  it  down,  and  the  lock  -  an  ancient,  black 
painted metal monster - looked equally unresponsive 
to force.  He would have to pick the lock.  Time to 
call in the Swiss Army, in the guise of their multi-
purpose knife.

Kneeling - with great care as that action tightened 
his  trousers  over  his  buttocks  -  he  opened  the 
smallest blade on his knife and set to work on the 
lock, prodding and twisting the blade inside it in a 
manner he had often witnessed in films, listening for 
the tell-tale click that would signal his freedom.  But 
nothing clicked; maybe he was using the wrong tool. 
He  tried  the  nail  file  -  with  no  more  success  - 
followed by the saw blade, the corkscrew, even the 
pointed  thing  for  alleviating  the  distress  of  lame 
horses!   Not  one  of  them  worked;  the  lock  was 
determined to remain unpicked.

After twenty minutes of useless poking and fiddling 
he was ready to give up and explore the possibilities - 
or,  more  likely,  impossibility  -  of  escaping  via  the 
window.   How  about  knotting  the  bed  sheets 
together to fashion a makeshift rope, abseiling down 
the front of the building, then running round to the 
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back to re-enter the house by the ladder up to the 
window of Ginger's room?  He would prefer to use 
the door!

Ping!  No sooner had Dick stopped concentrating on 
the  problem  of  picking  the  lock  than  his  brain 
conjured  up  a  solution,  one  that  had  been  staring 
him in the face all along.  The recalcitrant lock was 
an old fashioned, surface mounted one, fixed to the 
inner face of the door - the one facing him - by four 
screws.  All he had to do was unscrew it!  Opening 
out  the  stubby  screwdriver  blade  of  his  knife,  he 
attacked the first screw.  It was as reluctant to turn 
as the lock had been to yield to his lock picking skills, 
and its neighbours were no more cooperative - they 
had been painted over more than once - but he was 
determined not to be beaten this time.  He applied a 
good helping of brute force and they admitted defeat.

The lock went down fighting, however, giving Dick 
further  trouble  in  getting  the  handle  off  the  bar. 
And once he had achieved that, the paint conspired 
to keep the lock adhering to the door.  A sharp kick 
finally finished it, releasing both the lock and Dick's 
pent up frustration.

Free at last, he hurried to Ginger's room, hoping that 
she might have returned, but it was as deserted as 
when he had left it.  After washing all traces of Mrs 
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Price from his face his next move was uncertain.  His 
theory that this was all a Halloween prank had lost 
its appeal; his experiences since dreaming it up had 
been  too  painful  and  unpleasant  to  be  called  fun, 
except, perhaps, by Alistair!

That last thought was the spark that ignited the fuse 
to another bright idea.  What if his original notion 
was not completely off beam, but not quite on target, 
either?   Maybe  Marlow  was  a  rich  eccentric  who 
enjoyed throwing unconventional house parties, but 
of  a  type  that  would  have  Alistair  begging  for  an 
invitation!  Mrs Price-like dominant matrons were a 
stock  feature  of  S&M  fantasies,  as  were  naughty 
maids  in  stockings and  tight  corsets  (Gwenda had 
made it plain that they were expected to act as well 
as look the part!).  In fact, the only thing that didn't 
fit in with that scenario was Ginger.

Not willingly, anyhow!  Dick was severely shaken by 
that thought.  Role playing bondage and domination 
was one thing -  where special  signs or code words 
stopped  things  getting  out  of  hand  -  but  turning 
those fantasies into painful reality (extremely so, for 
the  unwilling  victim!)  was  quite  another.   If  that 
were Marlow's game, he might very well be turned 
on by the opportunity to compel an unsullied young 
woman into performing sexual acts that she found 
abhorrent.   There  was  more  than  one  way  to 
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sacrifice  a  virgin,  and  Ginger  might  well  consider 
this other way a fate little better than death!

Things were  getting serious,  and Dick  was in  real 
danger of finding himself out of his depth.  Time to 
call for back-up.  He could not get his mates there in 
person - which was a real shame (with the exception 
of Alistair, perhaps, who might prove something of a 
liability in these particular circumstances!) - but he 
could use their help in other ways, especially Harry's. 
Harry had been in the Army and would know what 
to  do.   He  would  be  able  to  judge  whether  the 
situation  warranted  calling  in  the  cops,  and  if  so, 
would  set  the  wheels  turning  on  Dick's  (and 
especially Ginger's) behalf.

Harry was probably not at home at that time in the 
evening,  but his 'missus'  would  be there and could 
redirect Dick's enquiry to whichever pub Harry had 
gone off to.  The problems started when Dick hoisted 
the phone from his pocket; it was not receiving any 
signal.  Probably the solid stone walls were screening 
it  out,  so  he  moved  to  the  window  and  held  the 
phone out.  Still  nothing!  The damned mountains 
must be interfering with reception.

At that point Dick suffered a Titanic sinking feeling. 
He was completely cut off from the outside world.  If 
he  were  right  about  Marlow,  he  needed  to  find 
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Ginger - fast - and the only person he could call upon 
was standing in his size nines!  It was time for him to 
stop  playing  secret  agents  and  start  some  real 
detective work.

But where to start?  Blundering around the house in 
the dark for  a second time was even less likely to 
produce  results  than the first  expedition  as he  no 
longer had the element of surprise on his side.  But 
sitting on his sore backside was no help, either; the 
enemy knew he'd arrived and the only advantage he 
now had was that they believed he was still  safely 
tied  up  in  Mrs  Price's  bedroom.   He  had  to  act 
quickly, but how, what, where?   He was running out 
of ideas faster than water runs out of a colander.  He 
needed a break!

Unexpectedly,  he  got  one.   He  heard  footsteps 
approaching along the corridor, the crisp rapping of 
a woman walking quickly in stiletto heels.  He was 
pretty  certain  they  were  not  Ginger's,  and  they 
sounded too light to be Mrs Price's (in any case, she'd 
worn Doc Martens!), but he was taking no chances 
this  time.   Swiftly  positioning  himself  behind  the 
door, so that he was hidden from anyone opening it 
until they stepped fully into the room, he flattened 
himself  against  the  wall  and  his  hand  gripped  his 
penknife.  This was more a sop to his macho image 
than a real defensive measure; the blade was only a 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 372

couple of inches long and he doubted that he would 
actually  be  capable  of  sticking  it  into  anyone, 
particularly not a woman (even Mrs Price)!

The  footsteps  stopped  outside  the  door  and  the 
handle  turned.   Dick  held  his  breath.   The  door 
swung open, but no-one entered.  After a moment's 
pause  the  door  was  pulled  shut  and  the  footsteps 
continued briskly on their journey.  Dick started to 
breath again, but quickly realised the implications of 
the unknown woman's brief inspection of the room. 
She may have been looking for Ginger, but if -  as, 
Dick suspected - Ginger was a prisoner somewhere 
in the house, whoever had opened the door had quite 
probably been searching for him.  His escape from 
Mrs Price's room had been discovered!

The  second  thought  that  occurred  to  him  (Dick 
frequently  had  second  thoughts  about  important 
things!) was that the owner of  the footsteps might 
just lead him to Ginger.  Easing the door open, he 
peeped out into the darkened corridor.  The mystery 
woman had rounded the corner at the far end - he 
could see the swiftly fading light from her lamp - so 
he tiptoed along the passage after her, not daring to 
use his torch in case she spotted its tell-tale beam. 
When he reached the corner and peered round it she 
was not in view, but her footsteps were clacking their 
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way up a narrow uncarpeted staircase, presumably 
leading to the attic.

Dick  followed,  treading  gingerly  on  each  step  to 
minimise  creaks and  groans.   He was not  entirely 
successful.   By  the  time  he  reached  the  top,  the 
woman had vanished and Dick found himself alone 
in  a  narrow passage -  under  the roof,  he  deduced 
from its sloping ceiling - with simple, painted timber 
doors along one side, serving the various attic rooms. 
No doubt these were used primarily for storage, but 
one of those isolated rooms would make an effective 
prison.  

Light seeped out from under the second door along. 
When he reached it, Dick saw that it had been fitted 
with two strong iron bolts, on the outside!  Perhaps 
it had originally been the nursery; ideal for keeping 
the  noisy  brats  safely  locked  up  as  far  away  as 
possible from the rest of the household.  The bolts 
were both drawn back, reinforcing Dick's suspicion 
that his female quarry had gone into that room.  He 
needed somewhere to hide until she came out again; 
he would be spotted instantly in the narrow passage.

He tried the next door along, which opened -  with 
only a minor creak - onto a darkened room, empty 
but for an unmade bed and a few chairs.  Pushing 
the door  almost closed,  he debated crossing to the 
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thin  partition  wall  to  discover  whether  he  could 
overhear  anything,  but  feared  that  his  own 
movements  would  be  detected.   The  floorboards 
complained every time he put his weight on them.

Before long the other door opened and Dick could see 
light out in the passage through the crack of his own 
not-quite-closed door.  Unfortunately, this faced the 
wrong way and he could not see who was out there 
without  opening  it  wide  and  leaning  out  into  the 
passage,  so  he stood silently listening as the other 
door  closed,  bolts  were  shot  and  high-heeled 
footsteps signalled the woman's departure.  As soon 
as these had faded back down the stairs, Dick slipped 
along the passage to the bolted door and pulled back 
the bolts, as quietly as he could.  He pushed the door 
open.  The darkness beyond was impenetrable; if the 
room had a window it was either heavily curtained or 
blocked up in some fashion.  He decided to risk using 
his  torch.   What  it  illuminated  rooted  him to  the 
spot.

This time it was the room itself rather than anyone 
in it that gobsmacked Dick.  It looked like nothing so 
much  as  a  medieval  torture  chamber,  filled  with 
massive  timber  racks,  benches,  bars  and  posts,  all 
bristling  with  straps,  chains  and  shackles,  though 
their  true  purpose  was  given  away  by  a  rack  of 
clothing  along  one  wall,  all  fashioned  from  black 
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latex and leather.  Dick was familiar with garments 
like  those  from  Alistair's  catalogues  and  DVDs;  it 
seemed that his kinky sex theory about Marlow and 
Myrddin-ddu was bang on the button!

Dick  stood  goggling  at  the  range  of  bondage 
equipment; it was one thing to see that sort of thing 
on film but quite another to meet it face-to-face.  The 
lads  would  never  believe  this  when  he  told  them 
about  it  (except  Alistair,  of  course,  who  would  no 
doubt rush out to book next year's holiday in North 
Wales!).   Remembering the disposable  camera he'd 
bought, he took a few souvenir snaps - something to 
give his mates a laugh and Alistair to drool over – 
and then searched the darkness for the prisoner he 
was sure the room also held.

He soon found her, strapped to a stout wooden chair 
with a leather hood over her head.    Dick started 
towards her, but came to a embarrassed halt; apart 
from  the  hood  and  a  pair  of  odd  leather  pants  - 
rather  like  surreal  lederhosen -  the  prisoner  was 
naked,  and  unless  Ginger  had  changed 
fundamentally  (in  ways  generally  requiring 
expensive surgery), this was not she.  Not a she of 
any description, in fact.  Although he might not cut 
much of  a  dash on  the rugby  pitch -  skinny,  flat-
chested and only moderately hairy -  he was, none-
the-less, irrefutably male, as the prominent lump in 
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his  lederhosen (perhaps  his  most  manly  feature!) 
attested.

The  hood  completely  hid  his  identity,  having  no 
openings for eyes or mouth; where the mouth should 
have been a short tube projected, ending in a rubber 
bulb.   Dick  recognised  this  as  the  exterior 
attachment to a gag that could be pumped up to fill 
the wearer's mouth.  He unscrewed the small valve 
attached to the tube, releasing the air from the gag; 
whoever this guy was, he might know where Ginger 
could be  found.   The leather hood was secured by 
laces  which  had  been  tightly  knotted.   As  Dick 
tugged at them - the torch clenched in his jaws to 
leave both hands  free  -  his  garbled  expletives  and 
grunts of annoyance sounded very like those of the 
hooded man now that his gag had been deflated but 
not  removed.   Exasperated,  Dick  whipped  out  his 
penknife and cut the laces.

When he removed the hood he was confronted by a 
man a little older than himself with light brown hair 
-  clinging wetly to his head where he had sweated 
inside  the  hood  -  and  a  matching  (even  to  the 
wetness)  bushy  beard;  he  blinked,  owl-like,  at  the 
brightness  of  the  torch  Dick  was  shining  into  his 
face.
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“Sorry!”  Dick moved the beam from the other man's 
eyes.   He  had  been  about  to  unstrap  the  victim's 
arms  but  was  suddenly  assailed  by  a  rather 
embarrassing doubt.  “I didn't do the wrong thing, 
did I?  Did you want the hood left on?”

The  prisoner's  indignant  reply  was 
incomprehensible,  his  mouth  refusing  to  function 
properly  after  being  forcibly  held  open  for  some 
while.

“I didn't quite catch that, was it 'yes' or 'no'?”

“Wha' do-oo th-thing?  Do-oo thing I  like h-having 
tha'  thing  on?”  the  other  man  articulated  with 
difficulty.

“I know someone who would!” Dick answered.  He 
unstrapped  the  other  man's  wrists  and  knelt  to 
release  his  ankles.   “Who  put  you  in  this 
contraption?  Marlow?”

“N-no, it wa' J-Judith,” the victim replied, massaging 
his wrists to revive his circulation.  “Th-thank you, 
b-by the w-way.  Who are y-you?”

Dick  was startled,  suddenly  realising  what he was 
hearing;  both  the  voice  and  the  stammer  were 
familiar.  “It was you!  On the phone.  It was you.”
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The  other  man  stared  at  him  in  bewilderment. 
“Wha'  d-do  you m-mean,  on the phone?  I  d-don't 
know you, d-do I?”

“I'm  Dick  Smart  -  Ginger's  fiancé  -  as  you  well 
know!”

“You're  G-Ginger's…”   The  bearded  man  looked 
completely  bewildered,  but  comprehension  swiftly 
dawned.  “You've c-come to rescue her!”

“Yes,  at  your  invitation,”  Dick  confirmed  acidly, 
convinced that his stuttering informant was putting 
on an act.  “Where is she?”

“I d-d-don't know.  I th-think Marlow m-might have 
her in the c-crypt.”

“Of course, the crypt!   Why didn't I  think of that? 
Just the place for a Halloween party.”

The  other  man  looked  quite  put  out  by  Dick's 
sarcasm.  “You d-don't believe me?  You s-seem to 
think I'm in-involved in this.  D-do you think I'd be t-
trussed up l-like this if I were!”

Dick was suddenly uncertain; he had a point, unless 
he was another Alistair but was not letting on!  None 
of  it  seemed to make much sense.  “Who are you, 
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anyway, and why are you here?  I take it you don't 
work for Marlow, then?”

“N-not  l-likely!   I  g-got  lost  in  the  m-mist  and 
stumbled on M-Myrddin-ddu.  Now I s-seem to be st-
stuck here!  My n-name is Arthur Mowe.”

“Arthur  Mowe?”  Dick  guffawed;  was  he for  real? 
“You're having me on.  'Alf a mo'!”

The other man looked pained and Dick felt mildly 
ashamed;  after  all,  there  was  no  shortage of  puns 
that could be made around his own name.  “Okay, I 
believe you.”

“P-parents should know b-better,” Arthur remarked 
tiredly.   “I  d-don't  want  to  be  a  n-nuisance,  but  I 
would l-like to get out of these p-pants.”

“That may be a bit tricky,” Dick told him; he could 
see, now that Arthur was standing, that they were 
fancy  pants  with  a  vengeance,  and  clearly  not 
designed  for  comfort.   For  a  start,  the  belt  was 
secured with a strong brass padlock, and the fly was 
a complex arrangements of straps and laces over that 
king-size  bulge,  which  probably  had nothing  to  do 
with  sexual  arousal.   Dick  winced  to  think  what 
hidden  surprises  those  shorts  might  contain  and 
could  appreciate  Arthur's  keenness  to  get  out  of 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 380

them.  Alistair, of course, would have wet himself at 
the thought of getting into them!

Oops!  Good  thing  he  hadn't  actually  said  that;  if 
Arthur had been locked into them for any length of 
time he probably had!

“There's a saw blade on my penknife,” Dick offered 
lamely.  “I don't know if it's up to sawing through the 
padlock, though.”

“I think the k-key may be in that c-cabinet on the w-
wall,” Arthur suggested, pointing to a large polished 
timber key cabinet such as butlers oversaw in large 
Victorian establishments.  “I'm pretty c-certain that's 
where J-Judith g-got it from.”

“Don't  run  away!”  Dick  quipped  and  went  to 
investigate.   Inside  the  cabinet,  on  rows  of  brass 
pegs, were keys of all shapes and sizes; whoever this 
Judy  was,  she  sure  liked  locking  things  up!   He 
selected a  handful  of  keys  that looked about right 
returned to the captive.  After a few abortive tries, 
Arthur was released.

“I'll point the torch the other way while you debrief 
yourself,” Dick offered.  “Where are your clothes?”

“J-Judith and her d-damned maid t-took them away. 
There sh-should be some spares d-downstairs in the 
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g-guest  room.   Some  w-way  to  treat  a  g-guest!   I 
should have m-more clothes there, if they haven't b-
been moved.  I w-won't take these p-pants off until I 
g-get downstairs in the l-loo, if it's all the s-same with 
you?”

“Sure,”  Dick  replied,  puzzled.   “Wouldn't  you  like 
something else to slip on meantime?  It ain't exactly 
tropical up here!”

“I s-suppose...  I am a b-bit chilly.”

Regardless of  Arthur's  marked lack of  enthusiasm, 
Dick crossed to the rail of kinky clothes and sorted 
through them, driven in part by guilty curiosity.  He 
found capes, leotards and other garments that defied 
description; he couldn't begin to guess - nor was he 
sure he wanted to know -  the function of  some of 
them!  Rubber seemed to be the favourite material 
(Alistair's  too!)  and  black  was  definitely  the  'in' 
colour!   It  wasn't  easy  finding  something  not 
designed to restrict the wearer's movements, but he 
settled on a Dracula style rubber cape.

“The best I can do,” he said, handing it to Arthur.

“N-not  my  f-favourite  c-colour  or  material,  but 
thanks.”   The  other  man  took  it  and  wrapped  it 
around him.  “N-now let's g-get out of here b-before 
Judith comes back.”
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As  he  followed  Arthur  from  the  room  -  Dick  had 
decided to go along with him in lieu of  any better 
strategy -  he noticed his companion's  slightly bow-
legged gait, as if he'd been horse riding for too long. 
The  penny  dropped  then  -  provoking  a  twinge  of 
sympathetic  embarrassment  -  as  to  why  the other 
man may not have been keen to disrobe before he 
reached the loo!

Out in the narrow passage, Arthur halted.  “You'd b-
better go in f-front down the st-stairs.”

Suspicion flared in Dick like a warning signal rocket; 
what  was  the  fellow  up  to?   His  companion  must 
have read his expression in the reflected torchlight; 
he sighed wearily.  “You've g-got the t-torch.”

“Oh!  Yeah.  Sure!”  Feeling a little foolish, Dick took 
the lead.  Part of him wanted to trust Arthur - he 
found the guy quite likeable in an irritating sort of 
fashion - but his congenital cynicism wouldn't let the 
other man off the hook so easily.  After all, he still 
carried the scars on his rump to remind him that no-
one  in  that  house  should  be  trusted!   So  he 
maintained an alert caution as Arthur directed him 
along the passage to the room next to Ginger's.  He 
pushed the door open and gave the darkened room a 
brief once over with his torch.  Apart from being a 
little smaller than Ginger's it looked almost identical.
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“S-see  if  you  c-can  find  m-my  rucksack,”  Arthur 
requested.  “M-my spare th-things should be in it, if 
it's st-still here.”

Dick quickly located the rucksack and Arthur delved 
into it.   “Here,   t-take these and light the l-lamp. 
Then we can see w-what we're doing.”

He tossed a box of matches to Dick, who turned to 
the unlit lamp on the bedside table, identical - apart 
from the colour of its shade - to the one in Ginger's 
room.  Although familiar with such lamps from films 
and pictures,  he had never before  met one in  real 
life;  he  knew  that  he  had  to  remove  the  glass 
chimney to light it, but expected it to ignite in much 
the same fashion as a gas cooker once he had turned 
it  on  with  the  little  knurled  handle  on  the  side. 
When the match burnt  out  without producing  the 
desire effect he was baffled.  “How d'you light this 
thing?”

Arthur  paused  from  his  rummaging.   “T-turn  the 
wick right up to l-light it; p-put the chimney back on 
and  then  t-turn  the  wick  d-down  until  it  stops  f-
flaring and settles d-down into a steady flame.”

Dick lit the lamp; it was easy once you knew how! 
Its  mellow  radiance  -  seeming  glaringly  brilliant 
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after  the  meagre  light  from  the  torch  -  filled  the 
room, accompanied by a gentle hissing.

“That's b-better; now I can s-see what I'm d-doing. 
Th-this is w-what I was l-looking for.”  He pulled a 
powerful  torch  from  the  seemingly  bottomless 
rucksack.  “Now perhaps I c-can get out of these d-
damned pants!”

He went off to change and Dick took advantage of his 
absence to delve furtively into the rucksack himself. 
He quickly found what he wanted, Arthur's wallet. 
List of items in it: a small amount of cash, one credit 
card,  one  library  card,  a  handful  of  membership 
cards for nature and historical preservation societies, 
one organ donor card and one return railway ticket 
from Barmouth to London.  Nothing to suggest that 
the owner of the wallet was anything other than the 
stranded hiker he claimed to be.

Hang on a minute!  Dick re-examined the railway 
ticket.   Maybe  playing  detective  had  actually 
sharpened his powers of observation; the ticket was 
way  out  of  date.   Of  course,  carrying  an  expired 
railway ticket was no crime, but it enhanced Dick's 
suspicions, and he could have sworn that it had been 
Arthur's voice on the telephone the previous Sunday 
morning.  If it had not been Arthur, it was one Hell 
of a coincidence!  What was he to make of it?
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He had no time to consider the matter further; the 
subject  of  his  investigation  returned,  wearing  the 
clothes  he  had  taken  with  him  -  a  shapeless 
sweatshirt  and  cord  trousers  -  which  looked  as 
crumpled  as  when  he'd  hauled  them  out  of  the 
rucksack.

“You  looked  smarter  in  the  rubber  cape!”  Dick 
commented laconically.

“I'm a d-darned sight m-more c-comfortable!” Arthur 
retorted.  He dug out a pair of stout walking boots 
from his rucksack and sat on the bed to commence 
the intricate task of lacing himself into them.  “You 
d-don't by any ch-chance have anyth-thing to eat on 
you?”

“Do I  look like meals on wheels?” Dick responded 
acidly.  “I haven't eaten since lunch time myself.”

“I've  had  n-nothing  since  d-dinner  yesterday,” 
Arthur upstaged him.  “I th-think there's some K-
Kendal mint cake in my r-rucksack.  Would you m-
mind having a l-look for me?”

“Sure,” Dick concurred, a shade guiltily; clearly his 
companion  was  not  afraid  that  he  might  find 
anything  incriminating.   He did  find  -  after  much 
rummaging - half a bar of the desired confectionery, 
which he handed to Arthur.
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“Th-thanks.  Would you l-like some?”

Dick refused.  “Mint fudge is not my idea of dinner! 
Tell me, why were you tied up in that torture room? 
And who's this Judy who tied you up?”

The  latter  question  was  one  that  intrigued  him 
rather more than he felt it should.

“She  c-claims  to  be  M-Marlow's  n-niece,”  Arthur 
enlightened him.  “But I d-don't believe she is.  I d-
doubt if M-Marlow has any living r-relatives.  He's b-
been  around  for  a  l-long  time!   I  s-suppose  they 
wanted me out of the w-way because I p-planned to 
help Ginger escape, b-but I've n-no idea why Judith 
t-trussed me up in those p-pants and hood.”

“You  really  don't  know  why  she  put  you  in  that 
kinky  gear?”  Dick  queried  incredulously,  his  still 
throbbing buttocks reminding him that women who 
enjoyed that sort of thing did actually exist outside 
the fantasies of the likes of Alistair, and that at least 
one of  them inhabited that very house!   Could  his 
companion really be as innocent as he seemed, Dick 
wondered, or was he being strung along?

He  checked  himself  a  moment.   Maybe  Arthur's 
baffled  frown  was  genuine;  would  his  own 
recognition  of  the  true  nature  of  that  torture 
equipment and 'industrial'  protective clothing have 
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been  as  instant  without  the  benefit  of  Alistair's 
encyclopaedic inside information?  That thought did 
not,  however,  blunt  his  doubts  about  the  bearded 
man,  whose  knowledge  of  Myrddin-ddu  seemed 
suspiciously encyclopaedic itself!  “You seem to know 
an awful lot about this guy Marlow and what he's up 
to.  I thought you said you stumbled on this place in 
the mist.”

“I  d-did,”  Arthur  insisted,  “but  I  knew  about  M-
Marlow  long  before  I  c-came  here.   I'd  r-read  all 
about Myrddin-ddu.  It's n-notorious.”

“Notorious for what?” Dick asked.  “You're not still 
on about this black magic caper, are you?”

Arthur managed to look both bewildered and rather 
awkward  at  the  same time.   “W-when  did  I  s-say 
anything about black m-magic?”

“When?”   Dick  had  a  moment's  difficulty 
remembering  when himself,  then twigged why the 
other man was behaving so coyly.  “Oh, I forgot; it 
wasn't you on the phone on Sunday, only someone 
who sounded just like you and had the same stutter!”

“It w-wasn't me, I p-promise you,” Arthur persisted. 
“W-what am I supposed to have t-told you?”
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Dick  eyed  him  uncertainly;  could  he  be  genuine? 
“You told me that Marlow was into black magic and 
that Ginger was in danger.”

A  small,  self-conscious  smile  flickered  on  Arthur's 
lips.   “It  does  s-sound  like  the  sort  of  th-thing  I 
might say.  I d-don't altogether b-blame you for n-not 
believing it; if I t-told you everything I know about 
M-Myrddin-ddu you'd have me certified!”

“Is it that weird, then?”  Dick's assured scepticism 
faltered as suspicion and puzzlement tussled for  a 
place in the front row; either this guy was a cunning 
liar  or  a  bit  short  in  the  marble  department  and 
believed what he said!  The only other alternative - 
that Arthur's wild claims might contain some truth - 
was too surreal for Dick to take seriously.

“W-weird isn't the w-word for it!” Arthur told him. 
"I wouldn't b-believe it myself if I wasn't here.  For a 
st-start,  it's  virtually impossible  to  f-find  Myrddin-
ddu if you're looking for it.  I ch-chanced upon it; it's 
the l-last place I'd v-visit from choice!  I'm surprised 
you m-managed to find it."

“It wasn't easy,” Dick admitted.  “No-one in Harlech 
seems  to  have  heard  of  the  place,  except  for  one 
crazy old codger who kept waving his stick at me and 
swearing in Welsh!  And the road up here, if you can 
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call  it  a road;  more like a dirt  track.  I'm sure it's 
buggered my suspension!”

Arthur stared at him, apparently in shock.  “Y-you b-
brought a c-car up here?”

“Sure!  It's outside the front door, waiting to whisk 
us  away  from  this  mad  house,  once  we've  found 
Ginger.”

Arthur continued to stare.  “Th-that's b-bad.”

“Bad?” Dick exclaimed; he'd obviously been on target 
concerning  Arthur's  shortage  of  marbles!   “That 
seems  to  me  the  one  good  thing  in  this  whole 
ridiculous business!”

“I  m-mean,  it  suggests  that  they  l-let  you  c-come 
here,  that  they  w-want  you  here!”   Arthur  was 
visibly agitated.

“I did  rather get that impression,”  Dick replied,  a 
shade  condescendingly.   “First  the  phone  calls. 
Okay,  you  say  it  wasn't  you,  it  was  someone  who 
sounded a lot like you!   Then -  on my way here - 
whenever I got stuck I found a clue or something to 
help me along, just like in a treasure hunt.”



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 390

“Th-that's  what  I  m-mean!”  Arthur  exclaimed. 
“Perhaps the ph-phone calls you received were made 
by Marlow, imp-personating me.”

“Hang on!  Why should he do that?” Dick queried, 
unconvinced.  “I hadn't even heard of you before I 
met you just now.”

“B-but maybe Marlow d-didn't  know that,” Arthur 
argued.   “Perhaps  he  th-thought  you  would  b-be 
more likely to c-come here if I c-called you here.”

“Maybe,” Dick acknowledged doubtfully; as a theory 
it  had  more  holes  in  than  the  cellular  vest  that 
Arthur had just put on, but - strangely - Dick was 
inclined to believe him.  This was largely because he 
found it hard to accept that Arthur was capable of 
keeping up such a consistent act for  as long as he 
had.

“D-does it really m-matter who it was on the phone?” 
Arthur  sounded  mildly  irritated.   “What  d-does 
matter  is  that  they're  expecting  you.   It  m-makes 
things much more r-risky for us.  W-we'll have to be 
v-very careful.”

“Too  late  for  that!”  Dick  confessed,  just  a  shade 
sheepishly as he realised that Arthur might have a 
point.  “They already know I'm here.  I had a run-in 
with Mrs Price; you know her?”
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“She's  J-Judith's  maid,”  Arthur  informed  him, 
sounding almost defeated.

“That  figures!”   The  two  of  them  no  doubt 
exchanged notes!

“W-what happened?” the other man asked.

“I'd rather not go into details, I feel a bit sore about 
it all!”  Dick had the grace to feel mildly ashamed.  “I 
wouldn't worry too much about Marlow knowing I'm 
here, old chum, it may make him think twice before 
doing anything too nasty to my fiancée.”

His  upbeat  attitude  was  not  so  much a  matter  of 
confidence as an attempt to reassure his companion. 
It  clearly  failed;  Arthur  remained  obstinately 
pessimistic.  “You obviously d-don't know M-Marlow. 
He's t-totally ruthless.”

“I'm not exactly brimming over with ruth myself!” 
Dick jollied his companion.  “Marlow'll find I can be 
quite a tough cookie.”

Arthur  refused  to  be  jollied.   “You  c-clearly  don’t 
understand what w-we're up against.  Marlow's n-no 
ordinary villain, he's d-dedicated to evil!”
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“So you told me, or rather, your  doppelgänger did!” 
Dick could not help himself.  “He worships the devil, 
right?”

The  other  man's  reply  surprised  him.   “Not  w-
worships the devil, n-no!  M-more a case of t-taking 
the devil on.  He t-tries to get the b-better of him. 
He s-sort of succeeded once, a l-long time ago.”

“You're  going  all  cryptic  on  me,  Arthur,”  Dick 
complained.  “Just tell me straight what the Hell is 
going on here.  If you really know, that is!”

“Hell  is  w-what's  g-going  on!”  Arthur  answered, 
clearly  agitated.   He  stood,  having  finally  finished 
lacing  his  boots.   “We  n-need  to  c-concentrate  on 
finding G-Ginger?”

“I  was  waiting  for  you!”  Dick  replied  indignantly. 
“Have you finished dressing or d'you want to stop 
and put on a tie?”

“I'm  n-not  sure  about  these  b-boots,”  Arthur 
explained.   “They're  a  b-bit  heavy  for  c-creeping 
around  quietly,  but  Judith  walked  off  with  m-my 
only other shoes.”

“They'll  do!”   Dick  was  impatient  to  get  moving. 
“We may lack the element of surprise but with luck 
Marlow'll think the Army's arrived!”
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Arthur switched on his torch and extinguished the 
oil  lamp,  which  seemed  to  Dick  an  unnecessary 
economy in the circumstances.  “Does Marlow charge 
you for the oil you use?”

Arthur looked puzzled, or was it mild irritation?  “I 
expect J-Judith will  f-find  I'm missing from her t-
torture room s-soon enough, but there's n-no sense 
in advertising the f-fact.”

Dick  mentally  kicked  himself;  as  the  self-styled 
detective he should have thought of that!  He strode 
out  into  the  corridor.   “Which  way?   Were  you 
serious about a crypt?”

“Y-yes.  The original b-building on this s-site was a 
fortified  m-manor  house,  almost  a  c-castle.   There 
are s-supposed to be d-dungeons under that part and 
there's  d-definitely  a  c-crypt  that  runs  under  the 
whole l-length of this house.”

“Really?”   Dick  had  never  before  encountered  a 
private house with its own crypt.  “You think that's 
where Ginger's being held?”

“It  s-seems a good  p-place  to  start  l-looking,  don't 
you think?” his companion suggested.

Dick was still uncertain.  “Don't you think we ought 
to check her room again first?  We'll look pretty silly 
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creeping  around  the  crypt  if  she's  tucked  up  in 
bedibyes.”

“I c-consider that highly unl-likely,” Arthur replied 
with irritating confidence.  “B-by all means have a l-
look if you want to m-make sure.”

“I think I will!”  Dick was peeved by the other man's 
sudden authority;  there was a distinct danger that 
Arthur would assume command of this investigation 
with himself as the bumbling sidekick (he had cast 
their  respective  roles  the other  way around!).   He 
marched  along  to  the  door  of  Ginger's  room  and 
opened  it,  only  to  confirm  Arthur's  assumption. 
Reclosing the door, he shrugged dismissively.  “Okay, 
you  seem  to  know  what's  going  on.   Lead  on, 
Inspector Plod!”

Arthur  led  on  -  along  the  passage  and  down  the 
stairs - as heavy footed as any plodding copper, his 
boots  thumping  hollowly  on  the  polished  wooden 
steps.   Talk  about  letting  Marlow know  that  they 
were coming!  Dick felt more than a little nervous as 
they  descended  into  the  unlit  hall;  in  the  narrow 
passages it had been relatively easy to see - even in 
the feeble light from their torches - that no-one else 
was  hiding  there,  but  the  echoing  expanse  of 
surrounding darkness in the hall could be hiding a 
complete regiment, waiting to pounce on them.
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They  managed  to  cross  the  hall  without  anyone  - 
soldiers or otherwise - pouncing, and traversed the 
ground floor passage to the far end.  Arthur began to 
unbolt the back door.

“Where  are  you  going?”  Dick  asked  in  an 
exaggerated whisper.

“We  have  to  g-go  outside  to  get  into  the  crypt,” 
Arthur explained.  “F-from the r-ruins of the old b-
building.”

“What's down there, then?”  Dick fingered the flight 
of stone steps descending into blackness.

“M-Marlow keeps that d-door locked.”

“Be  worth  checking  it  out  first,  surely?”  Dick 
suggested, starting down the steps without waiting 
for his companion's answer.  The door at the bottom 
looked  forbiddingly  solid;  if  it  were  locked  there 
would  be  little  chance  of  forcing  it  and  the  lock 
discouraged any thought of trying to pick it, even if 
he'd possessed the necessary skills.  Old, black and 
huge,  its  key  hole  could  accommodate  his  whole 
penknife, let alone the smallest blade!

Dick  tried  the  handle,  which  turned  with  a  heavy 
metallic  clunk,  and  the  door  creaked  shudderingly 
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open.  Pleased to have been proved right for once, he 
called up the stairs to his companion.

Arthur - or, rather, his torch, glaring into Dick's eyes 
- appeared at the top of the steps.  “W-what is it?”

“Come on down, the door's open.  We can get in this 
way.”

“Did you s-say the d-door's  open?” Arthur queried 
anxiously, not moving.

“Yes, come on down!”  Dick was growing impatient 
with  the  other  man's  inconsistency;  he  seemed  as 
nervous of running into Marlow as a young virgin of 
meeting  an  old  lecher,  but  all  the  while  clomped 
around the house like the military on manoeuvres!

Slowly - with obvious reluctance - Arthur descended 
the steps.  “If the d-door's open, Marlow m-must be 
d-down here.  We must be very c-careful.”

“I  wasn't  planning  to  burst  in  like  the  Spanish 
Inquisition from Monty Python!” Dick retorted.  He 
shone  his  torch  in  through  the  open  doorway, 
revealing  bare  stonework  but  nothing  at  all 
alarming.  “Let's see what we can find.”

He led the way this time, along a short passage into a 
low  vaulted  chamber  with  darkened  archways 
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opening  off  it  on  either  side;  at  the  far  end  the 
rusting remains of a wrought iron screen divided the 
low room from a larger area in which he could just 
make  out  slab  like  forms  that  looked  disturbingly 
like tombs.

“Bugger me!  Looks like this place really is a crypt.” 
Dick moved closer to the corroded screen.

“Th-that's the f-family v-vault,” Arthur stammered 
nervously.  “Ginger w-won't be in th-there.  One of 
the other p-passages leads to a c-couple of locked d-
doors.  I th-think that's w-where she'll b-be.”

Dick stopped and turned to look at his companion 
with renewed suspicion.  “How come you know your 
way around?”

“G-Ginger and I c-came down here a c-couple of d-
days ago,” Arthur admitted.

“You brought Ginger down here?”  Dick was mildly 
shocked.  “What on earth for?”

“W-w-we  were  t-trying  to  f-find  out  w-what  M-
Marlow  w-was  up  to.”   Arthur's  stutter  had 
noticeably  worsened.   “We  w-were  l-l-looking  for 
evidence.”
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“What did you find?  Black candles and upside down 
crucifixes?”  Dick  asked,  drawing  on  memories  of 
sensational cinematic concoctions.  He decided not to 
make an issue of Arthur's having brought his fiancée 
to  such  a  potentially  dangerous  place,  suspecting 
that she had been a more than willing accomplice; 
Ginger was a difficult girl to persuade if she didn't 
want to do something, as Dick well knew.

“N-no.  I t-told you, we f-found a couple of l-locked 
doors.  There w-was a small one with a p-padlock on 
and a b-big one that I  think l-leads to the old ch-
chapel.  I suspect that's w-where Marlow p-performs 
his evil r-rites.  We also f-found a c-coffin with a w-
woman's body in it.”

“You're  joking!”   This  time  Arthur  had  really 
succeeded in startling Dick.

“It w-was Ginger's pr-pr-predecessor,” he continued. 
“G-Ginger  was  t-told  that  she'd  l-left,  but  sh-she 
hadn't; she'd d-d-died and her b-body was in that c-
coffin.  It had her n-name on it.  But that's n-not all. 
Ginger  w-worked  out  that  she  m-must  have  died 
about  s-six  months  ago,  but  her  b-body  hasn't  d-
decomposed at all!”

“You  saw  it?   Jesus!”   Dick  was  appalled,  his 
thoughts leaping around like socks in a tumble drier. 
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“You can't be serious.  You're having me on.  People 
don't just leave bodies lying around in their cellars in 
unsealed coffins.  It's unhygienic, for a start!”

“T-take  a  l-look  for  yourself,”  Arthur  challenged 
him.  “It's only j-just over there in one of th-those 
alcoves.”

Dick was attacked by a sudden bout of uncertainty; 
suppose  Arthur  were  telling  the  truth.   That 
possibility was too awful to contemplate.  It had to be 
a  send  up!   There  was  only  one  way  to  settle  it. 
“Okay, show me this long-life corpse!”

Arthur suddenly seemed rather reluctant, now that 
his bluff had been called.  That may, of course, have 
been due to his congenital timidity!  He overcame his 
reluctance,  however,  and  led  the  was  across  the 
chamber, probing the dark openings with his torch 
beam.  “It-it's in one of th-these alcoves.  No - n-not 
that one.  Th-this is the one.”

The light from Dick's torch supplemented Arthur's, 
illuminating  a  small  square  recess  containing  two 
plain wooden boxes on trestles.  One was open, its lid 
propped against the trestle beside it; the other was 
closed.  Swiftly confirming that the open casket was 
empty,  Dick  strode  up  to  the  other  one.   He  was 
mildly ashamed to feel his heart thumping.
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“You sure these are coffins?” he asked.  “They look 
more like  packing cases t'me,   and I  can't  see any 
name on this one.”

“It's wr-written on the end,” Arthur elucidated; he 
had remained standing at the entrance to the alcove. 
Dick moved to the end of the box and examined it 
with his torch; he was unnerved to find that Arthur's 
outlandish story might be true.

“Was that her name?  Virginia?”

“Th-that's what G-Ginger said,” Arthur confirmed. 
“It was f-finding her n-name on the c-coffin that c-
convinced Ginger that s-something unpleasant was 
g-going on here.”

Unpleasant  could  be  the  understatement  of  the 
century, Dick felt as he stared at the closed coffin (if 
that's what it truly was).  For the first time he was 
acutely  aware  that  sleuthing  had  its  downside;  he 
had never before seen a corpse in the flesh and these 
were  hardly  the  ideal  circumstances  for  rectifying 
that deficiency.  Swallowing hard, he switched off his 
torch and returned it to his pocket.

“W-w-what  are  you  d-doing?”  Arthur  squeaked  in 
alarm.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 401

“I need both hands to lift the lid,” Dick told him with 
assumed bravado.  “Shine your torch over here, and 
try to keep it a little more steady!”

Taking a firm grip on both his nerves and the coffin 
lid,  Dick lifted the latter cautiously.  What he saw 
brought  immediate  relief;  even  by  the  fluctuating 
light from Arthur's will-o-the-wisp torch beam it was 
obvious  that  the  box  was  empty.   “Okay,  Arthur, 
what's the punch line?”

“W-what d-do you m-mean?  I d-don't understand.”

“Come  and  take  a  look,  then,  instead  of  hanging 
about out there like a frightened kid!”  Dick was fast 
tiring  of  his  companion's  games.   “You  won't  see 
anything unpleasant.  In fact, you'll see bugger all! 
The box is empty.”

“Empty?”  Arthur had taken a step forward into the 
alcove, but froze then, staring in horror at the empty 
box, his torch beam doing a very good impression of 
Tinkerbell.  “I w-was r-r-right!”

“Right?  About what?”  Dick was thoroughly puzzled 
and just as greatly exasperated.

Arthur's  expression of  fear abruptly crumpled into 
one of embarrassment.  “If I t-tell you, y-you'll j-just 
l-l-laugh at me.”



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 402

“And why should  I  do  that?”  Dick's  patience had 
disappeared along with the hypothetical corpse.  “If 
you know something,  stop pissing about and come 
clean!”

“I th-think she m-may b-be a v-v-vampire,” Arthur 
disclosed awkwardly.

Dick  guffawed,  the  echo  distorting  it  into  sinister 
mockery.  “A vampire!  Come off  it, Arthur.  This 
place may look a dead ringer for Castle Dracula, but 
get real.  If there ever was a body in this box - which 
I'm beginning to doubt - someone's moved it for some 
reason.  It certainly didn't get up and walk away!”

Arthur recoiled from Dick's cynical onslaught, as if 
the latter had himself suddenly sprouted fangs.  “She 
w-was  d-d-definitely  there  w-when  I  c-came  down 
here w-with Ginger.  She can c-confirm my st-story.”

“Unfortunately  she's  not  here  to  ask,”  Dick 
reminded him.  “I suggest we let this drop and get on 
with  finding  her.   But  I'll  take  a  couple  of  quick 
snaps  before  we  leave;  we  might  need  some 
evidence.”

He rummaged in his pockets for the camera.

“L-listen!” Arthur hissed unexpectedly.  “C-can you 
hear that?”



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 403

“Hear what?”  Dick paused to listen but could detect 
no  sounds  to  arouse  excitement.   “What  am  I 
supposed to be listening for?”

“Chanting,  l-like  m-monks.   There,  it's  l-louder 
now!”

Now  that  he  had  tuned  his  ears  to  the  right 
wavelength,  Dick  could  just  about  detect  the 
monotonous  singing  of  a  distant  male  voice  choir. 
“Sounds  like  one  of  those  'peace  and  tranquillity' 
CDs they're always plugging on the radio!”

“Th-that's n-no CD!” Arthur stated with surprising 
authority.  “It s-sounds more like a B-Black Mass!”

“A black mass of what?” Dick asked facetiously; this 
whole situation was becoming quite unreal.

The other man ignored his quip.  “G-Ginger may be 
in g-great danger.  C-come on!”

“Hang on just a sec,” Dick complained.  “I'll take a 
couple of quick shots and I'll be with you.”

But Arthur was not listening; the bee in his bonnet 
had clearly stung him into action.  Without waiting, 
he hurried off, leaving Dick in the dark.

“Hang  on!”  Dick  shouted  after  his  disappearing 
accomplice.   The  echo  -  rebounding  wildly  off  the 
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stone  walls  like  the  electronic  ball  in  a  'Breakout' 
game - mocked him.  Hang on! - g'on! - gone!

“Shit!”  Dick's loud expletive was swiftly extended by 
the echo into a bout of diarrhoea.  He fumbled for his 
torch  and  switched  it  back  on.   Placing  it  on  the 
ground  so  that  it  lit  the  two  boxes,  he  quickly 
gathered  his  evidence.   As  he  did  so,  the  flash 
revealed  a  detail  that  caught  his  attention;  both 
boxes had something written on their ends.  Shoving 
the camera back into his pocket,  he picked up the 
torch again and directed it  onto the base of  other 
box.  The writing spelt another name, in the same 

old fashioned script: Millicent.

Dick nearly dropped the torch and a troop of cold-
footed  spiders  commenced  a  route  march  up  his 
spine;  events  had  suddenly  acquired  an  alarming 
degree  of  seriousness.   An  empty  coffin  sized  box 
with an unknown girl's name on it was one thing - 
and  Arthur's  stutterings  had  reduced  rather  than 
enhanced its credibility - but one with Ginger's name 
on  was  quite  another!   Dick  was  also  growing 
uncomfortably  conscious  of  being  alone  in  that 
darkened  crypt.   Thoughts  of  Marlow  performing 
unspeakable occult rites began to gain credibility in 
those  sinister  surroundings,  and  even  vampires 
started to seem a little less implausible!
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C'mon Dick, get a grip on things!  The goings on at 
Myrddin-ddu might well qualify for inclusion in an 
x-rated  movie,  but  not  the  genre  that  featured 
ghosties  and  ghoulies!   It  was  never-the-less  vital 
that he track down Ginger - with some urgency - but 
how to go about it?  According to Arthur, she was 
being  held  down  here  in  the  crypt,  and  Dick  had 
heard  that  incongruous  chanting,  but  was  he  also 
hearing the warning honk of a wild goose?  Arthur 
had claimed that Ginger could confirm his story, but 
lacking Ginger's personal testimony, what proof was 
there that she had even heard of Arthur, let alone 
explored the crypt with him?

All the evidence that Dick had uncovered by himself 
seemed  to  point  to  some  variation  on  the  kinky 
house party scenario.  This expedition to the crypt - 
complete with prop coffin and atmospheric chanting 
- could all be part of the Halloween experience (Dick 
still  thought the chanting  had sounded  like  a  CD, 
and it had stopped now, he noticed).  But just how 
sinister  were  the  implications?   Was  Marlow  a 
dangerous sadist or merely a rather weird practical 
joker?   Alistair  was  living  proof  that  a  liking  for 
bondage and sexual torture was not necessarily the 
hallmark  of  a  monster,  but  where  did  that  leave 
Ginger?  Dick could not imagine her condoning what 
Mrs Price had meted out to him (even though she 
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might have felt that he deserved it!) unless she had 
changed  drastically  since  coming  to  Myrddin-ddu 
and had discovered some hitherto unrevealed dark 
side  to  her  personality.   The  notion  of  Ginger  - 
hardly a meek person at any time - developing into a 
dominatrix was quite daunting!

That  unlikely  conversion  aside,  was  she  a  willing 
participant  -  sitting  there  with  Marlow  and  the 
others, having a good laugh at his expense - or was 
she a far from willing victim, imprisoned somewhere 
in that damned house?  He had to find out, and that 
called  for  strategy.   Ever  since  his  arrival  at 
Myrddin-ddu, he'd been chasing up clues presented 
to him - either directly or indirectly - by other people 
(and,  he  was  reminded  by  his  smarting  bottom, 
probably walking into cunningly laid traps!).  It was 
time for him to take the initiative and do something 
unexpected!

He  guessed  he  would  be  expected  to  continue  his 
hunt for Ginger, following up the hints dropped by 
Arthur  concerning  locked  doors  and  chanting 
monks; he was convinced now that Arthur had been 
put there - whether wittingly or not, he was unsure - 
expressly to lure him down to the crypt.  Instead of 
wasting  any  more  time  fruitlessly  nosing  around 
down there, he would go back up to Ginger's room 
and -  in the absence of  meeting someone he could 
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collar and wring the truth from - he would wait there 
for them to come to him.

He met no-one on his way back upstairs to the first 
floor,  but  as he turned into the upper  corridor  he 
noticed light spilling from under a door where there 
had previously been none.   He stopped,  uncertain; 
was  this  another  devious  distraction  or  someone 
being  careless,  assuming  that  he  would  be  fully 
occupied in the crypt?  Ignoring his own advice about 
acting predictably, he decided to investigate.

Cautiously turning the handle, he pushed the door 
open a  fraction.   There  was  no-one  in  his  narrow 
field of  vision, and he couldn't detect any sound of 
movement from within;  encouraged, he opened the 
door  wider.   The  room  appeared  unoccupied  -  he 
even squinted through the crack between the door 
frame and the hinge side of the door to ensure that 
nobody lurked behind it - so he stepped inside.

It  wasn't  another  bedroom  this  time  but  a 
comfortably  appointed  parlour.   Glancing  around, 
Dick  took  in  a  collection  of  small  armchairs, 
occasional  tables,  a  sideboard  and  a  glass  fronted 
bookcase;  heavy,  floor  length drapes  curtained  the 
window,  and  he  noticed  a  connecting  door  to  the 
adjacent room.  The source of illumination - an oil 
lamp, he guessed, from the soft hissing that issued 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 408

from it - stood on a tall, floor standing column and 
was  larger  than  any  of  the  others  he  had 
encountered,  with  a  pearly  glass  shade  that  let 
through a noticeably greater amount of light.

A pile of magazines had been haphazardly stacked on 
one of the small tables.  Dick idly turned over the top 
one or two.  They were fashion magazines, though 
both their design and the fashions in them showed 
them  to  be  half  a  century  out  of  date.   In  fact, 
everything in that room appeared to date from the 
same period,  or  even earlier;  he felt  as if  he were 
standing  in  the  middle  of  a  stage  set  for  a  Noel 
Coward  drawing  room  comedy  or  -  perhaps  more 
appropriately - the sort of room where Miss Marple 
might reveal who done it.  This was one decidedly 
odd house!

He checked out the book case, where romantic novels 
and detective fiction predominated; from the designs 
on the jackets that he could see, this was the source 
of  the  Agatha  Christie  in  Ginger's  room.   A  faint 
movement reflected in the glass of the doors caught 
his attention and he whirled around; the connecting 
door had opened to admit a semi-naked woman.

Dick's  surprise  at  her  state  of  undress  was  short 
lived; corset and stockings - but little else - seemed 
de rigueur for women at Myrddin-ddu!  His alarm at 
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the thought that he had walked into  another  trap 
was not so quick to dissipate.  The bait for this one 
was not as pretty as Gwenda -  she was taller,  too, 
and  her  figure  was  more  Vogue than  Penthouse - 
though she seemed somehow to exude sensuality like 
a heady perfume.  A brunette, with a narrow pale 
face that peered out between the heavy curtains of 
her hair, she had dark sunken eyes and a startlingly 
red mouth.

“Good evening, Mr Smart.  I am Mr Marlow's niece, 
Judith Lamort.”

So this was the infamous Judy!  Dick's agitation went 
up a notch; how had she known immediately who he 
was?  He struggled to focus on his situation rather 
than Judith's  costume,  what  little  there  was  of  it! 
Her particular specimen of  the corsetière's art was 
roughly  half  way  between  Gwenda's  brief  Basque 
and Mrs Price's body armour; fashioned to make the 
most  of  the  wearer's  meagre  cleavage  and  to 
emphasise the curves of her skinny hips and thighs, 
it hid far less than Mr's Price's while still  boasting 
enough whalebone  and  laces  to  satisfy  all  but  the 
most  rabid  of  fetishists!   Below  this  black  satin 
garment, the ultimate target of  Dick's interest was 
just about hidden by a pair of scarlet silk knickers, 
deflecting  his  appraisal  down  to  the  inviting 
highlights on the deep tops of her glossy stockings. 
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These were a shade darker than flesh tone, though a 
good few shades darker than her white flesh.

“It is my pleasure to meet you at last,” she flattered 
Dick,  stepping  gracefully  forward  on  heels  that 
added considerably  to  her stature.   The stature of 
Dick's  masculinity  was  fast  increasing  too!   Little 
wonder  that  Arthur  had  taken  against  her;  she 
looked like she could eat him for breakfast and enjoy 
doing  it!   Dick  wouldn't  have  minded  being  her 
breakfast,  but  knew  that  he  must  refuse  the 
invitation  flashed  at  him  by  those  shiny  stocking 
tops.  But could he stop himself?  His will power (or, 
more  accurately,  his  won't power!)  was  severely 
tested  by  the  predatory  gaze  that  Judith  -  like  a 
hungry  spider  –  had  fastened  upon  his  flies. 
“Welcome to my parlour!”

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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III
Dick opened his eyes, a waste of effort as he could 
still  see  nothing  but  black.   Which  didn't  surprise 
him as  he  was  laced  into  an  eyeless  leather  hood 
similar to the one that Arthur had worn, though this 
one did have a mouth opening rather than a built-in 
gag.  That small concession had been made only so 
that he could wear a bridle, the metal bit of which 
was still wedged between his aching jaws.  He was 
strapped  face  up  on  a  piece  of  Judy's  torture 
equipment  that  she  called  her  wooden  horse,  a 
hybrid  beast,  part  gym horse,  part  child's  rocking 
horse,  related  to  both  only  in  as  much  as  it  was 
designed for exercise that might result in a child!

He must have dozed for a while, which was perhaps 
his body's way of taking a weekend break from its 
many aches and pains;  the list  of  places where he 
hurt would read like an anatomy book!  Not only had 
Judy mounted him, she'd ridden him hard, for much 
longer than he cared to think about!  He wasn't so 
much saddle sore as the sore saddle, with a pommel 
so painful that the thought of using it again any time 
in the next few weeks made his toes curl.  Those, and 
his  fingers,  were  about  the  only  things  he  could 
move; his wrists and ankles were securely strapped 
to the legs of the horse, and straps attached to his 
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hood  held  his  head  immobile.   Worst  of  all,  his 
passion  fruit  had  not  only  been  tightly  bound  but 
tied to a pulley contraption that Judy had used - with 
repeated sharp tugs - as a novel form of spur!

Despite all this, he had to admit - upon reflection - 
that the ride  had offered a few brighter moments. 
The initial canter - plus a few jumps for fun - had 
been as enjoyable for him as Judy's hunting cries had 
indicated  it  was  for  her  (except  for  the  landings, 
when her weight had slammed his bruised buttocks 
against the horse, making him yelp); it was when she 
had  forced  him  into  a  gallop,  with  frequent 
application  of  that  excruciating  'spur'  mechanism, 
that  it  had  changed  from  titillation  into  torment. 
His  verbal  expression  of  his  suffering  had  clearly 
entertained Judy as much as it had Mrs Price earlier 
in the evening, but this time Dick had not gritted his 
teeth;  when  his  most  valuable  assets  were  under 
threat masculine pride went out of the window.  He 
had sung like a boy soprano!

When Judy had walked through the connecting door 
into her parlour, Dick should have remembered the 
old  proverb  about  Greeks  bearing  gifts  (that  had 
been  about  a  disaster  involving  a  wooden  horse!), 
and the warning applied even more to gift-wrapped 
women.   But  Dick  had  been  mesmerised  by  those 
silky stockings and he had accepted Judy's invitation 
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to sit and take a little wine.  He should have been 
further warned by her teasing when he'd winced as 
he lowered himself into one of the armchairs.

“Is your seat uncomfortable, Mr Smart?”

He'd been unable to stop himself blushing, guessing 
that she'd been informed of his earlier humiliation, 
but  he'd  remained  defiant.   “I  was  savaged  by  a 
Welsh bitch!”

Judy  had  laughed,  a  luscious,  syrupy  laugh  that 
excited  him.   “She  was  only  protecting  her  lambs 
from an invading wolf!”

Once seated in that low chair, Dick's eyes had been 
on  the same level  as  his  hostess's  scarlet  knickers 
and  gleaming  stocking  tops  (was  that  why  she'd 
wanted him seated?) and he'd struggled to restrain 
his hands while she stood within reach.  She'd turned 
away to fetch the wine from the sideboard and his 
gaze  had  been  hijacked  by  the  subtle  lines  of 
magnetic attraction running up the backs of her legs. 
When she'd returned with a cut crystal goblet of dark 
red  liquor  he'd  sipped  at  it  with  the  exaggerated 
mannerisms  of  a  wine  taster,  believing  that  this 
would  demonstrate his discernment.   In  truth,  his 
knowledge of wine was limited to two facts, that it 
mostly  came  from  foreign  countries  and  arrive  in 
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three colours: red, white or rosé.  The wine that Judy 
had given him had tasted unlike anything he'd ever 
drunk (hardly surprising, as he'd never before tasted 
wine that hadn't  come from a supermarket shelf!); 
what he'd been offered had resembled nectar of the 
gods.

“This  is  unbelievable.”   He'd  taken  a  larger  gulp, 
which had gone down like a surge of divine fire.  “It's 
fantastic!”

Judy had laughed again,  inspiring  a similar  surge, 
but going up through his body!

“That is not surprising, Mr Smart.”  She'd read him 
the name off the bottle, which had sounded French - 
there'd been a châteaux in there somewhere - and its 
vintage,  which  had  seemed  antediluvian  to  him. 
Neither had made any difference to his enjoyment of 
it and he'd swiftly drained the remainder of the glass.

“Would  you  care  for  another  glass?”  Judy  had 
enquired.  “And may I call you Richard?”

“Only my parents -  and Ginger -  call  me Richard. 
My friends all call me Dick.”

“How appropriate!” she'd responded archly.  “Let me 
pour you another glass, Dick.”
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He'd held up his empty goblet, though his enjoyment 
of their intimate tête-a-tête had been spoiled a little 
by the introduction of Ginger into the conversation, 
reminding him of his mission.  With unflattering (to 
Ginger)  reluctance  he  had  put  on  his  private 
detective persona much as he might the trench coat 
and trilby that symbolised it.  “Where is Ginger?”

Judy had been about to replenish his glass, but had 
stopped and fixed him with her unsettling dark eyes. 
“She is with my uncle.  You need not worry about 
her, Dick.  Do you wish her here now?”

She'd presented him with one Hell of a dilemma, but 
duty (and love?) had won.  “Yes, I'd like to see her 
now, please.”

He'd felt quite noble then, having put his concern for 
Ginger  before  the opportunity to get his  hands on 
those delicious stockings!

“If that is what you wish.”  Judy had marched across 
to  a  plaited  silk  bell  pull  hanging  beside  the 
connecting  door  and  given it  a  sharp  tug.   “I  will 
send for her.”

What are you doing, you idiot?  His dinosaur brain 
had  been  seriously  miffed,  but  Dick  had  begun to 
mistrust its single-minded advice.
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“You might at least have that second glass of wine 
while  you wait,”  Judy  had  offered,  slipping  into  a 
demeanour of cool graciousness that had managed to 
mask  her  sexual  display  as  effectively  as  if  she'd 
donned an opaque robe.  He'd accepted the proffered 
glass, partly because the wine was so drinkable, but 
also for something to do; he'd begun to feel decidedly 
awkward in her presence.

Drinking that second glass more slowly - it had, after 
all, been too good a wine to rush - he'd consumed less 
than half when the door opened and Mrs Price had 
marched in.   That had been the second time she'd 
walked in on him and a scantily clad woman, but at 
least he'd still had his trousers on this time!

He'd leapt to his feet in alarm, wasting some very 
good wine.  “What the Hell is she doing here?”

“I believe you have already met my maid, Gladys,” 
Judy had smirked.  “If you wish your fiancée brought 
here I shall need to send for her.  There is no need 
for you to stand for a servant, Mr Smart.  Please sit 
down again.”

Sinking back - carefully - into the chair, he'd watched 
Judy warily as she'd conferred with her maid.  Mrs 
Price  had  left  and  Judy  had  moved close  to  Dick, 
discarding  her robe  of  assumed reserve.  Her hips 
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and thighs had filled his vision; if  she'd moved any 
closer her suspender buttons would have poked him 
in the eye!  “Are you sure you wish me to send for 
that smug little fiancée of yours?”

Her  lush,  old  fashioned,  powdery  perfume  had 
almost  overwhelmed  him,  and  her  muskiness  had 
hardened his desire while doing the opposite for his 
resolve.   He'd  very  nearly  succumbed,  but  the 
undisguised  contempt  in  her  voice  had  fired  his 
indignation; she'd insulted his choice of partner!

He'd stood again - so close to her that they'd almost 
touched  -  and  confronted  her  face  to  face.   “Yes, 
Judy, I do want you to send for her; I want to speak 
to her.”

“As you wish!”

What had happened next was still a mystery to him. 
Judy had whispered a word that he hadn't recognised 
- it had sounded like an Eastern tongue to Dick - and 
the effect  had been extremely  disconcerting.   He'd 
experienced an eerie sense of dislocation, rather like 
being  drunk,  but  without  the  mental  fuzziness;  it 
was as if she'd flicked a switch that had disconnected 
his brain from his body.  He'd read about patients 
who  woke  from  anaesthetic  in  the  middle  of  an 
operation - conscious but unable to move or speak - 
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and  had  felt  that  something  very  similar  had 
happened  to  him.   Fear  and  anger  had  exploded 
inside  his  brain,  but  nowhere  else;  all  that  had 
reached  his  guts  had  been  faint  echoes  of  those 
emotions.

Judy had gloated over his helplessness.  “In case you 
are wondering what has happened to you, the second 
glass of wine contained a small concoction of mine, a 
spirit of rare herbs and fungi.  It has rendered you 
extremely  susceptible  to  mesmeric  influence.   You 
must now do whatever I command of you.”

If he'd been able he would have cursed and reviled 
her, but his vocal chords had gone on strike, feeling 
all loose and relaxed as he'd once experienced with 
bad laryngitis.  Nor had he been able to raise a hand 
against her.

Mrs  Price  had  returned  then,  without  Ginger,  of 
course.  Judy had taken Dick's hand in hers.  “It is 
now time for us to go upstairs.  Come!”

He'd struggled to resist (the very first time that he'd 
fought  such  an  invitation!)  having  guessed  where 
'upstairs' referred to, but an irresistible compulsion 
to obey Judy's instructions had moved his feet.  She 
had led him along the corridor and up the narrow 
stairs to the attic, with Mrs Price riding shot gun in 
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the rear; not that Dick had been able to do anything 
but go with them.  His fears had been justified; he'd 
been taken to the torture room, where Mrs Price had 
undressed him.   Much as he'd  fought against  that 
indignity, his body had remained unresisting while 
the Welshwoman stripped him as unceremoniously 
as  a  shop  window  dummy,  compounding  his 
humiliation  by  examining  her  former  handiwork 
with exploratory fingers.

“I do hope you have not damaged him.”  Judy had 
walked  round  behind  him  and  tut-tutted 
disapprovingly.  “Sometimes you do not know your 
own strength, Gladys.  I trust that he will be fit to 
perform properly.”

Dick had felt quite degraded, having to stand there 
stark  naked  while  Judy  had  inspected  him  like  a 
domestic animal.  But that, of course, had been his 
intended role!

She'd introduced him them to the rocking,  padded 
frame, patting it affectionately.  “This, Dick, is my 
wooden  horse,  the  bones  of  the  beast.   You  will 
provide the flesh and I shall ride it!”

His  preparation  for  the  planned  gymkhana  had 
begun  with  a  small  goblet  of  unappetising  dark 
liquid which Judy had insisted he drink.  “It is an 
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extract  from  specially  selected  roots  that  promote 
growth and stamina.  It requires a few minutes for 
the effects to take hold, but these will last for some 
hours.”

He'd once again wasted his time trying to resist her, 
attempting to clench his teeth, but had been unable 
to  prevent  her  feeding  the  potion  to  him;  it  had 
tasted retchingly bitter, but had not - as he'd hoped - 
induced him to throw up.  It had begun to take effect 
very quickly; he'd watched in horrified amazement as 
his  little  gentleman  had  undertaken  a  lightening 
body building course, until it was as hard, dark and 
swollen  as  if  constricted  by  a  tight  rubber  band. 
Incredibly, all that he'd been able to feel had been a 
slight pins and needles tingling.

Judy had viewed the result approvingly.  “When I go 
riding I like a good stallion!”

He'd then been hooded and bridled, and lifted onto 
the frame.  Once all the straps had been tightened, 
Judy had whispered another Arabic sounding word 
and  Dick  had  been  released  from  her  hypnotic 
control.  Unable to free himself - or even express his 
dissatisfaction  in  anything  more  articulate  than 
garbled  grunts  -  he'd  been  allowed  to  experience 
without  any  attenuation  the  full  sensations  of  his 
novel situation.
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It  had  started  with  the  best  bit,  when  Judy  had 
mounted  him.   That  had  almost  been  the  genital 
equivalent of  his initial  mouthful  of  her wonderful 
wine, but from then on it had been a downhill ride to 
his  present  miserable  predicament.   What  was  to 
happen  to  him  now  he  couldn't  begin  to  guess, 
beyond the fairly confident prediction that once the 
constricting  effect  of  Judy's  drug  wore  off,  the 
mounting pressure in  his bladder  would  force  him 
into a fair imitation of an ornamental fountain!

It was clear to Dick that Judy hadn't  the slightest 
concern for his welfare or comfort.  When  she had 
finished her exhausting ride (for him, if not for her!), 
she and her maid had left, leaving Dick trapped in 
his equestrian role.  He was starting to feel a little 
chilled and feared that his muscles would cramp.  He 
was depressingly certain that he couldn't escape from 
his current predicament unaided; even James Bond 
would have been lucky to have wriggled out of this 
one!   Of  course,  in  a  Bond  movie  this  was  the 
moment when the heroine sneaked in to free him, 
but Dick was not even sure that the only heroine in 
his  personal  movie  was  aware  of  his  presence  at 
Myrddin-ddu.

He tensed.  The bolts on the door were drawn back, 
followed by the sound of its opening.  What did that 
woman want now?  Surely she hadn't returned for 
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yet more exercise!  He couldn't be sure whether she'd 
actually  orgasmed  (which  he  hadn't,  due  to  her 
damned potion!); she'd been highly vocal throughout 
the whole ride, though her operatic finale suggested 
that she might have.  Whether she had nor not, Dick 
wasn't hopeful that she'd come back to release him.

Hesitant  footsteps  approached  and  then  stopped. 
“D-D-Dick?  Is th-that you?”

Until  that  moment  Dick  would  have  laughed  if 
anyone had suggested that he'd be overjoyed to hear 
that irritating stutter.  Arthur might not be anyone's 
ideal  Bond  girl  -  and  this  reversal  of  their  earlier 
roles didn't do a great deal for Dick's image - but he 
instantly  forgave  Arthur  all  his  faults.   Until  the 
other  man unstrapped  him and  helped  him down. 
Either through genuine oversight or a coy reluctance 
to examine too closely just how he'd been tied up, his 
rescuer forgot to release the 'spur' attachment; Dick 
slid from the wooden frame but his prize possessions 
didn't!

Giving vent to a scream that would have done justice 
to a virgin in the hands of an amorous old roué, he 
somehow managed to balance himself  on tip-toe to 
lessen the tension while he fumbled blindly to free 
himself  from  the  castrating  cord.   His  relief  as  it 
came undone was in a league of it own!  Staggering 
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forward,  he  struggled  with  the  fastenings  of  the 
bridle and hood.

Arthur  helped  him remove  them.   “Are  you  all  r-
right?”

“Apart from nearly losing my nuts, you mean?” Dick 
replied dryly.

“I'm  s-sorry.   I  d-didn't  see  that.”   He  sounded 
genuinely  remorseful,  and  was  obviously 
embarrassed by Dick's still rampant condition.

“Nothing I can do about that, I'm afraid.  That bitch 
Judy  made  me  drink  some  damned  potion  that's 
given me a permanent hard-on.   I'm busting for  a 
slash, but can't!  Apart from that, I'm okay, just so 
long as I don't want any kids!”

Dick  almost  laughed  at  his  companion's  pained 
expression.  “Seriously, I'll be fine.”

He  spoke  too  soon;  moments  later  his  own 
expression  was  extremely  pained  as  he  hopped 
around  the  room  in  agony,  clutching  one  leg  and 
swearing  as  if  in  a  contest  to  use  the  greatest 
number of different expletives in one sentence.  The 
thing  that  he'd  been  dreading  had  happened;  his 
muscles had seized up.
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“S-sit  down!”  Arthur  instructed,  virtually  pushing 
Dick  into  the  chair  from  which  he  had  rescued 
Arthur a few hours earlier.   Kneeling before  Dick, 
the other man caught hold of  the afflicted leg and 
pressed  the  foot  upward,  stretching  the  cramped 
muscle.  Gradually the pain subsided and Dick was 
able  to  stand  and  hobble.   Arthur  fetched  a  cape 
from the rack of kinky attire and draped it around 
his shoulders.  “W-wear this, it'll help to k-keep you 
warm.  And keep m-moving around; that'll help to st-
stop your muscles c-cramping again.”

“Thanks,  Arthur.   I  really  mean  that.   You  don't 
know how pleased I am you found me.”

“I've a f-fair idea,” Arthur replied.  “You r-rescued 
me, r-remember?”

“I guess we're even now,” Dick acknowledged.  “How 
did you know I was up here?”

“I d-didn't,” Arthur explained.  “When I d-dashed off 
in the crypt I thought you were f-following me.  I d-
d-discovered  that  the  chanting  we  heard  was  c-
coming from behind the door to the ch-chapel that I 
told  you  about,  but  when  I  r-realised  you  weren't 
behind  me I  ch-chickened  out  and  c-came back to 
look for you.  I couldn't f-find you and I thought you 
m-might  have  gone  b-back  up  to  Ginger's  room. 
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When I c-came back up I n-nearly ran into Judith 
and her m-maid coming down from the attic, but I 
m-managed to hide and they didn't s-see me.  When I 
c-couldn't find you anywhere, I th-thought you might 
be up here.  So I c-came to have a look.”

“I'm damned glad you did!” Dick said with feeling. 
“I  was  getting  thoroughly  pissed  off  with  being 
strapped on that sodding frame.”

“W-what happened?” Arthur asked.

Dick was inclined to evade that question, but quickly 
realised  that  Ginger,  if  she  learnt  of  the  incident 
(somehow he  suspected  that  she  would!),  certainly 
wouldn't  be content  without a full  explanation.   A 
rehearsal  with  Arthur  -  as  a  less  critical  and 
suspicious audience - might be good practice.

“I feel a bit of a Wally," he confessed.  "After you ran 
off,  I  went  looking  for  you,  but  couldn't  find  you 
anywhere,  so I  thought you might have gone back 
upstairs.  Great minds think alike!  Like you, I ran 
into Judy, but I wasn't as quick as you were.  I did 
also  think  I  might  be  able  to  weasel  Ginger's 
whereabouts out of her.  But the bitch hypnotised me 
and I couldn't do a bloody thing!  Then she and that 
damned maid of hers dragged me up here between 
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them  and  strapped  me  onto  that  bloody  wooden 
horse.”

“W-what for?” Arthur queried.   His expression -  a 
fluctuating  mixture  of  concern,  puzzlement  and 
indecent fascination - was almost comic.

“Can't you guess?”  Dick retorted.  “Judy wanted to 
play ride-a-cock-horse!”

Arthur looked mildly shocked and blushed, perhaps 
because his prurient suspicions had been confirmed. 
“That's d-disgusting!”

His  display  of  self-righteous  prudishness  irritated 
Dick; he suspected that it was more assumed than 
genuine.   He decided to  wind  his  companion up a 
little.  “Oh, I don't know, it wasn't all bad.  I've got a 
mate whose into all this S&M lark; maybe he's not 
quite so crazy as I used to think.  It really is quite a 
turn on having a randy bitch riding your prick while 
you're helpless to stop her.  If only she hadn't kept 
yanking my nuts!”

His ploy worked.  Arthur was visibly outraged.  “I'm 
s-s-sorry b-but I th-think it s-sounds revolting!”

“Whatever turns you on, I say.”  Dick suppressed a 
grin.  “What I need now - apart from a piss, which I 
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can't do - is find my clothes.  Any ideas where they 
may've been taken?”

“I expect J-Judith's maid has t-taken them to the s-
servant's  quarters,”  Arthur  speculated  unhelpfully, 
still  seeming  put  out  by  Dick's  attitude,  but  then 
visibly pulled himself together and made a friendly 
offer.  “I m-might be able to f-find you something.”

“Thanks,  but  I  need  to  find  my  own  things. 
Everything I need - wallet, mobile phone, car keys, 
torch - are in my jacket.”

“I see.”  Arthur was evidently at a loss.  “Won't you 
n-need something to w-wear in the meantime, while 
you're l-looking for your j-jacket, and for G-Ginger?”

“I  guess  you're  right,”  Dick  acknowledged 
reluctantly.   “P'rhaps  I  will  take  you  up  on  your 
offer; I don't fancy anything else hanging on the rack 
over there.”

“L-let's go back d-down to my room and I'll see what 
I've g-got left in my r-rucksack.”

Dick  followed  him  downstairs  to  the  guest  room, 
where  Arthur  lit  the  lamp.   “Squat  on  the  b-bed 
while I have a l-look in my rucksack.  There w-won't 
be anything special.”
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If what Arthur was wearing was any guide, he didn't 
own anything special,  Dick thought, but kept it to 
himself.   “Anything'll  do.   Is  there  a  loo  here 
anywhere, I think Miss Borgia's stop-cock potion is 
beginning to wear off at last.”

Indeed, its constricting hold was weakening by the 
minute,  and  the  pressure  was  threatening  an 
embarrassingly uncontrollable gush.

“J-just across the c-corridor,” Arthur directed him. 
“It's m-marked on the door.”

Borrowing the other man's torch, Dick slipped back 
out into the darkened passage and quickly found the 
right room, though he nearly passed it by before it 
clicked in his brain that the Water Closet was what 
he wanted.  The ornate china and cast iron loo was 
antique, but it served his purpose.  Relieving himself 
acquired added meaning as he groaned aloud with 
the  intensity  of  the  relief;  it  almost  approached 
orgasm as a sensual experience!

When he returned to the guest room, all that Arthur 
had managed to find for him were a pair of shorts 
and a shapeless green jumper.  “Judith p-pinched my 
other c-clothes when she t-tied me up,  and I'm w-
wearing my spare set.  I haven't anything else, and I-
I'm afraid I haven't any c-clean underwear, either.”
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“What a choice!” Dick remarked; if he turned down 
Arthur's  meagre  offerings  he  was  stuck  with  the 
black rubber cape.  “Boy scout or Dracula!  Neither's 
exactly the thing for serious sleuthing.”

“I w-would have thought a D-Dracula costume was 
just  the  j-job  for  creeping  around  the  c-crypt!” 
Arthur retorted,  demonstrating that he did  have a 
sense  of  humour.   He  also  sparked  off  an  idea  in 
Dick's brain.

“Hey!  You may be right; these kinky capes may be 
just  what's  needed  to  get  into  wherever  Ginger's 
being held prisoner without standing out like a sore 
thumb.  It's a pity you dumped yours.”

“I l-left  it  hanging on the b-back of  the loo door,” 
Arthur  remembered.   “I'll  s-slip  across  and  f-fetch 
it.”

“Whoa  there!”  Dick  apprehended  him  before  he 
could  rush off  again.   “I  don't  think it's there any 
more, I didn't see it just now.  You can use this one; 
I'll  take  my  chance  in  the  boy  scout  costume. 
Dressing up in black rubber doesn't turn me on like 
it does some people I know!”

Dropping  the cape  onto  the bed,  he  pulled  on  the 
shorts that Arthur had lent him, but was unable to 
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make the waistband meet over his modest beer gut. 
“If I'm to do these up I'll have to go on a crash diet!”

“I haven't g-got a spare b-belt, either,” Arthur added, 
but after a moment he delved into his rucksack again 
- like a grotto Santa, he seemed to have something 
for everyone in his sack - and produced the solution: 
a nylon strap that he carried for securing loads to the 
top  of  his  rucksack.   It  held  up  the  shorts 
satisfactorily, but left the fly gaping a bit to show off 
Dick's masculine hairiness.

“It's a good job Judy's magic potion has worn off!” he 
quipped.   The  borrowed  jumper  was  no  better  fit, 
clinging to him like a possessive girlfriend.  “If I had 
a school cap I'd pass for Billy Bunter in this outfit!”

Arthur could not suppress a brief grin.  “I th-thought 
the jumper  would  f-fit  you all  right;  it's  rather  b-
baggy on me.”

“This  wouldn't  be  baggy  on  a  skeleton!”  Dick 
complained.  “It'll have to do, though.  What about 
something for my feet?  I don't mind trotting around 
up here in bare tootsies so much - it's mainly carpets 
or  polished  wood  floors  -  but  I'm  buggered  if  I'm 
going back down to the crypt like this.  It's bloody 
cold stone floors down there, and God knows what I 
might tread on!”
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“I've  n-no  more  shoes  at  all,”  Arthur  apologised. 
“Th-that's why I'm w-wearing my walking boots.  I 
might  have  a  spare  pair  of  b-boot  socks.   They're 
quite thick.”

While Arthur rummaged in the rucksack yet again, 
Dick swiftly reviewed their limited inventory.  “One 
cape for disguise and one torch; that's it!  What we 
could really do with is something to use as a weapon. 
The only  one  I  had -  if  you can call  a  penknife  a 
weapon - was in my jacket pocket.  Do we waste time 
trying to find that first?  You don't happen to carry a 
machete in your bottomless rucksack, do you?”

“I d-don't,” the other man replied ruefully.  “I t-tell 
you what m-might do, though!  There's a d-display of 
medieval w-weapons over the m-main staircase.  If 
we c-could get a c-couple of the swords down, they m-
might do.”

“Why not!” Dick agreed.  “After what's been done to 
me tonight  I'm just in  the mood  to  stick  someone 
with something long, hard and pointy!”

Arthur dug out a pair of thick woollen socks which 
he  tossed  to  Dick.   At  that  moment  a  scream  - 
indisputably  female and not  too far  away -  echoed 
through  the  old  house.   The  two  men  exchanged 
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glances,  each reading  in  the other's  expression  his 
own fears and conclusions.  “Ginger!”

Arthur dashed to the door and edged it open, peering 
out into the darkened corridor.  Dick attempted to 
pull a sock onto one of his feet without bothering to 
sit down, but it was tight and he ended up hopping 
around the room as he struggled to get his foot into 
the woollen sheath.

“I can s-see a l-light!” Arthur informed him in a loud 
stage whisper.   “It's  m-moving  away d-downstairs. 
We must hurry!”

“Hang on!” Dick objected.  “I can't get these sodding 
socks on!”

He collapsed onto the bed and managed to work the 
close fitting sock over his foot.

“It's g-going away!” Arthur reported impatiently.  “If 
we w-wait any longer we'll l-lose it.  I'm g-going after 
it!”

“Wait for me!”  Dick tugged and twisted the other 
sock over his toes, but the more he rushed the less 
progress he made.  Arthur ignored his plea, snatched 
his torch from the bedside table and dashed from the 
room.
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Dick swore; why did the damned fellow have to keep 
running  off?   As  soon  as  he  had  both  socks  on  - 
ignoring the mild discomfort of one heel twisted up 
beside his ankle - he strode to the door, left open by 
the other man's hurried departure.  In the corridor 
there  was  blackness  -  and  nothing  but  -  in  both 
directions.

Dick's instinct was to call his companion's name, but 
it occurred to him in time that it might not be the 
wisest thing to do.  He swore again (his repertoire of 
expletives  was  getting  plenty  of  exercise  that 
evening!) and went back into the room for the lamp. 
He was halted and startled by a series of loud noises 
from just along the corridor.  These would once have 
been  fairly  common  night  noises  in  urban  back 
gardens  -  less  so  since  galvanised  dustbins  have 
largely been replaced by plastic  wheelie  bins  -  but 
not what Dick expected to hear inside Myrddin-ddu: 
the  angry  yowling  and  spitting  of  a  cat,  swiftly 
followed  by  the  loud  crash  and  the  clatter  of  a 
dustbin lid, this one apparently bouncing away down 
the stairs.

Dick  could  not  resist  a  small  smile;  had  Arthur 
tripped  over  the  household  mog  in  the  dark? 
Snatching up the lamp, he was surprised to discover 
how heavy it was, and how difficult to hold steady so 
that the flame didn't shimmy like a belly dancer.  He 
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was startled again - very nearly dropping the lamp - 
as a flash of movement caught the corner of his eye; 
something pale had shot past the open doorway.  The 
dancing lamp flame made a few high leaps, closely 
followed  by  a  corps  de  ballet  of  shadows  and 
reflections around the room.  Maybe that was all that 
he had seen, a reflection; it had surely been moving 
too  quickly  for  a  person?   Unless  it  had  been 
someone running, in which case he would have heard 
the pounding of feet on the wooden floor.  Could it 
have been a large cat, or even a ghost?

Neither of these explanations convinced him, so he 
took the lamp to the door, as quickly as he could; it 
hampered  fast  movement  as  effectively  as  a 
brimming glass (he had carried a few of those in his 
time!).  Peering out along the darkened passage he 
was just in  time to  catch a brief  glimpse of  white 
disappearing into darkness as the far end, followed 
by the soft click of a door closing.  So much for his 
theories; he had never heard of a cat that could open 
and shut doors, and ghosts simply walked through 
them!

Apart from the unsteady glow from the lamp that he 
held, the only light in the corridor seeped out from 
under  Ginger's  door.   Dick  suffered  a  momentary 
twinge of guilt that he had not thought to check her 
room  since  his  release  from  Judy's  hobby  horse. 
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There  had,  of  course,  been  rather  more  pressing 
matters, but he decided then and there to rectify his 
omission before exploring along the corridor.  After 
all, wasn't it quite possible that Ginger's scream had 
come  from  her  room  and  that  Arthur  had  gone 
chasing  off  on  a  fool's  errand?   Unfortunately  - 
however  much  that  scenario  appealed  to  Dick  -  a 
quick  inspection  of  Ginger's  room  provided 
absolutely  no  evidence  of  foolishness  on  Arthur's 
part.

Dick turned his attention to the room at the far end 
of the corridor, the one into which the person he'd 
almost  seen  -  assuming  that  it  had  been  human 
(what else?) - had disappeared.  Tip-toeing along to 
the door in question, he paused to listen, pressing his 
ear  to  the  panelling  in  best  Restoration  Comedy 
fashion.  No light showed beneath the door and all 
that he could hear was the gentle hissing of his own 
lamp.   Still  he  hesitated;  he  had  walked  into  too 
many traps already that night!   It  was ironic  that 
having previously fallen - more than once - for the 
lure of  light escaping from under the door, he was 
now hesitating when there was no such lure.

Chiding  his  timidity  -  he  was  getting  as  bad  as 
Arthur  -  he  grasped the door  knob  and  turned  it, 
cautiously  easing  the  door  open.   The  room  was 
another  bedroom,  but  not  currently  in  use,  it 
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appeared.   It  was dark apart from the feeble glow 
from Dick's lamp and a splash of moonlight from the 
uncurtained  window  that  flowed  across  the 
uncarpeted floor  and up onto the unmade bed.   A 
flicker  of  paleness  in  the deep  shadows made  him 
jump  and  set  his  lamp  fluctuating  wildly;  then  a 
young  woman  in  a  simple  floor  length  white 
nightgown stepped into the wedge of cold moonlight.

Maybe Dick should have been surprised, but this was 
becoming  something  of  a  habit.   Most  of  his 
encounters at Myrddin-ddu seemed to follow much 
the same script!  This encounter was small, slim and 
anaemic  looking,  her  blonde  hair  cut  in  a  rather 
dated  fringe  and  under  roll  around  a  thin  boyish 
face.  She looked unreal, like a nineteen-sixties shop 
window mannequin.  Her eyes were inscrutable pools 
of darkness.

"Well,  they  certainly  keep  some  talent  here,"  Dick 
commented, almost to himself.  "You must be one of 
the other maids.  Gwenda told me your names but 
I've forgotten them.  Helen, was that one of them?"

The  girl  said  nothing  but  welcomed  him  with  a 
calculatedly  captivating  smile.   Dick  was  certainly 
captivated,  but  also  mildly  discomforted  as  he  felt 
himself  responding  with  equipment  that  by  rights 
ought to have been out of commission for a week at 
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the very least!  Things quickly got worse when the 
girl's  long  fingers  slithered,  snake-like,  across  her 
breasts  to  her  neck,  where  they  released  the  tie 
securing her gown.  It slid  to the floor to reveal a 
slender  naked  form  that  was  far  too  beautifully 
proportioned  to  resemble  any  shop  dummy, 
suggesting  rather  one  of  those  Art  Deco nude 
sculptures that adorn table lamps and car mascots.

Here we go again!  But Dick was far from certain 
that he could go again.  His attempts to rise to the 
occasion  were  already  proving  painful,  and 
embarrassing!  Without the restraint of underpants, 
the  skimpy shorts  that  Arthur  had  lent  him were 
unable to contain his growing interest.  He managed 
to prevent it bursting - Alien like - from the gaping 
fly,  but  it  escaped  down  the brief  trouser  leg  and 
peeped out saucily from underneath.

The white marble statuette clambered onto the bed 
and draped herself there in a gesture that was worth 
the  proverbial  thousand  words,  most  of  then 
pornographic!   Dick was seriously concerned about 
the  wisdom  of  accepting  her  unspoken  invitation; 
apart from any physical limitation imposed by Judy's 
abuse,  even  he  hadn't  failed  to  notice  that  on 
previous  occasions  when  he'd  given  way  to  his 
natural urges, the consequences had been painful.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK TWO PAGE 438

But once again his lower brain achieved a successful 
coup.  Dick cast around for  somewhere to put the 
lamp  down,  but  finding  no  suitable  furniture,  he 
settled for the floor.  The strap substituting as a belt 
for  his  shorts  was  equipped  with  a  quick  release 
catch  and  demonstrated  that  attribute  extremely 
efficiently.  The porcelain figurine on the bed fixed 
her  dark  gaze  upon  Dick's  throbbing  (as  in  a 
hammered thumb!) erection and licked her pale lips 
hungrily.

“My God, this place is full of hot totty!” he muttered 
as he climbed onto the mattress beside her, but when 
they embraced he found her far from hot.  Her firm 
young breasts chilled his hand - her skin felt oddly 
waxy, not goose pimpled as he'd expected - while her 
touch on his hot-rod was icy.  He was glad that he 
hadn't bothered to struggle out of his jumper.  The 
unnatural  contrast  between  the  girl's  sensual 
warmth and physical coldness - the opposite of many 
women that Dick had dated - was quite off-putting, 
as was her faint but intrusive mildewy B.O.  All-in-
all,  when  he  added  in  his  own  handicap,  the 
prognosis for successful intimacy was not brilliant!

It quickly transpired, however, that her cold caress 
anaesthetised his inflamed swelling, allowing him to 
appreciate  the  more  subtle  sensual  surges  that 
welled  up from inside  him.   When she shifted  her 
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position - her intention obvious as her head followed 
her hand - Dick decided to lie back and accept the 
course of treatment.  The gentle massage from her 
cool  mouth  was  extremely  effective  therapy, 
enlarging  his  confidence  to  complete  the  act  in 
keeping  with  his  physical  dimensions.   He  hadn't 
experienced  anything  quite  like  it  before  -  she 
seemed somehow to have plugged directly into the 
pleasurable  dark  seething  that  was  gathering 
momentum in his guts - but Dick was never one to 
shy  away  from  trying  something  new,  especially 
when it was offered free!

He should,  perhaps,  have remembered  that there's 
no such thing as a free lunch, unless you're providing 
it  for  someone  else!   He'd  just  begun  to  wallow 
unashamedly in the sensations he was being given 
when his benefactor put the bite on him.  Yelping, he 
half sat up; the bitch had sharp teeth!  She'd nipped 
him painfully  just below his swollen finial,  and he 
was  alarmed  to  see  a  smear  of  blood  on  his  rigid 
shaft.   Had she bitten him intentionally?  He was 
uncertain, but inclined to give her the benefit of the 
doubt, just so long as she didn't repeat the offence! 
Her salacious sucking swiftly soothed away the hurt, 
replacing it with an exciting tingling like erotic pins 
and needles.   He relaxed again,  letting the tide  of 
pleasure wash over him.
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Deep beneath these sensual waters, seismic tremors 
in his abdomen sent convulsions of rapture rippling 
to the surface.  This was going to be one Hell of an 
eruption!   Like  a  surfer  awaiting  the  right  wave, 
Dick  readied  himself  for  the  anticipated  tsunami, 
which he hoped to ride to unprecedented heights of 
ecstasy.  The orchestrator of these cataclysmic forces 
paused from her attentions to glance up at him in 
gloating  satisfaction.   A  shock  of  horror  surged 
through him - ironically adding to the intensity of his 
excitement - when he saw the redness of her lips and 
dribbles  of  blood  oozing  from  the  corners  of  her 
mouth.   Her  avid  sucking  of  his  blood  engorged 
organ had not been for his fulfilment but her own. 
She was no vamp; she was a vampire!

Dick struggled briefly to free himself from her thrall, 
his sense of  self-preservation still  nominally active. 
Unfortunately for his future, his dinosaur brain was 
now firing on all its one-track synapses and came out 
on top; he should have remembered what fate befell 
the dinosaurs!  Instead, he abandoned himself to his 
own  fate  as  the  bloodsucking  harlot's  head  went 
down again…

And down, and down, deeper than he had ever before 
been swallowed!  In reaction, Dick rose on a foaming 
flood of sensation - higher and higher - towards what 
promised to be the best experience of his whole life 
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(it could well be his last!).  What a way to go, though! 
His  boosters  were  now  firing  at  full  trust,  the 
gantries  and  connections  linking  him  to  Planet 
Earth falling away.  His awareness was concentrated 
down  into  the  pressurised  module  on  top  of  his 
Saturn V as it took off out of this world for a second 
time  that  day.   He  knew  -  in  one  last  corner  of 
practical consciousness, before it finally switched off 
- that this time he'd bought a one-way ticket.  Then 
his  warhead  exploded,  expanding  him  into  a  vast 
dark void filled with sparkling stars.  Welcome to the 
ultimate orgasm!

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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Arthur Mowe's Diary: 18th September

I've  been  looking  for  Myrddin-ddu  in  the  wrong 
place!   Or  -  to  rephrase  that  statement  more 
accurately - I've been wrongly looking for Myrddin-
ddu in a place.

I've  reached  that  reluctant  conclusion  after  two 
weeks of searching.  During that time summer has 
finally  surrendered to  Autumn and the chances  of 
stumbling upon Myrddin-ddu in a thick mist must 
surely  have  increased  considerably  (though  that 
hasn't occurred).  I've scoured just about every cwm 
in the Rhinog mountains that either contained - or 
seemed capable of containing - a lake of any size, but 
have  discovered  nothing  to  convince  me  that  I've 
found the right location.

I've been working on the premise that Myrddin-ddu 
occupies  a  different  dimension  that somehow runs 
parallel to this one – at least, for some of the time - 
rather  like  two  trains  running  side-by-side  at  the 
same  speed  on  adjacent  tracks.   According  to  old 
thriller movies I've seen, it's theoretically possible to 
clamber from one train to the other, though it's not a 
manoeuvre I would ever dare to attempt.  Strangely, 
the  prospect  of  trying  to  clamber  from  this 
dimension into another one doesn't frighten me half 
so much!
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Now, however, I've been forced to fall  back on the 
probability  that  these  two  dimensions  do  not 
coordinate  with  such  precision,  something  that's 
rarely  achieved  by  train  companies  let  alone  the 
vagaries of chance!  For some time I've been aware 
that the evidence from Myrddin-ddu itself suggests 
quite  a  different  arrangement.   Suppose  that  the 
flow of time in our dimension is not the straight line 
that we seem to experience but a spiral, with each 
loop  taking  anything  from  a  quarter  to  half  a 
century.  Then suppose that the other hypothetical 
dimension – the one containing Myrddin-ddu - cuts 
through  ours  like  a  sectional  slice.   It  would  not 
parallel ours at all, but touch it once in every spiral - 
every  twenty-five  to  fifty  years  -  while,  in  the 
dissecting universe, each of these jumps would seem 
to follow one another in reasonably swift succession.

The  value  of  this  theory  in  explaining  the 
chronological  contradictions  of  Myrddin-ddu  is 
obvious; the trouble I have with it is personal.  I hate 
it!   If  Myrddin-ddu really  is  in  another  dimension 
that connects with this one only once every twenty-
five to fifty years,  then by the time I  can hope to 
return  there  to  rescue  Ginger  I'll  be  an  old  man! 
And if I do then succeed, will Ginger – who will have 
aged very little – be the least bit interested in the 
future me?
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It's all academic, anyhow.  That's the conclusion of 
my  rational  faculties,  which  chastise  me  for 
agonising over such questions.   That aspect  of  my 
personality has never been convinced of the reality of 
Myrddin-ddu, and my inability to find any traces of 
the  place  have  only  reinforced  my  logical  mind's 
scepticism.  How can I ignore the odds against my 
stumbling upon a place that normally can't be found, 
when  I'd  been  reading  about  it  only  days  before 
coming to Wales?  And I was uncomfortably aware of 
the many similarities between Myrddin-ddu and any 
number of horror films I've enjoyed watching.

Certainly Dick had viewed the situation there as a 
rollicking  Halloween  romp  -  to  be  taken  with  a 
month's supply of salt - but then, Dick himself had 
been rather hard to take entirely salt free.  Had he 
actually existed outside my imagination?  If I really 
did  invent  everything  that  happened  at  Myrddin-
ddu, my imagination was proving surprisingly fertile. 
Perhaps I should take up writing fantasy fiction as a 
career!

If  that's  all  it  was  -  a  vivid  hallucination  of  some 
description – had it been caused by my fall?  Were 
such things a normal part of post accident trauma? 
That was something I didn't know, because I hadn't 
dared  to  revealed  my  'memories'  to  the  medical 
experts; I knew - from books on popular psychology 
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I've  read  -  where  such  revelations  might  lead! 
Marlow would be accounted for, I suspect, by making 
him an expression of a difficult relationship with my 
father  (which  I  categorically  deny),  a  fantasy  in 
which I portrayed him as a monster who wanted to 
take away my freedom and everything important to 
me.  But I can see few similarities between my father 
and Jasper Marlow.

Ginger  and  Judith  would,  no  doubt,  be  explained 
away as manifestations of  my lack of  success with 
women, a classic virgin/whore complex.  Ginger was 
a wish fulfilment figure, representing my longed for 
'good  girl'  -  the  type  you  take home to  meet  your 
parent  and  want  to  marry  -  while  Judith was the 
immoral,  highly  sexual  'wicked  woman'  which  I 
publicly reject but secretly desire.  I find that theory 
hard to swallow.  Much as Judith's peculiar brand of 
sex  -  incorporating  bondage  and  torture  -  might 
appeal to certain men, it leaves me cold.  More than 
that, it puts me right off!

And what of Dick?  He, presumably, is my alter ego, 
a man of a particular type -  self-confident, slightly 
raffish and successful with women - that I long to 
emulate.  But would I really want to be like Dick?  In 
my judgement, he'd been arrogant, unprincipled and 
not all that bright!  Hardly an ideal role model.
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If,  however,  I  reject  the  psychoanalytical 
interpretation, where does that leave me?  Either my 
'recollections'  of  Myrddin-ddu  were  an inexplicable 
mental fantasy, or genuine memories of real events 
that took place somewhere outside the boundaries of 
our everyday space and time.

There had been one small piece of physical evidence 
that might have tipped the balance either way, but 
three months of regrowth have more or less returned 
things  to  normal.   I'm  not  referring  to  my  beard 
here,  but  to  a  much  more  intimate  bushiness.   I 
hadn't asked either the attractive woman doctor or 
any  of  the  equally  pretty  nurses  whether  they'd 
needed  to  shave  anything  other  than  my  beard, 
prevented - I told myself - by personal modesty; I am 
inclined  to  be  a  little  hypersensitive  about  such 
matters.  But had that been the real reason?  Had I, 
perhaps,  secretly  feared  a  positive  answer,  which 
would  certainly  have scuppered  the validity  of  my 
memory of events at Myrddin-ddu.

Without the confirmation - or otherwise - of that one 
piece of evidence, I'm left with having to make up my 
own  mind  about  the  reality  of  my  experiences. 
Personal preference aside (I try hard not to let that 
colour my judgement) I'm inclined to believe that it 
did actually happen, primarily because I find it very 
difficult to accept that even my vivid imagination was 
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capable of inventing such intense terror and physical 
torment.  Especially not the terror!
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BOOK 3

Virgin Sacrifice

A Gothic Tale of Terror, Torment
& Thwarted Love
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I
The young man stood unmoving - rigid with terror - 
in the hostile darkness that filled the landing of that 
sinister old house.  The thing that he confronted - it 
could not be dignified with the label, 'person' - was 
something too frightful to exist (so the young man's 
reason insisted), though the sickening thumping of 
his  heart,  the nausea in  his stomach and the chill 
sweat  trickling  down  beneath  his  shirt  told  him 
otherwise.

Before coming face to face with this transgression of 
nature, Arthur (for the young man was indeed he) 
had been able to restrain the fear that stalked him 
with rational  doubts  about the conclusions he had 
drawn earlier from the remarkably well preserved - 
and now mysteriously vanished - cadaver in the crypt 
of  Myrddin-ddu.   After all,  it  was conceivable that 
freak  atmospheric  conditions  had  inhibited 
corruption, and Dick - for all his asinine levity - may 
well  have been correct  in  his  assumption  that  the 
body  had  been  moved.   And  -  most  significantly  - 
Arthur  knew  that  vampires  were  the  province  of 
legend  and  horror  fiction,  not  of  reality.   But  all 
these  reassurances  had  -  with  rat-like  cowardice  - 
deserted  him  in  the  instant  of  that  horrifying 
encounter.
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Having hurried from the guest bedroom in pursuit of 
a  disappearing  light  which  -  coming  close  upon  a 
none-too-distant  female  scream  -  he  had  felt  sure 
would  lead  him  and  Dick  to  Ginger,  Arthur  had 
hesitated  on  the  landing,  urgently  debating  with 
himself whether or not he could afford the delay of 
acquiring  weapons  for  himself  and  his  companion 
from  the  armorial  display  on  the  wall.   A  long 
double-handed broadsword hung centrally behind an 
ornately  decorated  round  shield,  surrounded  by  a 
fanned  array  of  smaller  swords.   Arthur  had 
concluded that it should be possible to remove two of 
the latter without too much difficulty.

It was while he struggled to decide whether or not he 
should arm himself (the unknown amount of time it 
might take him to free a couple of the swords was a 
major factor) that he was startled by the creaking of 
a  stair  close  behind  him  in  the  blackness.   He 
whirled  around,  fear  boiling  up  inside  him as  the 
meagre light from his torch illuminated a figure at 
the  top  of  the  main  staircase,  a  young  woman 
wearing  what  appeared  to  be  a  simple  white 
nightgown.  For a moment Arthur took her to be one 
of  the maids,  but  the death-like  pallor  of  her  thin 
face and the cringing manner in which she recoiled 
from  the  light  in  her  eyes  -  reminiscent  of  a 
nocturnal  animal  similarly  surprised  -  alerted  his 
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suspicions.   It  was,  however,  the faint  but  distinct 
odour of mustiness and decay that she exuded which 
set  off  all  his  mental  alarms,  though  his  rational 
faculties still refused to be convinced.

Recovering swiftly from her fright - far quicker than 
Arthur - the young woman fixed her black eyes upon 
him  with  hungry  intensity  and  her  lips  stretched 
into a fierce grimace that revealed long, unnaturally 
sharp  canine  teeth;  suddenly  Arthur  felt  like  a 
mouse  cornered  by  a  predatory  cat.   Under  such 
persuasion, his intellect unceremoniously capitulated 
and  conceded  that  he  was  facing  a  real  ('live'  was 
hardly  the  right  word,  though  she  was  definitely 
animated) vampire!

It was Arthur's turn then to recoil as terror spread 
like ice water through his veins.  His mind fought 
desperately  to  hold  back  the  panic  threatening  to 
engulf  it for long enough to devise an escape plan. 
His most urgent desire was to flee, but that would 
necessitate his  turning  his  back upon the monster 
before  him, and he was deterred by a horrifyingly 
vivid mental image of her leaping upon his exposed 
back  like  a  lioness  going  for  the  kill,  her  teeth 
sinking  deep into  his  neck.   He briefly  considered 
shouting for Dick's help - the other man was only a 
few yards away - but by the time Dick reached the 
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landing  he  might  well  be  confronted  by  Arthur's 
body, lying on the stairs with its throat torn out!

Unable to see a way out - lacking both the physical 
and emotional  wherewithal  to  dispatch his  undead 
assailant down the stairs with a Buffy style karate 
kick  -  Arthur  backed  away  as  the  creature  raised 
claw-like hands towards him, her fingers cruel talons 
with which to clasp him while she drank her fill of 
his blood.  He collided with the wall behind him and 
something hard and angular jabbed painfully into his 
upper back.  Automatically he threw a swift glance 
over his shoulder and saw - illuminated by the dim 
radiance reflected from the vampire's white shroud - 
the armorial display looming above him.  Desperate 
for anything that might offer him a fighting chance, 
he groped blindly behind him for one of the swords. 
Grasping something solid, he tugged at it.

The  sword  refused  to  move  and  the  ravening 
revenant was almost upon him.  Pinned helplessly 
against the wall like some entomologist's specimen, 
and overcome by absolute terror,  Arthur wrenched 
desperately  at  the  metal  in  his  hand.   He  was 
rewarded  with  a  loud  tearing  crack;  his  gaze 
involuntarily  flew up  to  observe  the whole  display 
lurching  away  from  the  wall.   Instinctively  he 
twisted  and  crouched,  throwing  one  arm  over  his 
head  while  clutching  his  torch  protectively  to  his 
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chest.   An  avalanche  of  heavy  iron  swords  - 
fortunately  none  of  them  very  sharp  -  clanged 
around him, and the great broadsword missed him 
by  inches,  impaling  the  wood  floor  with  a  dull 
whump.  It swayed upright before him, directly in 
front of the startled vampire, and as Arthur directed 
his torch beam at her, the sword handle cast upon 
the creature the perfect shadow of a cross.  With a 
harsh feline yowl of fury and revulsion she staggered 
back,  hissed  aggressively  and  vanished  into  the 
darkness.

Cowering  there,  shuddering  with fear,  Arthur  was 
incongruously conscious of the metallic clunk, clunk, 
clunk as the heavy shield bounded away down the 
main staircase to skitter to a clattering crash on the 
stone  floor  of  the  hall  below.   The  ringing  echoes 
faded  slowly.   Arthur  expected  shouts,  lights  and 
running feet to follow as the inhabitants of the house 
hurried  to  investigate the cacophony,  though what 
actually  ensued  was  a  steadily  deepening  silence. 
No-one  appeared,  not  even  Dick,  which  puzzled 
Arthur considerably.  His companion had been very 
nearly ready to accompany him when he had left the 
guest room, and must surely have heard the clamour. 
Where had Dick got to?

Before  he  could  debate  that  question  more  fully, 
Arthur was distracted by another, more immediately 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK THREE PAGE 454

pressing problem.  The physical reaction to his brush 
with death flooded through him, bringing on its tide 
not  only  a  fit  of  convulsive  shivering  but  also  an 
uncontrollable urge to relieve himself, far too urgent 
for  him  to  reach  the  Water  Closet.   Fumbling 
frenziedly  with the zip  of  his  trousers he was just 
able to avoid an embarrassing accident.  Instead, he 
watered the untidy pile of swords at his feet.

A flush of shame suffused his face as soon as he had 
finished,  but  was  quickly  replaced  by  a  surge  of 
indignation.  In the light of what he had suffered at 
the  hands  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  house,  why 
should  he  feel  guilty  about  pouring  his  contempt 
upon their property?  He was beginning to recover 
from  his  ordeal,  and  as  he  did  so,  two  questions 
crystallised in his mind.

Firstly, what on earth had happened to Dick?  His 
companion's  continued  absence  was  starting 
seriously to worry Arthur.  Had something happened 
to prevent Dick following him?  He felt that he ought 
to return to the guest room to try to ascertain what 
was going on -  there was certainly no point in his 
attempting  to  follow  the  fading  (now  completely 
gone) light that he had been pursuing - but he was 
reluctant to move from the protective shadow of the 
broadsword.  That was because of his second - more 
personally  important  -  question:  where  had  the 
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vampire gone?  In the confusion of the moment when 
she had fled, observing the direction of her flight had 
not been the highest priority in his mind.  She may 
have returned to the sanctuary (an ironic inversion 
of the usual connotations of that word!) of her coffin 
in  the  crypt,  or  run  off  somewhere  else.   Or  -  he 
greatly feared - she might be lurking nearby in the 
impenetrable  blackness,  awaiting  another 
opportunity to ambush him.

Certainly that creature was somewhere in the house, 
and  there  was  a  good  chance  that  he  would 
encounter  her  again.   He  felt  unpleasantly 
vulnerable  and  decided  to  arm himself  as  best  he 
could.  Selecting one of the less soiled hand swords 
from the collection at his feet he hoisted it, surprised 
by its weight.  It felt like a hefty iron bar, which - he 
supposed - it was really, flattened and fashioned to a 
point at one end, while formed into a hand grip at 
the other.  He grasped it, not in the traditional way, 
but  by  its  blade  with  the  point  downwards, 
considering  its  cruciform  characteristics  more 
valuable protection in his current situation than its 
ability to stab or hack.

With sword-cross in one hand and his torch in the 
other, he made his way - extremely cautiously - back 
up the stairs and along the unlit passage to the guest 
bedroom.  When he reached it he found the door ajar 
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and the room in darkness; either Dick had taken the 
oil lamp or someone had extinguished it.  Creeping 
up to the open doorway, he explored the room with 
his torch, but could see nothing amiss.  Both Dick 
and the lamp were missing, so Arthur presumed that 
the former had taken off with the latter.

This suggested that Dick had left voluntarily, though 
that observation offered no clue to where he might 
have gone, nor why.  He had not passed Arthur on 
the stairs, so he could only be somewhere on the first 
floor, unless he had gone back upstairs to the attic. 
Although  Arthur  found  it  difficult  to  comprehend 
why the other man might have wished to return to 
the scene of his earlier humiliation and torture, he 
was aware -  from magazine articles and late night 
television programmes -  that some men claimed to 
obtain pleasure from being sexually abused.  In fact, 
Dick had admitted to a degree of enjoyment from his 
ordeal.  Arthur had no intention of going up to that 
room again!

He felt rather annoyed that Dick had gone off  and 
left  him  at  such  a  critical  juncture,  conveniently 
forgetting  that  it  was  he  who  had  run  out  on  his 
companion in his eagerness to find Ginger.  Clearly, 
it  was  now  down  to  him to  undertake  that  quest 
alone.   That  thought  gave  Arthur  a  certain 
satisfaction (which man does not enjoy the idea of 
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playing the hero, even if the reality is less uplifting) 
though  he  had  to  admit  that,  despite  Dick's 
irritatingly  flippant  self-confidence,  the  other  man 
had been a reassuring physical presence.

The  black  rubber  cape  that  Dick  had  earlier 
discarded  still  lay  on  the  bed.   Putting  down  his 
torch and sword,  Arthur gingerly lifted it onto his 
shoulders;  its  associations  made  him  shudder 
slightly,  but  there  was  no  denying  that  it  might 
assist in his planned endeavour.  At the very least, it 
offered him some camouflage in the darkness.  With 
the comforting weight of the sword once more in his 
hand, he reluctantly set off again towards the main 
staircase.  He knew where he must go to find Ginger, 
and viewed that prospect with some trepidation.

Some  trepidation?  Arthur  chided  himself  for  his 
pathetic  attempt  to  hide  behind  uncharacteristic 
'stiff upper lip' understatement as he crept (as much 
as his walking boots allowed!) down the stairs to the 
pitch black  hall.   The thought of  returning  to  the 
crypt terrified him (he could have exploited it as an 
effective  substitute  for  laxative!).   He  would  have 
given almost anything at that juncture to have been 
able to march into the forbidding crypt with all the 
self-assurance of Peter Cushing armed with crucifix, 
hammer  and  stake,  but  that  was  not  his  style. 
Instead,  his  progress  along  the lower  corridor  was 
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timidly  hesitant;  he  jumped  at  the  smallest  sound 
and  flashed  his  torch  beam  nervously  about  him, 
particularly behind him.  He was convinced that the 
surrounding  dense blackness hid  secretly watching 
eyes and hungry fangs.  He was probably right!

The rusty rasp of the hinges as he pushed open the 
heavy  old  door  to  the  crypt  echoed  dauntingly 
through the dark passages beyond like the groans of 
damned  souls.   Arthur  sympathised!   His  heart 
hammered as he traversed the short passage to the 
main vaulted chamber.  Somehow, he had to make 
his  way  across  this,  knowing  only  too  well  what 
might lurk in the enshrouding darkness.  His fear 
lodged in his throat like residual vomit and tasted 
every bit as nasty; he longed to flee back up the steps 
to Myrddin-ddu's back door and depart that terrible 
house.   But  two things  kept  him rooted  where  he 
was.  The first was a horrible conviction that escape 
from  Myrddin-ddu  would  be  impossible  until 
Marlow's evil curse was somehow broken; the second 
-  and personally more compelling reason -  was his 
inability to abandon Ginger to the unspeakable fate 
that he was now certain that Marlow had planned 
for her.

He managed to drive himself across that awful black 
chamber by  maintaining  as great a  distance as he 
could between himself and the alcove containing the 
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coffins; if  the vampire had returned to her box, he 
had no wish to disturb her.  Let sleeping revenants 
lie!   Faint scratching sounds from the family vault 
behind  him  were  doubtless  indications  of  nothing 
more  sinister  than a  scavenging  rat  or  some such 
creature about its nocturnal business, but Arthur's 
overworked  imagination  could  not  free  itself  from 
alarming  images  of  bony  fingers  scrabbling  for 
release from their tombs.  If Myrddin-ddu harboured 
one vampire, why only one?  Eventually, however, he 
reached the steps leading down to what he suspected 
was the chapel without having been either attacked 
by ghouls or scared to death.  What action he would 
take  when  he  reached  the  large  chapel  door  was 
something that he had not considered in any detail. 
He could hardly knock politely and ask for Ginger!

In  the  event,  that  anticipated  difficulty  resolved 
itself; the door stood open and the view through it 
confirmed not only that the large room beyond had 
once  served  as  a  chapel,  but  also  his  wildest 
speculations!   The  room  was  currently  being 
employed for a purpose similar - though spiritually 
inverted - to its original function.  All the pews had 
been removed and the symbols of  Christianity had 
been  replaced  by  a  huge,  garish  representation  of 
Baphomet,  the  goat  idol  of  the  medieval  Knights 
Templar.   The  chamber  was  lit  by  large  black 
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parodies of altar candles, in great iron candlesticks 
that stood around the perimeter of the room.  These 
burnt  with  spluttering  baleful  flames  and  a  fowl 
odour that caught in the throat; what had they been 
fashioned from?  In the centre of this unholy shrine 
knelt  the  equally  ungodly  congregation  -  black 
cloaked  -  in  a  circle  about  a  black  draped  altar, 
presided over by Jasper Marlow.

Across the altar lay a young woman, bound spread-
eagle  by  her  wrists  and  ankles,  naked  but  for  a 
leather hood of the type that Arthur had been forced 
to  wear;  presumably  Marlow  did  not  want  her 
screams  or  pleas  interrupting  the  ceremony! 
Although her face was hidden, the victim's identity 
was instantly known to Arthur, proclaimed by a neat 
triangle of natural ginger curls.

At that sight of Ginger, Arthur was filled with both 
hope and despair; he had found her and she was still 
alive, though for how much longer was the crucial 
question.   Between  himself  and  the  object  of  his 
rescue attempt were a gang of ruthless Satanists, all 
happy  -  if  not  eager  -  to  see  Ginger  ritually 
murdered!   His  heart  thudding  inside  his  chest  - 
which seemed to be slowly constricting around that 
pounding  organ  -  Arthur  edged  into  the  candlelit 
chapel for a closer view.
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The scene before him might have come from almost 
any black magic horror film, and part of  his mind 
found  it  hard  to  take  these  bizarre  proceedings 
seriously.   Yet  that  was  indisputably  Ginger  tied 
across the altar, with Marlow stooping over her like 
some evil  bird  of  prey about to  tear at her  naked 
flesh; he held aloft what looked like a short, broad 
hafted  spear,  while  chanting  in  some  outlandish 
tongue.  Beneath his long black cloak, open at the 
front, he too was naked, and at his feet knelt Judith - 
wholly  nude -  with his rigid  manhood deep in  her 
mouth.   Which was not  something that one would 
expect to see in a film (except in those available only 
from dodgy mail-order outlets)!

As  Arthur  stood  there,  transfixed  by  horrified 
fascination and indecision, a question edged its way 
into  his  consciousness:  who  were  the  rest  of  that 
congregation and where had they come from?  He 
counted them; apart from Marlow (and Ginger, who 
evidently did not count as a person in that scenario) 
there were exactly twelve - presumably in parody of 
the twelve disciples of Christ - comprised equally of 
men and women, as far as Arthur could be sure.  A 
good mix for the subsequent orgy, no doubt!

Arthur  recognised  none  of  them expect  for  Judith 
and  Marlow's  Indian  manservant.   Who  were  the 
others?   Presumably  they  were  visitors,  who  had 
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come  to  Myrddin-ddu  especially  for  the  occasion. 
How, though, had Marlow made the acquaintance of 
these  other  Satanists?   He  rarely  -  if  ever  -  left 
Myrddin-ddu (Arthur was not even sure that the old 
man could leave).  Did he, perhaps, advertise in the 
personal  columns  of  dubious  magazines? 
Experienced  Satanist  wishes  to  meet  like  minded 
individuals  for  black  masses,  orgies  and  virgin  
sacrifice.  The idea was preposterous!

Were  they,  then,  all  Marlow's  servants?   There 
seemed to Arthur to be rather a lot of them for that, 
and he did not recognise any of the women present 
as the maids that he had seen; these all looked much 
older.  In fact - although they appeared generally to 
be middle aged - they engendered in Arthur a sense 
of  ancient  mustiness,  a  sort  of  cross  between  the 
atmosphere in an old people's home and that in the 
mummy gallery at the British Museum!  Where had 
Marlow dug them up?

Was that the answer?  This rather horrific solution 
presented itself tentatively to Arthur; could these be 
Gaspard  d'Molyneaux's  progeny  from  the  past  six 
hundred  years,  raised  from  their  tombs  for  this 
equally  monstrous  ceremony?   He  had  no  time  to 
ponder  further;  Marlow ceased his weird  chanting, 
lowered  the  spear-like  implement,  and  raised  his 
arms  to  addressed  his  congregation;  he  resembled 
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more than ever - the black cape held out like wings 
and  his  beaked  face  thrust  forward  -  a  vulture 
dropping  upon  its  helpless  victim.   Speaking  this 
time in English - if  a little archaic and stilted - he 
invoked the dark deity of his perverted faith.

"I call upon Our Lord of Many Names: Satan, King of 
all the Netherworld, Mighty Pan, Beelzebub, Lucifer, 
the Bringer  of  True  Light,  Baphomet,  Baal,  Great 
Set, Iblis and Loki.  I beg Thee, Lord, accept the soul 
and life blood of this virgin girl as Thy rightful due 
and  tribute.   Please,  Lord,  restore  to  this,  Thy 
humble supplicant, those benefits that Thou saw fit 
to take from him.  Furthermore, Lord, Thou knowest 
how great is this sacrifice for Thy supplicant.  Wilt 
Thou, therefore, grant him in return his dearest and 
most heartfelt desire?  Let Thy servant's most abject 
repentance be acknowledged, and release him from 
the terrible burden that Thou hast placed upon him. 
I  beg  Thee,  Lord,  release  me  from  the  eternal 
bondage of Black Merlin's ring!"

There was a rustle of movement among the kneeling 
congregation - all naked beneath their black robes - 
as hands groped for genitals; this was evidently to be 
a communion of shared orgasm.  Their leader hoisted 
the  short  spear  again,  and  Arthur  blanched  as  he 
realised  how  Marlow  intended  to  dispatch  the 
sacrifice.   The spear head was tipped with bronze, 
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fashioned in the form of a huge phallus, with rows of 
backward  pointing  spines  down  the  first  twelve 
inches  of  the  shaft.   Evidently,  Marlow  did  not 
intend to kill his victim cleanly with a knife through 
the heart - as portrayed in the movies - but slowly 
and  painfully  in  a  perverted  sexual  act!   Arthur 
nearly threw up and his heart banged inside his ribs 
like  a  motorcar  engine  on  loose  mountings;  how 
much more  of  this  could  it  take before  something 
fatal befell him?

Something  fatal  was  about  to  befall  Ginger  if 
someone  did  not  take  swift  action!   This  was 
certainly the instant for the Duc de Richleau to leap 
up  and  pronounce  an  ancient  Eastern  incantation 
banishing all evil, or for blue lightning to lance down 
from  the  ceiling  to  strike  Marlow  dead. 
Unfortunately, both heroes and miracles seemed to 
be in short supply just at that moment!

“Stop!”

The scene froze, the silence broken only by the angry 
spluttering of the candles.  Arthur looked around in 
relief  and  even  greater  surprise,  seeking  the  hero 
who had dared to challenge this evil gathering, but 
could  see  no-one.   Then,  as  hostile  faces  turned 
towards him, he realised - with a considerable shock 
- that the voice had been his!
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“Mr Mowe!  Do you wish to join us?” Marlow asked, 
his voice twisted with sarcasm.  “If you do, you must 
remove your  clothes.   We operate  a  strict  undress 
code here!”

Arthur struggled to come up with a suitable retort - 
preferably something witty and pithy to put the old 
man in his place -  but his brain had overdosed on 
adrenaline and his thoughts flitted about in his skull 
like wasps trapped in a jam jar.   He had to make 
some answer, though.

"You  w-won't  g-get  away…"   He  checked  himself; 
surely he could do better than that old cliché?  In 
that instant he had – if not a flash – a faint flicker of 
inspiration.  “You're w-wasting your t-time, she's no 
l-longer a v-virgin!”

“What?” Marlow growled  menacingly.   A ripple  of 
low  gasps,  followed  by  another  ominous  silence, 
warned Arthur that this was the time to say, “Sorry, 
only joking!”, and make a run for it!  Surprisingly, he 
stood his ground, despite the terror that gnawed at 
his bowels, threatening to disgrace him.  “I v-visited 
her  in  her  b-bedroom after  w-we'd  retired.   W-we 
m-m-made l-l-l-love there!”

What are you doing?  Are you mad?  His sense of self-
preservation  was  outraged,  but  was  out-voted  by 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK THREE PAGE 466

other, nobler aspects of his personality.  If he could 
convince the old man that Ginger was no longer a 
virgin he might just save her from death and a fate 
worse.

“I do not believe you!”  Marlow dashed his hopes. 
“Miss Harker was selected with great care for this 
vital ritual.  I have studied her personality in some 
considerable  detail.   She would  not  behave as you 
suggest.”

Arthur fought against an upsurge of despair;  what 
could he say or do that would convince his opponent? 
The  answer  came  from  an  unexpected  source. 
Judith -  her  mouth no  longer  full  -  spoke  up.   “I 
think he is telling the truth.  That little trollop was 
making a play for Arthur throughout the evening of 
the first night he was here.  I can well believe that 
she entertained him in her room and let him take 
her.”

The old man scowled at his niece, clearly not liking 
her words.  Abruptly, he threw out an arm to point 
at  the  confessed  culprit.   “Seize  him!   Bring  him 
here!”

Confused  by  the suddenness  of  the attack,  Arthur 
did  not  immediately  respond.   As members  of  the 
congregation  moved  purposefully  towards  him  he 
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remembered  his  sword,  but  he  was  holding  it 
awkwardly - with his torch in his other hand - and 
before  he  could  manipulate  it  into  a  suitably 
defensive  attitude,  he  was  surrounded,  disarmed, 
overpowered and marched forcibly towards the altar.

Marlow confronted  him,  clearly  furious,  and  for  a 
moment Arthur feared that the old man would kill 
him.  “So, you have dared to soil my sacrifice.  For 
this  I  can  promise  that  you  will  experience  a 
lingering and extremely painful death, but not before 
you have witnessed the equally horrible punishment 
that your whore must suffer!”

He picked up a long sharp knife and turned back to 
the altar;  Arthur's  heart  lurched,  but  the old  man 
simply cut the ropes binding Ginger.  She sat up - 
awkwardly because she could not see -  rubbed the 
circulation back into her wrists and began to tear at 
the laces securing the hood.

“Take them to the cells!” Marlow ordered.  “I shall 
very much enjoy dealing with them later.”

A posse of black robes figures - headed by Marlow's 
Indian  manservant  -  crowded  around  Arthur  and 
Ginger.  They were a creepy collection of individuals, 
who seemed to emit collectively a faint but distinctly 
unpleasant  body  odour;  either  they  had  anointed 
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themselves with some malodorous substance - much 
as  medieval  witches  used  flying  ointment  -  or 
Arthur's speculations about their origins was nearer 
the truth than he liked to think.  Their proximity - 
even more so their touch - made his flesh crawl, and 
there  were  strong  indications  that  Ginger  felt 
likewise.   Angrily  slapping  away  the  hands  that 
attempted to grasp her arms, she deflated her gag 
and  worked  the  hood  off  her  head.   “Keep  your 
hands off me!”

She rounded on her employer.  “You won't get away 
with this!”

Arthur  winced.   Marlow's  pale  eyes  glittered  like 
polished glass;  he stepped up to the young woman 
and his hand lashed out, slapping her cheek with a 
stinging retort.  “Slut!  Whore!  I shall 'get away' - as 
you  put  it  -  with  whatever  I  desire.   Here  at 
Myrddin-ddu I am the government and the law.  No-
one dares to ignore my dictates.”

Ginger bridled, her face flaming both from the slap 
she had received and with anger.   “My fiancé will 
soon become suspicious when my letters cease.  He 
will come here and you will discover that he is not a 
man to be trifled with!”
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To Arthur's amazement - and no doubt to Ginger's, 
too  -  the  old  man's  response  to  this  threat  was  a 
decidedly unpleasant laugh that affected Arthur like 
fingernails  scratched  across  a  blackboard.   “Your 
finance  is  already  here,  Miss  Harker.   I  believe 
Judith  found  him to  be  a  man who  is  very easily 
trifled with.  Is that not so?”

Judith smirked gloatingly at Ginger.  “Indeed.  He 
makes a fine stallion!”

Ginger looked pained and uncertain,  visibly wrong 
footed.  Arthur suffered a strong urge to embrace her 
comfortingly, and though he was too inhibited by the 
situation to act upon it, he determined to make some 
kind of protective gesture towards her.  Impatiently 
shrugging  off  the  hands  that  still  held  him,  he 
removed  the  cape  he  wore  and  draped  it  around 
Ginger;  she rewarded him with a fugitive smile of 
gratitude.

Marlow sneered.  “Your devotion to Miss Harker is 
admirable, Mr Mowe.  Your reward will be to watch, 
helpless to intervene, as your whore is punished.  I 
am  sure  you  will  find  the  rats  extremely 
entertaining!  Take them away!”

Marlow's  sinister  henchmen  grabbed  hold  of  them 
again  and  they  were  roughly  hustled  from  the 
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chapel.  Ginger swiftly recovered her composure and 
turned  on  Mowgli,  who  carried  one  of  the  large 
candles  and  seemed  to  be  acting  as  sergeant-in-
charge.  “I don't understand how you can be party to 
this!”

The  Indian  looked  extremely  -  almost  comically  - 
discomforted.  “I am very sorry, Miss Ginger, I wish 
this  did  not  happen.   But  I  dare  not  disobey  the 
Master.”

“What did he mean by the rats being entertaining?” 
she demanded.  Mowgli appeared - if it was possible - 
even more uncomfortable.  “There is an old dungeon 
-  I  cannot  remember  the  right  word  -  it  has  no 
entrance  except  for  a  trapdoor  in  the  ceiling. 
Prisoners are not able to climb back out from it.”

“You mean an oubliette?”

“I  am  not  certain,  that  may  be  the  word,”  he 
continued  awkwardly.   “There  is  one  here  at 
Myrddin-ddu and there are many big rats living in it. 
They cannot get out, so they feed off  one another. 
They are always extremely hungry.”

Ginger shuddered.  “I wish I hadn't asked!”

The cells - and probably the oubliette as well - were 
behind  the  small  padlocked  door  that  Arthur  and 
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Ginger  had  discovered  during  their  exploration  of 
the crypt.  That had been - Arthur realised with a 
mild shock -  only the previous day; that adventure 
now seemed part of a distant and very different life. 
When they reached the cells,  Arthur was thrown - 
literally - into one of them.  He landed heavily on the 
stone flags, banging his nose, and for a moment was 
lost in a red fog of hot pain.  As it cleared a little he 
grew  aware  of  Ginger's  voice,  raised  in  argument 
with her captors, who were apparently attempting to 
drag her off to another cell.

“Why  can't  we  share  a  cell?”   She  addressed  the 
Indian manservant like a true memsahib.   “It can 
make absolutely no difference to your master's plans, 
and if you really are sorry for what is happening, this 
is the least you could do!”

Mowgli seemed about to fall on his knees before her 
to beg forgiveness, but was clearly equally afraid of 
seeming  weak  in  front  of  Marlow's  other  cronies, 
who  would  no  doubt  report  back  on  what  had 
occurred.  He obviously feared his master's wrath - 
with good reason, Arthur conceded - but Ginger was 
the  more  immediate  threat,  and  she  managed  to 
assume an authority far beyond the realities of the 
present  situation.   Without  a  word,  the  Indian 
signalled for her to be put in with Arthur and the cell 
door was slammed shut upon them.



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK THREE PAGE 472

Once the door had closed the darkness was absolute - 
Arthur's  torch  had  been  taken  from  him  –  and 
pressed in upon the young couple with a sinister chill 
dankness; it was hardly surprising that they sought 
each other for comfort, both physical and emotional.

“Are you all right, Arthur?” Ginger asked anxiously. 
He heard the soft rustle of her cape as she squatted, 
and  felt  her  hands  seeking  him through the  solid 
darkness.

“I th-think so,” he answered, somewhat thickly, as 
he  sat  up  and  carefully  tested  his  throbbing 
proboscis.  He feared that it would gush blood - he 
had suffered frequent nosebleeds in childhood - but 
could  detect  no  undue  wetness  or  stickiness.   He 
scrambled to his feet, ignoring the complaints from 
his  bruised  limbs.   Emboldened  by  Ginger's 
concerned  tone  as  well  as  her  insistence  upon 
sharing a cell with him - reinforced, perhaps, by the 
psychological anonymity of darkness - he assisted her 
to stand again, and although he still felt a little shy 
with her, he enfolded her in his arms.  “You were w-
wonderful, the way you p-put Mowgli in his p-place!”

“So  were  you,”  she  returned  the  compliment. 
“Standing  up  to  Marlow  like  you  did  was  very 
brave.”
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He flushed slightly, feeling warmer already!  “D-d-do 
you r-really think so? N-not j-just stupid?”

“I don't think you were at all stupid!” she reassured 
him, adding even more to his internal fire.   "What 
you did was very brave, and the way you tricked him 
into  thinking  I  wasn't  a  virgin;  that was brilliant! 
What made you think of that idea?”

“I d-d-don't know,” he dissembled, which was partly 
true, though the sight of her naked body strapped to 
the altar had aroused more than just anger in him. 
His face was so hot that he half expected to find the 
cell lit with a red glow.  “Y-you d-didn't m-mind me 
pr-pretending... you know?”

“Didn't  mind?   Sometimes you do  say silly  things, 
Arthur Mowe.  You saved my life!”  She hugged him 
gratefully, which raised his inner temperature even 
further and threatened to raise something even more 
embarrassing!

“I shan't forgive Marlow for calling me a slut and a 
whore!”  she  continued  fiercely.   “Nor  that  bitch, 
Judith.  A trollop indeed.  She can talk!”

Her  unexpected  vehemence  left  Arthur  feeling 
somewhat  bemused;  she  sounded  more  aggrieved 
that  Marlow  and  his  'niece'  had  maligned  her 
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reputation than that they had very nearly murdered 
her in an obscene and extremely painful fashion.

“Mowgli told me you'd left,” she continued unabated. 
“When was it?  Yesterday?  No - Good Heavens - it 
was only this morning!  So much has happened since, 
it feels like days ago.  I'm so glad you didn't walk out 
on me.”

She  demonstrated  her  appreciation  with  another 
affectionate hug.  “What happened to you?  I knew 
you hadn't left when I found your rucksack.  I knew 
you wouldn't leave me behind.  Did Marlow lock you 
up, or something?”

Since she had ungagged herself, Ginger had hardly 
stopped  talking;  perhaps  it  was  her  method  of 
dealing  with  the  emotional  strain  of  their 
predicament.   Not  that  Arthur  minded;  he  found 
both the sound of her voice and what she was saying 
very agreeable.  Incredibly, he felt no need for any 
psychological displacement; the impending threat of 
death within an uncertain but hardly lengthy time-
scale  had  been  relegated  to  little  more  than  a 
background  anxiety  by  the  extremely  physical 
presence of the woman in his arms.  He was actually 
more worried that he might make a fatal gaffe and 
write off their developing relationship.
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“It w-wasn't Marlow, it was J-Judith,” he told her. 
His  ordeal  had  begun  with  a  knock  on  the  guest 
room door only minutes after he had returned from 
his final visit to Ginger's bedroom.  He had hurried 
to  open  the  door,  assuming  that  the  caller  was 
Ginger, come to add some important afterthought to 
their recently concluded discussion; he had, however, 
been confronted by Judith.

“Arthur!  I am so glad that I have caught you before 
you retire to bed.  I need to talk to you.”  She had 
adopted a slightly breathless manner, verging upon 
'helpless  female'.   “Will  you  come  across  to  my 
parlour?  We can talk there in comfort and privacy.”

He  had  squashed  a  mental  warning  about  spiders 
and flies, attributing the thought to his lack of self-
confidence in  social  interactions,  particularly those 
with overpowering women.  Although he had been 
anxious about what she wanted to discuss with him, 
he'd been too polite to turn her down (he'd also been 
concerned that Ginger might look out and see them 
together!).   Thus  he  had  been  lured  into  Judith's 
parlour.

“Y-you m-must think I was incredibly st-stupid,” he 
condemned  himself  to  Ginger  before  she  had  an 
opportunity to do so.
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“Why should I think that?”  She sounded genuinely 
mystified.  “You'd no real reason to suspect Judith. 
Had you?  You don't have to tell me what happened if 
you'd rather not.”

“N-n-n-no!  Th-th-there's n-nothing l-like that!” he 
insisted, struggling to prevent his tongue tying itself 
into a complicated knot.  “I w-w-want to t-tell you.”

“Then  I'd  like  to  hear  it,”  Ginger  reassured  him. 
“What  did  happen  when  Judith  got  you  into  her 
parlour?”

“Come in and sit down,” she had invited; Arthur had 
stopped awkwardly by the door.  “Would you care for 
something to drink?”

He  had  been  mildly  surprised  -  and  not  a  little 
relieved - to discover that her label for the room had 
been  accurate  and  not  a  euphemism  for  her 
bedroom.  Cautiously,  he had moved to one of  the 
armchairs  and  seated  himself;  he  had  expected 
Judith  to  do  likewise,  but  she  had  remained 
standing,  embarrassingly close to him.  She'd been 
wearing  a  long,  flowing  silk  housecoat,  beneath 
which -  as he had suspected at the time - she had 
worn little else; his low eye level had increased his 
discomfort.  “I w-won't have anything to d-d-drink, 
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th-thank you.  W-what do you w-want to discuss with 
m-m-me?”

“Relax, Arthur,” she had soothed him, but had made 
that impossible by pacing slowly to and fro in front 
of him on high-heeled mules like a Hollywood vamp; 
as her robe had flapped slightly open he'd caught a 
glimpse of stocking top and had swiftly averted his 
gaze.   “Are you aware  that Millicent  -  Ginger  -  is 
betrothed?”

“Y-yes - she t-told me sh-she's engaged.”  Arthur had 
been puzzled, thinking that Judith must surely have 
summoned him there for more than just to ask him 
that.  He had been horrendously correct!

“I did not want you to make a fool of yourself,” she 
had  explained,  raising  a  blush  on  him  with  the 
implications of her statement.

“I-I-I'm n-n-not... th-there's n-nothing l-like th-that. 
We're j-just f-f-friends!”

“I am very glad to hear that,” she had purred like a 
satisfied cat, one that had been about to pounce!  “I 
want nothing like that to come between us.”

At the same instant that the import of her words had 
struck  home,  Judith  had  discarded  her  housecoat, 
confirming both his suspicions about the scarcity of 
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garments underneath and his fears concerning her 
nefarious intentions.

Arthur  stuttered  to  an  embarrassed  halt  in  his 
confession  to  Ginger,  horrified  by  an  unwelcome 
physical accompaniment.  He was sure that this had 
been raised solely by the act of exposing himself in 
this  intimate  manner  to  the  desirable  woman  he 
held, and not in any way by the subject matter of his 
account.  At such close quarters Ginger might easily 
detect  the  unwelcome  swelling  and  equally  easily 
misconstrue its cause!

“You don't have to tell me everything,” she reminded 
him.  “I'd already picked up on what Judith was like; 
it was pathetically obvious that she was trying to get 
you interested and she kept warning me off!  I'm not 
surprised that she tried it on like that with you.”

“It  w-was  extremely  emb-b-barrassing,”  Arthur 
recalled.  He had no suitable strategies to call upon 
for  dealing  with  sexually  predatory  females;  such 
women had never before featured in his life, except 
for the occasional uncharacteristic fantasy.

“I-I th-th-think I-I'd b-b-better g-g-g-go!” he had told 
Judith,  starting  to  get up.   She had responded  by 
moving even closer, forcing him back into the chair; 
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to have pushed past her would have necessitated his 
handling her nearly naked body.

“Do you not consider me at all desirable?” she had 
asked with patently false coyness.

“P-p-please J-Judith, this isn't a g-g-good idea.  I-I'm 
v-very t-t-tired!”  He had attempted to negotiate his 
way out of that awkward and humiliating position, 
without success.

“I am not going to release you before you give me 
what I desire.  If your cock is too limp, you could try 
using your tongue!”  She had grasped his head and 
clutched it to her hips, pressing his face against her 
silk clad mound.  She had reeked of something that 
had gone rotten, making him want to retch, and he 
had reacted instinctively in pushing her away quite 
violently, so that she had staggered back and nearly 
lost her footing.

Her angry glare had been quite intimidating.  “You 
will not be allowed to leave before you have given me 
what I desire!”

Striding  across  to  the  tasselled  bell  pull,  she  had 
jerked sharply  upon it.   No bell  had  sounded  and 
Arthur  had  been  momentarily  puzzled  before 
realising that her action had almost certainly rung a 
bell  out  of  earshot  in  the  servant's  quarters  (his 
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expectations  had  doubtless  been  coloured  by 
television  period  dramas in  which  bells  are  nearly 
always  seen  and  heard  ringing  immediately 
afterwards).   That irrelevant mental excursion had 
lost  him  his  one  opportunity  to  make  a  dash  for 
freedom while his captor's attention had been briefly 
distracted;  by  the  time  he  had  woken  up  to  that 
possibility, Judith had returned to the middle of the 
room and would have been able to intercept any try 
for the door.

Arthur had hesitated indecisively; no doubt he could 
have fought his way past her - she had not offered 
him a formidable physical challenge (not in that way, 
anyhow!) - but his personal prohibition upon using 
force against women had deterred him.

“If I'd b-been a r-real man, n-no doubt I'd s-simply 
have thrown her aside and m-marched from the r-
room!”  he  remarked  sourly  to  Ginger;  she  had 
already demonstrated a preference for  self-assured, 
action orientated men in her choice of fiancé.

“I'm not sure you're right,” she surprised him.  “Men 
who act like that probably wouldn't have had your 
strength of  will  to resist someone like Judith,  and 
I've never considered violence against women - even 
sluts like Judith - acceptable, or a sign of manliness.”
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Arthur  was  greatly  encouraged  by  her  attitude, 
though it  could  not  alter  the  fact  that  his  lack  of 
assertiveness  had  landed  him in  a  predicament  in 
which he had been no help to Ginger, one in which 
he would still be stranded were it not for her fiancé's 
initiative and audacity.

He  had  assumed  that  Judith  had  summoned  the 
assistance  of  Marlow's  Indian  manservant  -  or 
another  male  member  of  staff  -  to  subdue  her 
unwilling  prey,  and  was  consequently  surprised 
when the door had opened to admit Judith's maid.

“Gladys!  Mr Mowe is not being at all cooperative,” 
Judith had complained

The  maid  had  eyed  Arthur  contemptuously.   “A 
naughty little boy, is he?  I assume that he has not 
taken his medicine.”

“He refused it,” Judith had replied.  Arthur had been 
baffled  by  their  exchange  -  there  had  been  no 
mention  of  medicine  before  then  -  and  had  been 
uncertain about how to deal with this development.

“Naughty  little  boys  must  be  made  to  take  their 
medicine,  I  am thinking,”  Gladys  had  stated  with 
intimidating firmness.  As she had marched across 
the  room  towards  him,  Arthur  had  stood, 
apprehension leaping inside him like a fanned flame.
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“Sit  down!”  the  Welshwoman  had  instructed, 
pushing him quite roughly back into the armchair; 
she had certainly offered him a formidable physical 
challenge!  Judith, meanwhile, had gone to one of the 
small tables, where she had poured a small glass of 
dark  liquid  from what  had  appeared  to  be  a  wine 
bottle.

This she had carried across to Arthur.  “You must 
drink this!”

He had, by then, been thoroughly alarmed.  “I c-c-
certainly  w-won't!   You've n-no  r-right  to  k-k-keep 
me here l-like this!”

Judith had greeted his pathetic display of resistance 
with laughter that had verged upon fanatical.  “No-
one but my uncle has rights here at Myrddin-ddu. 
Hold him, Gladys!”

The  maid  had  sidled  round  behind  the  chair  and 
gripped  Arthur  with muscular  arms,  trapping  him 
there while Judith had pinched his nose and force 
fed him the medicine.  What it had contained he still 
did not know, but its effect had been both dramatic 
and  virtually  instantaneous.   Gladys  had  released 
him  and  he'd  attempted  to  stand  again,  only  to 
discover that he had been paralysed.
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“That's w-when I r-really started to g-get scared,” he 
confessed to Ginger.  “I h-h-had n-no idea what they 
m-might do.  Or, rather, I had a g-good idea what J-
Judith had in mind and I d-d-didn't like it!”

He felt Ginger stiffen slightly in his embrace.  “Did 
Judith do what you thought she would?”

Arthur caught a distinct  hint  of  acid  in  her voice; 
surely it couldn't be jealousy?

“N-n-n-no!” he hastened to assure her.  “But w-what 
they d-did do was almost as b-bad!”

The  effects  of  Judith's  drug  had  been  extremely 
bizarre.   Arthur  had been almost overwhelmed by 
fear,  but  had  been  totally  unable  to  react  to  it 
physically, even in the most basic automatic fashion! 
On the other hand, when Judith had ordered him to 
stand, he had complied with no difficulty, except in 
his mind.  Not only had he lost control of his body, it 
had  been  taken  over  by  a  woman  with  distinctly 
dubious designs upon it.   Little wonder that panic 
had set in!

He'd been no more able to resist when Judith had 
commanded him to follow her up to her attic room. 
That had been his first visit to that awful room, and 
its initial impact had disturbed him profoundly.  The 
uncertain  lamplight  had  intensified  the  ominous 
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functionality  of  the  uncompromising  timber 
structures, with their  conspicuous bolts,  reinforced 
steel fixings and heavy duty leather straps.  For the 
first time in his life - though far from the last - he 
had  experienced  genuine  terror;  had  his  natural 
functions  not  been  suppressed  he  would  doubtless 
have disgraced himself.

“Are you telling me there's a whole room of torture 
equipment  up  there?”  Ginger  queried  in  horrified 
disbelief.

Arthur confirmed her fears.  “It l-looks just like a m-
medieval d-dungeon!”

Ginger shuddered.  “To think I've been working here 
for weeks without the faintest idea; it makes my skin 
crawl.   It  would  seem  that  Judith's  as  sick  as 
Marlow.”

“B-both  Judith  and  her  m-maid!”  Arthur  added, 
almost  inclined  to  shudder  himself  at  his 
recollections.   Those two women had stripped him 
unceremoniously  of  both  his  clothes  and  his  last 
pretensions  to  dignity,  though  what  had  followed 
hadn't  been  what  he'd  expected  and  feared.   That 
would,  in  any case,  have been  impossible;  Judith's 
potion  may  have  given  her  control  of  most  of  his 
physical functions but had not been able to overcome 
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the inhibiting effect of sheer terror.  She had crossed 
to the collection of clothes lining one wall and had 
returned  with  the  two  black  leather  garments  (if 
such obscene travesties warranted that label!).  The 
gloating pleasure with which she had displayed these 
to  her  intended  victim  had  shocked  him 
considerably;  she  had  shown  particular  delight  in 
demonstrating  how his  genitals  would  be  laced up 
and constricted.

“You have been a naughty boy!” she had castigated 
him like some caricature dominatrix.  “You must be 
punished.   Until  you  are  prepared  to  use  that 
pathetic little cock as I wish, it shall be locked away.”

“Don't you think he looks too hairy for a little boy?” 
her maid had asked before Judith had been able to 
put  him  into  those  degrading  trunks;  the 
Welshwoman had not been referring to his beard, he 
had realised with a flush of embarrassment.

“You are quite right,” Judith had concurred with a 
predatory smile.  “He must be made to look like the 
naughty little boy that he is!”

With evident glee Gladys had gone off  to fetch the 
necessary  implements.   Arthur,  outraged,   had 
strained  to  break  free  from  Judith's  demeaning 
control,  but  had remained  frustratingly  motionless 
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as she had positioned herself directly in front of him 
- in her high heels she'd been nearly his height - and 
had taunted him with a sadistic smirk.

“I  wish  you  to  experience  fully  your  absolute 
powerlessness.  Before Gladys returns to indulge her 
whim, I shall fit this hood on you.  It will cover your 
eyes and ears, and this little rubber bladder goes into 
your mouth.  It can be pumped up to fill your mouth 
and keep you silent.  Now, open your mouth!”

His  clenched jaws had treacherously parted at her 
command  and  the  gag  had  been  wedged  between 
them.  Judith had then laced the hood around his 
head - far tighter than had been necessary - and had 
inflated the bladder until it had not only caused him 
considerable discomfort but had also frightened him 
into fearing that he might choke.   His inability to 
see, speak or resist while his most personal anatomy 
had been insensitively pulled around so that nature's 
small concession to modesty could be removed had 
reduced him to a new depth of humiliation.

“Judith  shaved  you,   down  there?”   Ginger's  tone 
expressed both disbelief and disgust.

He flushed hotly  (thankfully  unseen);  the incident 
had been extremely traumatic for  him and he had 
not  wanted  to  recount  it  to  Ginger,  but  had 
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determined  to  be  completely  honest  with  her. 
“J-Judith's  m-maid  did  it.   At  l-least,  I'm  p-pretty 
certain it  was her,  she s-suggested it  in  the f-first 
place.”

“But why did Mrs Price want you shaved?”  Ginger 
was audibly puzzled.

“It was m-meant as a p-p-punishment, I th-think, to 
hu-humiliate  me,  which  it  c-certainly  did!”  he 
explained, burning with embarrassment.  “B-but I'm 
also p-pretty sure she got a k-kick out of it.”

“I always thought there was something slightly odd 
about that woman!” Ginger remarked.  “I shouldn't 
worry about it, Arthur, you couldn't stop her.  I know 
how vulnerable you feel in one of those hoods!  What 
happened after... afterwards?”

Not  a  great  deal  had  happened,  though  in  many 
respects that had been the worst part of the whole 
experience.  Having been laced and locked into the 
punishment pants, and strapped onto a hard chair, 
he had been left there for nearly twenty-four hours, 
he estimated.  It had seemed more like a month, and 
once the restricting effects of Judith's drug had worn 
off his natural demands had reasserted themselves, 
which had increased almost beyond bearing both his 
shame and his misery.  Despite his determination to 
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tell Ginger everything, this final disgrace proved just 
too degrading for him to mention; there were some 
things  that  he  couldn't  bring  himself  to  reveal  to 
anyone,  especially  to  a  young  woman  whom  he 
wanted to think well of him!

“They l-left me there until D-Dick found me and r-
released me.”

“Richard?  Here?” Ginger queried, audibly startled. 
“Was Marlow telling the truth?  I  thought he was 
making it up to get at me.”

“N-no,  Dick's  d-definitely  here  s-somewhere.” 
Arthur  had  been  embarrassingly  reluctant  to 
introduce  Dick  into  the  conversation,  fearing  that 
the other  man's  presence  -  even by  proxy  -  would 
spoil  the  growing  intimacy  between  himself  and 
Ginger.   However,  his  sense  of  propriety  had 
overridden his personal feelings.  “If it hadn't b-been 
for Dick, I would still be t-trussed up in Judith's t-
torture room.”

“Why  didn't  you  tell  me  earlier  that  Richard  was 
here?” she demanded (was her use of her fiancé's full 
name a deliberate correction?).

“I-I-I  d-don't  know!   W-we  s-simply  got  t-talking 
about  other  th-things,”  Arthur  dissembled;  Ginger 
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had stiffened and drawn away from him, exactly as 
he had feared.

“Where is he now?  Do you know?” she pursued her 
interrogation.  “What Marlow was saying seemed to 
suggest that he'd been caught.”

“He was c-caught,” Arthur confirmed, steering their 
exchange away from his failure to inform her about 
Dick's presence at Myrddin-ddu.  “We c-came down 
here earlier on to l-look for you, but w-we were s-
separated and he g-got caught.  I m-managed to find 
him, though, and s-set him free again.”

“So  Marlow  and  Judith  don't  realise  he's  free?” 
Ginger speculated with mounting excitement.  “Do 
you know where he is?”

“No, I d-don't, I'm afraid.  We heard a scream and I 
r-ran out of the room to s-see what it was.  W-when I 
got b-back, he'd gone.  I don't know w-where.”

“Do  you  think  he  was  caught  again?”  she  asked 
anxiously.

“I d-don't know; he m-may just have g-gone off in the 
other  direction  to  l-look  for  you,”   He  wanted  to 
reassure Ginger, though he considered that even if 
Dick were still at large, the chances of his being able 
to save them were slim, to put it generously.  Once 
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Judith discovered that her horse had bolted, guards 
would surely be posted on the dungeon door to foil 
any attempt at rescue.  Arthur was determined not 
to deceive himself with false hope (or was it that he 
could not bear the thought of Dick's being the hero of 
the day?).

“It doesn't sound as though we can rely on his being 
able to rescue us.”  Deep disappointment was evident 
in  Ginger's  voice,  and  she  lapsed  once  more  into 
silence, which Arthur was too considerate - and too 
apprehensive  -  to  intrude  upon.   He  was  torn 
between  a  compassionate  yearning  to  comfort  her 
and agitated disgruntlement that she should  be  so 
concerned  about  a  man  who,  in  his  opinion,  was 
totally the wrong type of partner for her.  Just when 
he  was  beginning  to  fear  that  communications 
between  them  had  broken  down  altogether,  she 
reinstated them with a challenging question.

“What did Judith mean when she said that Richard 
made a good stallion?”

Arthur  briefly  considered  feigning  diplomatic 
amnesia, but found himself decidedly irritated by the 
idea of defending the other man, who, he felt, did not 
deserve the loyalty and affection of a girl like Ginger. 
“J-Judith has a d-d-device in her t-torture room, a w-
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wooden f-frame like a r-rocking horse; Dick was t-
tied onto it when I r-rescued him.”

As soon as he had spoken he felt ashamed of himself 
and hoped that his incomplete answer would satisfy 
Ginger,  but  he'd  underestimated  her  worldliness 
(equating  innocence  with  ignorance,  a  common 
mistake).  “Face up, I take it, so that she could ride 
him!”

Arthur was seriously embarrassed, and horrified at 
the  genie  he  had  released  in  his  instant  of  pique; 
Dick would never forgive him, and he could probably 
expect little sympathy from Ginger either!  He made 
a desperate attempt to salvage the situation.

“He d-didn't have m-much choice; J-Judith used her 
d-drug on him.”

“You  don't  have  to  defend  him,”  Ginger  retorted, 
sounding  thoroughly  fed  up.   “I've  suspected  for 
some while that he's occasionally unfaithful to me.”

Her revelation ignited a fierce blaze inside Arthur. 
Spotting a possible weakness in his rival's otherwise 
unassailable  position,  he  effected  a  tactical  U-turn 
that would have made most opportunist  politicians 
look principled.  “P-p-perhaps I sh-shouldn't say this, 
b-b-but Dick d-did say that he quite enj-j-joyed it.”
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“No, you shouldn't have said that!” she chided him 
and fell silent again.  Arthur mentally attempted to 
throttle himself; this time he really had blown it!

“I'm s-s-sorry,” he muttered clumsily.

“It's  not  really  your  fault,”  she  answered  wearily. 
“I've  known  in  my  heart  for  some  while  what 
Richard's  like,  but  I  wouldn't  admit  it  to  myself 
because of my own need for emotional security.”

Arthur did not know what to say for the best; he was 
secretly  rather  pleased  that  Dick  had  been 
unmasked.

“You're  really  very  nice,  Arthur.”  Ginger  forgave 
him, which not only made him feel mildly ashamed 
at his pleasure over Dick's downfall, but also ignited 
the  blue  touch  paper  to  a  rocket  that  went  up 
through him in  a  powerful  whoosh of  excitement. 
“It's just that this isn't the ideal situation in which to 
find out that your idol has feet of clay.  Perhaps I 
expect too much of people.  I like you, Arthur, quite a 
lot…”

She  left  the  sentence  unfinished  and  he 
automatically  added  a  large  unspoken "but"  as  his 
spent  rocket  plunged  back  to  earth.   However, 
Ginger reinforced her words by moving close to him 
again.   Forcibly  suspending  his  doubts  and 
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inhibitions,  he  let  his  hands  explore  her  invisible 
form a little, decorously avoiding the more intimate 
regions.  He was actually beginning to appreciate the 
tactile  quality  of  rubber,  when  wrapped  around 
naked female anatomy!

“You're w-w-wonderful!” he told her, and meant it.

“You're  not  so  bad  yourself.”   She nestled  against 
him, seemingly determined to  stoke his  inner  fire. 
“Don't you think it's rather a shame that what you 
told Marlow just now wasn't the truth?”

Her words - and her coyly intimate delivery - had the 
effect  of  dowsing  his  fire  with  petrol,  but  had  he 
correctly  interpreted  her  question?   “I-I-I'm  n-not 
sure I-I understand y-you.”

“It's not difficult, Arthur dear.  I've resisted having 
sex  with  any  man  until  now  because  I've  always 
believed - as I still do - that when the right one came 
along and we got married, the sex would be better 
because I'd kept myself for him.  But if I'm to die - 
and that now seems on the cards - it seems a shame 
never to have experienced it.”

Her rather matter-of-fact explanation dampened his 
ardour a little - he hardly dared to assume that she 
might be as attracted to him as he was towards her - 
though her  endearment  gave him some hope.   He 
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was determined, however, to play scrupulously fair 
with  her.   “I  d-don't  think  you'd  f-find  it  all  that 
exciting with j-just anyone.”

“I'm sure you're right, Arthur,” she agreed, but then 
poured  on  more  petrol.   “You're  not  just  anyone, 
though.  I'm very fond of you, and I admire you a 
great deal.”

Arthur was flabbergasted.  “You ad-m-mire m-me?”

“Yes, of  course!   You realised the truth about this 
place long before I did, but instead of simply legging 
it as fast as you could, you tried to warn me of the 
danger,  even when I  was far  from ready to  listen. 
You came with me down to the crypt - despite your 
own  fear  of  such  places  -  to  convince  me  about 
Myrddin-ddu.  And as for your rescue tonight, as I've 
already told you, it was extremely brave.”

“St-steady on!” he cautioned her, flushing hotly with 
pleasure and thankful that the darkness hid his face. 
“I w-won't be able to g-get through the d-door at this 
r-rate, my head will b-be so s-swollen.”

Ginger giggled and snuggled against him.  “It's not 
only your head that's swelling!”

He  jerked  himself  away  from  her,  seriously 
embarrassed.  “I'm s-s-sorry!  I-I-I...”
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“You're a silly sweetie,” she interrupted him.  “I'm 
not upset; I like it!  It's what I want, Arthur.”

Arthur's  sense  of  unreality  was  growing 
exponentially.  It had started - soon after his arrival 
at Myrddin-ddu -  with a mild sense of  dislocation, 
which had steadily increased as he and Ginger had 
explored both the crypt and the implications of their 
discoveries.   His  experiences  since  then  had 
progressively pushed normality further and further 
away:  bondage  by  a  pair  of  seriously  deranged 
females; an almost farcical chase around the house in 
the  company  of  a  private-eye  obsessed,  overgrown 
schoolboy; a confrontation with a genuine vampire; 
his  rescue  of  Ginger  from  Satanists  and 
consequential sentence to a slow and painful death. 
And  now  he  was  locked  in  a  darkened  dungeon, 
holding in his arms the woman he fallen in love with 
(whom  he  had  never  anticipated  would  have 
reciprocated his feelings!) who was naked beneath a 
sensual covering of clinging rubber, and was offering 
to have sexual intimacy with him!  Such things might 
happen in sensational novels or Hollywood thrillers, 
but not in real life to ordinary Arthur Mowe.

He had expected at every stage to wake suddenly and 
find himself in his small suburban bedroom; it was 
now surely inevitable.  He could not believe that he 
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would be allowed to enjoy this dream to its promised 
erotic climax.  Reality was not that generous to him!

“Have I offended you?” Ginger asked with genuine 
concern  in  her  voice,  interrupting  the reverie  that 
he'd just begun to drift  into, bringing him back, if 
not to reality, at least to the physical manifestation 
of  whatever  fantasy  he  currently  occupied.   “I'm 
sorry if I have, Arthur.  I've been told before that I 
can be too forward.”

“N-n-no!   N-not  at  all;  I've  never  th-thought  you 
were too f-forward,” he reassured her, though that 
was not strictly true; there had been more than one 
occasion  when  she  had  mildly  shocked  him.   But 
whether  this  was  a  dream,  a  nightmare  or  some 
other  unrecorded  aspect  of  existence,  he  would  be 
mad not to take advantage of the benefits it appeared 
to offer.  “I just f-find it hard to b-believe you're r-
really interested in me.  M-may I k-k-kiss you?”

“Of course, silly!”  She pressed herself against him. 
“I've been waiting for you to do it.”

Her evident eagerness - attested by both her words 
and her action - boosted both his inclination and his 
confidence.  Fumbling in the darkness for her face, 
he clasped it for guidance and lowered his lips, more 
or less successfully, to her mouth.  That kiss, though 



BLACK MERLIN'S RING BOOK THREE PAGE 497

decidedly reserved - he still felt nervously uncertain 
with her - triggered in him an emotional release that 
surged up through him (more like a Polaris missile 
than a Guy Fawkes rocket this time!) and burst from 
the top of his head, leaving his ears ringing.

Ginger, in contrast, seemed disappointed.  “That was 
a very polite kiss.  Don't I turn you on at all?”

“N-not t-t-turn me on?”  He was outraged.  “I c-can 
hardly c-c-contain what you m-make me f-feel.”

He could  also  hardly  express  what  he  felt,  having 
never before experienced such an intense yearning to 
be  with  another  person.   It  was  so  much  more 
wonderful  and  painful  than  the  bitter-sweet 
hankering he'd had for girls he'd fancied in the past, 
and it demanded so much more from him; it really 
had allowed him no choice about venturing into the 
crypt  –  regardless  of  vampires,  Satanists  and 
whatever  other  horrors  lurked  there  -  to  find  the 
woman who inspired his devotion.  “I l-l-l-love you!”

“Do you?”  She sounded surprised, almost overawed. 
“You're not just say...”

He cut short her query - and answered it - by fixing 
his lips to hers again, this time releasing the brake 
from  his  passion.   He  embraced  her  fiercely  and 
launched an exploratory foray into her mouth with 
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his tongue;  compared to his previous kiss this one 
was like drinking neat whisky after orange squash! 
As  his  emotional  and  sexual  pressure  swiftly 
mounted,  he  let  his  hands  gravitate  down  to  the 
exciting  curves  of  her  breasts  and  was  slightly 
startled to feel  the jutting hardness of  her nipples 
through the rubber.   He fought his way inside the 
cape, where the tactile music of  her smoothly soft, 
warm breasts,  stomach,  buttocks  and  thighs  drove 
the needle of his pressure gauge into the red.  What 
really blew his safety valve, though, was when her 
fingers unzipped his fly and burrowed within.

He broke from the embrace as concerns forced their 
way to centre stage.  Although he had only just left 
base  camp  on  his  attempt  to  scale  the  heights  of 
ecstasy, it was typical of Arthur that he was already 
worrying about the final stages of the ascent.  “D-d-
do you th-think w-we ought to...  I m-mean, I'm n-not 
sure its a g-g-good idea.”

“Why not?”  She sounded mildly put out.  “You're 
quite safe with me, Arthur; there's no risk of Aids or 
anything like that!”

“I w-w-wasn't th-thinking of anything l-like that!” he 
spluttered,  shocked  and  mortified  that  she  could 
think that of him.  “It's j-just that I h-haven't g-got 
anything - y-you know - c-contraceptives.”
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Ginger  laughed,  but  mirthlessly.   “If  you  get  me 
pregnant I don't think it will put off the rats!”

Arthur was horrified.  “D-d-don't s-say that!  I c-can't 
b-bear to th-think about it.”

“It's  not  exactly  my  favourite  topic,  either!”  she 
retorted.   “So  let's  not  think about it.   I  was just 
getting into what we were doing.  I thought you were 
too.”

He  had  been,  but  his  overdeveloped  sense  of 
responsibility had got in  the way.   He was a little 
hurt by Ginger's attitude - he had only been thinking 
of her welfare - and felt quite deflated, in more ways 
than one!  “I didn't w-want you to th-think I was t-
taking advantage of you.  I'm s-sorry, I c-can't help c-
caring about you.”

“I  know,”  she  recanted.   “I  should  be  the  one 
apologising.  It's simply that I don't know how much 
future we've got - it's not something I want to dwell 
on - and I want to make the most of what time we do 
have.  I've heard it's supposed to be better for men if 
they don't have to wear anything on their penis.  If 
that's so, I want it to be good for you, Arthur!”

“Th-th-thank you!”  Arthur was overwhelmed with 
gratitude.  He clutched Ginger tightly and plunged 
into  another  intoxicating  kiss;  he  was  soon  fully 
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reinflated!  Ginger aided the process by delving once 
more into his trousers; he felt her exploring inside 
his pants.

“You are a smoothie!” she teased him, drawing out 
her prize.  “You may be short in the hair department 
but not in any other!”

Her nimble fingers soon had him ready to tackle the 
highest mountain; for a virgin she was remarkably 
adroit!   It  occurred  to  Arthur  that  she  may  have 
employed that remedy to keep Dick from straying. 
Certainly he felt almost content to make camp there 
and  wallow  in  the  delicious  sensuousness  of  her 
manipulations until he spilled his urgency into her 
hand, but a deeper driving insistence - to say nothing 
of wanting to please Ginger - goaded him to continue 
on to the summit.

“If you k-keep on d-doing that I'm going to c-come,” 
he warned her.

“I think I'm nearly there, too,” she whispered back. 
“You will be patient with me, won't you?  I know the 
theory quite well - I've read a number of books about 
it  -  but  I'm  totally  inexperienced.   You  may  have 
convinced Marlow otherwise, but I am still a virgin!”
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“I'm h-hardly experienced m-myself,” he confessed. 
“I've only d-done it a c-couple of times, and they were 
m-more in the w-way of experiments.”

Unsuccessful  experiments  for  the  most  part,  he 
recalled;  with  her  book  learning,  Ginger  probably 
had the advantage.  Her intimations of readiness had 
once  again  roused  something  other  than  she  had 
intended,  this time troublesome practical  concerns. 
2How are w-we g-going to do it?  This stone f-floor 
will  be  v-very uncomfortable  to  l-lie  on,  and  it  w-
won't do my knees any g-good, either!”

“There  are  other  positions,”  Ginger  answered 
impatiently.  “We're not missionaries, we can use one 
of  the others!   Take your  clothes off  and I'll  wrap 
them in my cloak to make a cushion.”

He complied willingly enough, but was assaulted by 
goose  pimples;  the  cell  was  distinctly  chilly, 
regardless  of  the  emotional  heat  that  they  had 
generated.  He heard a soft rustling - punctuated by 
small  snorts  of  exasperation  -  as  his  companion 
crouched in the absolute darkness, struggling to fold 
the  bundle  of  their  combined  garments  into  a 
serviceable cushion.

“Come down here and sit on this.  Carefully, or it'll 
unravel!”
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She guided him down onto the makeshift seat, which 
-  despite  its  lumpiness  -  was  considerably  more 
comfortable  than  the  stone  floor.   She  then 
manoeuvred herself to stand close in front of him, so 
close that her pubic fur brushed his face.  A surge of 
indecent excitement gripped Arthur and he nuzzled 
into her musky curls,  the second time that he had 
been in that position with a woman inside two days! 
There  was  no  comparison,  though;  this  time  the 
thought  of  probing  her  female  secrets  with  his 
tongue thrilled rather than disgusted him.

Her response surprised him; she clutched his head 
and pressed his face against her, much as Judith had 
done.  “Suddenly I begin to understand how women 
can want a man to go down on them, something I've 
always considered mildly unpleasant until now.”

Her tone expressed amazed discovery overlaid upon 
modest  salaciousness,  which  accorded  with  and 
increased  Arthur's  own  keenness  for  the  prospect. 
“D-do you w-want me to g-give you p-pleasure that 
way?”

“No, I want this to be a proper act.  I want to lose my 
virginity and give it to you!”  She released his head 
and  lowered  herself  onto  his  lap,  manually 
positioning his erect staff for the thrust that would 
consummate that sacrifice.
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Two  mingled  cries  -  half  way  between  pain  and 
ecstasy  -  marked  that  sacred  moment.   Like  the 
mixing  of  two  unstable  chemicals,  that  joining  of 
their  highly  charged  genitals  triggered  an 
unstoppable  chain  reaction  that  Arthur  found 
impossible to control.  Crying aloud at the intensely 
urgent  sensations  that  flooded  through  him  as 
Ginger rode his erection - her small mews of pleasure 
enhancing  his  own  -  he  struggled  to  reign  in  the 
accumulating  pressure  to  prevent  his  erupting  too 
soon.

Moments  later  he  heard  her  gasps  and  sighs  of 
satisfaction  (very  different  from  the  sighs  he  had 
provoked in his previous partners!) and abandoned 
himself to the tide of rapture surging through him. 
He exploded - gushing like a geyser, it felt - and let 
the rushing torrent  carry his conscious essence up 
through  Ginger,  soaring  ever  upwards  into  the 
temporary nirvana of sexual fulfilment.

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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II
Arthur  squeezed  his  eyes  shut  and  tried  hard  to 
imagine  himself  somewhere  else.   He  was  back in 
Judith's  attic  torture  chamber,  and  his  current 
position  was  not  one  that  anyone  would  choose  - 
well,  almost  anyone  (he  believed  that  there  were 
some men who enjoyed this sort of thing) – strapped 
naked to one of her degrading frames.  Shaped like a 
large 'X', it held him spread-eagle against a wall, but 
what  made  it  really  unpleasant  was  an  obscenely 
shaped,  upwardly  angled  peg  at  the  centre  of  the 
cross, on which he had been hung by a very personal 
orifice!

The purpose of  this latter refinement -  apart from 
providing  Judith  with  sadistic  pleasure  -  was  to 
encourage  a  hard  erection.   Unfortunately  -  or, 
perhaps,  fortunately  for  Arthur  -  it  was  proving 
counter-productive  in  his  case,  largely  because  his 
libido had been very recently exhausted.

When dawn had probed feebly in through the tiny 
grilled opening high in one wall of the cell that he 
had shared with Ginger - signalling for most people 
the end of darkness and the dawning hope of a new 
day,  though  for  the  young  couple  in  the  cell  that 
cliché had lost its appeal - Arthur had been able to 
view for the first time since their passionate union 
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the prize he had been awarded.  Gently removing the 
rubber  cape  that Ginger  had put  back on,  he  had 
greedily devoured the vision of her glorious body in 
the wan morning radiance; he had earlier given her 
his cellular vest to help keep out the chill of that cold 
cell, and it had fitted her compact figure like a rather 
risqué mini-dress!  To Arthur's surprise (he was not 
familiar with such situations) that appetising display 
had made him hungry for second helpings, and by 
the time Mowgli had returned to fetch him, he had 
felt smugly satisfied with his achievement.

He  had  needed  that  psychological  boost  when  the 
Indian  manservant  had  marched  into  the  cell, 
accompanied  by  Judith's  maid  (all  the  other 
Satanists had presumably gone back to their homes, 
wherever those might be!).  Arthur had hesitated to 
offer any physical resistance, uncertain whether his 
abhorrence of violence against women applied to Mrs 
Price; he had decided - after sizing up her biceps - 
not to put it to the test.  Ginger had suffered no such 
inhibitions  and  had  verbally  laid  into  the  other 
woman, though she had failed to intimidate the maid 
as she had Mowgli.

Her intervention had allowed Arthur time to drag on 
a few of his clothes before he'd been dragged away. 
Unable  to  prevent  his  removal,  Ginger  had 
encouraged  him,  as  he  had  been  roughly  bundled 
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from the cell, with an  impassioned farewell.  “Take 
care, Arthur; I think I love you!”

That  benediction  had  helped  considerably  in 
carrying  him  through  the  degradations  that  had 
ensued.   He  had  not  been  taken  -  as  he  had 
anticipated - to confront Marlow, but had been led 
back upstairs to Judith's torture room.  As he had 
followed Mowgli  up those narrow,  dark,  ominously 
creaking  stairs  to  the  attic,  Arthur  had 
contemplating making a bolt for freedom, but with 
Mrs Price hard on his heels he had passed up that 
idea  as  one  that  would  give  the  maid  an  open 
invitation to demonstrate her contempt for him, at 
his expense!

Judith had been waiting for them, and Arthur had 
quickly  discovered  that  he  had  wasted  his  time 
dressing;  the  two  servants  had  forcibly  undressed 
him again before fitting him up as a piece of post-
modernist wall decoration.  Judith had not needed to 
resort to drugs or hypnotism this time; the Indian 
manservant had proved considerably stronger than 
his slight physique had suggested,  while  Mrs Price 
would still have won an arm wrestling contest with 
him!  Arthur had been no match for either of them.

It had quickly become apparent to him that his new 
role was not a decorative one.   Once he had been 
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secured to that degrading frame, Judith had removed 
her robe and strutted before him in an attempt to 
raise  his  interest,  but  her  erotic  promises  had 
seemed  tawdry  when  compared  to  the  substantial 
quality of what Ginger had so recently delivered (the 
sensual  afterglow  of  that  incredible  communion 
lingered  with  him  still).   He  could  not  help 
contrasting the richly contoured, downy resilience of 
Ginger's remembered form with the scrawny white 
flesh  of  the  strumpet  who  paraded  before  him  in 
corset, stockings and little else, and his disinterest in 
her  exhibition  had  been  augmented  by  extreme 
anxiety over what was to happen both to himself and 
to the woman he loved.

Judith had soon enlightened him with regard to his 
own fate.  Having tried various methods to elevate 
him  -  including  a  taste  of  what  he  had  seen  her 
performing on Marlow in the crypt, though not at all 
to  Arthur's  taste  (he had  never  understood  how a 
woman could tolerate an organ primarily associated 
with bodily fluids in her mouth) - Judith had finally 
given up the fruitless task.

“You are pathetic, Arthur!” she reviled him.  “You 
are certainly not a man.  You are not even a mouse, 
for  I  have read  that  mice  are  constantly  ready  to 
copulate!   But  since  you  have  deprived  me  of  the 
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excellent  source  of  sustenance  which  I  caught  last 
night, you are all that I have available at present.”

Her words, her tone and the scathing look that she 
condescended to give him all suggested that he was 
an inferior cut of meat.  Which was not completely 
wide of the mark!

“I  do  not  refer  to  amorous  satisfaction,”  she 
elucidated.  “I am a normal woman in that respect, 
but in others I am not.  I have been granted a unique 
gift by the Master, who is not my uncle; there seems 
little  point  in  continuing  that  pretence.   He  is, 
however, a great master of magic, and has bestowed 
upon  me  the  gift  of  eternal  youth  and  beauty. 
Unfortunately,  magic  demands  its  price,  and  to 
maintain  my  youthful  looks  I  need  regular 
nourishment of a singular nature; I must drink the 
milk of fertility from a living man.”

Arthur  shuddered  with  revulsion;  Marlow  had 
seemingly transformed Judith into a sexual vampire. 
It disgusted him but did not unduly surprise him; it 
accorded with what he knew of Marlow that the old 
sybarite should bestow upon his mistress a gift that 
necessitated her having regularly to fellate him.  And 
other men as well,  it  appeared.  Perhaps, with the 
passing of the centuries, Marlow was drying up!
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Judith continued her lecture.   An unlikely looking 
lecturer,  Arthur  considered,  though  had  she 
appeared on a university podium in those minimal 
garments she would certainly have drawn a packed 
audience  of  eager  male  students!   “When  you 
released my mount last night I had ridden him, but 
had not milked him; I intended to return later - once 
my stiffening drug had worn off - and take what he 
had to offer.  I am certain that he would have been 
more  forthcoming  than  you  have  been!   You  will 
remain  where  you  are  until  you  are  ready  to 
cooperate with me, Arthur.  It is in your own best 
interest to give me what I need, then I shall want to 
keep you alive and healthy.  I shall leave you for a 
while to consider your position.”

She left him then - as promised - to contemplate his 
position.  It was not one that left him any dignity – 
he  was  nothing  more  to  Judith  than  a  domestic 
animal (not even a stud bull, but a male cow!) - and 
it certainly offered him no comfort.  The muscles in 
his arms had cramped from being held higher than 
his head and his hands had gone numb because of 
the  tight  straps  around  his  wrists,  but  those 
discomforts  were  insignificant  in  comparison  with 
the burning agony in his lower abdomen.  He felt as 
if a smouldering log had been thrust up inside him! 
He desperately wished that his lower anatomy would 
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go numb as there seemed to be no way for him to 
relieve his increasingly painful plight; any movement 
on  his  part  only  aggravated  his  suffering.   There 
were few distractions, either.  Judith had taken the 
oil  lamp  with  her  and  the  heavy  opaque  curtain 
across the window let in barely a glimmer of light. 
What little he was able to distinguish in the gloom - 
the  unnerving  shapes  of  other  pieces  of  Judith's 
equipment - did nothing to raise his spirits.

His one small consolation was that he had not been 
hooded  or  gagged  this  time.   His  gloating 
tormentress  had  explained  to  him  that  those 
restraints  had  been  necessary  on  the  previous 
occasion  to  prevent  his  cries  being  overheard  by 
Ginger, whose suspicions might have been aroused. 
The  present  circumstances  imposed  no  such 
constraints  and  he  was  free  to  express  himself  as 
loudly as he desired.

“In fact, Arthur, I obtain enormous satisfaction from 
hearing a helpless man screaming for mercy.  Please 
do not feel inhibited!”

How  any  man  could  derive  pleasure  from 
subjugation  by  a  sadistic  woman  had  always 
mystified  Arthur,  and  his  recent  experiences  at 
Myrddin-ddu  had  only  reinforced  his  prejudice 
against  such  deviant  practices.   How  long,  he 
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wondered, would he be able to tolerate his growing 
torment before his resolve broke and he did scream 
for  mercy,  prepared  to  give  Judith  anything  she 
demanded?  Fortunately, nature came unexpectedly 
to  his  aid  before  his  stamina  was  tested  too 
strenuously.   His  lack  of  any  sleep  for  two 
consecutive  nights  –  one  in  Heaven,  enclosed  in 
Ginger's loving embrace; the other in Hell, enclosed 
in Judith's claustrophobic hood - acted as a narcotic 
and he drifted into a fitful doze, highly seasoned with 
nightmare  images drawn from the past forty-eight 
hours.

He woke with a start - not a comfortable experience 
in his current position – roused by the sound of the 
door  bolts being withdrawn.   He had no idea how 
much time had elapsed since Judith's departure; the 
meagre light filtering past the impenetrable curtain 
offered him no clue.  The door opened to facilitate 
her return - wearing rather more clothes than before 
-  and  accompanied  by  her  maid,  who  carried  a 
covered tray.

"I am pleased to find you are still here!" Judith joked, 
though it failed to amuse her captive audience.  "I 
hope you have seen the wisdom of cooperating with 
me.  As you will  need to keep up your strength, I 
have  instructed  Gladys  to  bring  you  a  nourishing 
meal.  You will be allowed to sit down while you eat."
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That last was welcome news to Arthur,  though he 
had  more  pressing  physical  needs  than eating.   "I 
need to answer a call of nature first."

Judith was baffled.  "A call of nature?  Do you mean 
that  you  need  to  pass  water?   You  can  do  so 
whenever  you  desire,  the  floor  has  been  laid  with 
linoleum to deal with spillages of all kinds."

Arthur  was  shocked;  Judith  appeared  almost 
delighted  by  the  prospect  of  his  having  to  relieve 
himself in front of her!  The contrast with Ginger's 
response to a similar situation early that morning in 
their cold cell was marked; she had sympathetically 
dissipated  his  embarrassment  and  made  him  feel 
that it was perfectly natural for him to urinate in a 
corner  of  the  cell.   Disgust  and  anger  welled  up 
inside him at Judith's attitude, which he released in 
uncharacteristically  crude  language.   "That's  n-not 
what I m-mean.  I n-need a c-c-crap and I c-can't do 
it with a b-bloody great p-peg up my arse!"

Judith  affected  a  coy  snigger,  which  added  to  his 
irritation.  She could not possibly be embarrassed or 
offended by such expressions; the physical realities 
to  which  they  referred  were  her  perverted  sexual 
playground!   "I  will  have Gladys escort  you to  the 
water closet.  But you must wear a hood; I cannot 
take the risk of your running away!"
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She fetched an eyeless leather hood,  similar to the 
one  that  he  had  been  forced  to  wear  before,  and 
pulled it over his head.  This one - to his great relief - 
had  a  mouth  aperture  rather  than  a  built-in  gag, 
allowing him to speak and breath normally.  He was 
then unbuckled from the frame and assisted down; 
he would carry a painful reminder of it for some time 
to come!

A firm hand - presumably Mrs Price's - grasped his 
arm,  and  a  small  shudder  ran  through him as  he 
recalled  the  humiliations  that  he  had  suffered  at 
those hands.  He would have preferred almost any 
other  escort;  negotiating  the  steep  staircase  down 
from  the  attic  while  blind  was  embarrassingly 
awkward  as  he  was  obliged  to  lean  upon  the 
Welshwoman more than dignity allowed.  However, 
once he had been ushered into the lavatory and had 
bolted  the  door,  he  relaxed  a  little  in  the  relative 
privacy and freedom.  He had half expected that Mrs 
Price would insist upon watching him!

The first thing that he did - apart from the urgent 
purpose of his outing, which was going to take him a 
little while (his abused nether regions gave graphic 
meaning to the popular quip about hot bricks!) - was 
to test the fastenings of his hood.  To his chagrin he 
discovered that Judith had secured the collar with a 
small  padlock;  outwitting  her  was not  going  to  be 
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easy.   He  contemplated  touch searching  the  small 
chamber for something that might serve as a weapon 
or tool that he could smuggle back for later use, but 
quickly  abandoned  that  idea.   The  only  place  in 
which he could conceal such an article would result 
in disastrous consequences if he was hung back on 
that peg again!

It looked as if he would have to content himself with 
a  little  passive  resistance.   Suitable  manual 
intervention whenever he was allowed down there to 
relieve himself might enable him to deny Judith any 
of his 'milk' for her nefarious ends.  Unfortunately, 
he  was  prevented  from  putting  that  plan  into 
immediate  effect  by  those  same  factors  that  had 
foiled Judith's earlier attempt, despite his diligently 
focusing upon erotic mental images of Ginger.  In the 
current  circumstances  these  aroused  only  anxiety 
about what had become of her.

When, reluctantly, he left that temporary sanctuary, 
he was escorted back up to the attic, and while still 
hooded was put into the chair that he had spent most 
of  the previous  day strapped  to.   His  ankles  were 
secured - though his hands were left free - and the 
hood was removed.  He quickly discovered, however, 
that although he had the use of his hands, he could 
do little to release himself; a broad wooden beam – 
acting as a kind of personal table – had been secured 
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across the chair arms in front of him, preventing his 
reaching down to the straps around his ankles.  He 
was presented with the tray of food - a large bowl of 
thick brown soup and a plate of bread and dripping - 
which he tackled greedily; the cook at Myrddin-ddu 
managed to make even these basic victuals taste good 
and Arthur's appetite had been sharpened by nearly 
two  days  without  anything  more  substantial  than 
half a bar of Kendal mint cake.

"Have  you  reconsidered  your  refusal  to  cooperate 
with me, Arthur?" Judith asked him.

He took his time emptying his mouth, determined to 
drive  as  hard  a  bargain  as  possible.   "Where's  G-
Ginger?   W-what's  happened  to  her?   I  w-won't 
cooperate until you t-tell me!"

Judith raised her eyebrows in arch surprise.  "You 
really are attached to that little trollop!  Very well, I 
shall tell you.  She has not been fed to the rats, if 
that  is  what  you  feared.   The  Master  made  that 
threat in the heat of anger, but is too wise to waste 
such an opportunity.  Like other men, he has needs, 
though his tend to inhabit the wilder shores of the 
ocean of desire.  Your precious little friend will learn 
more of the darker extremes of sexual passion than 
most women ever do!"
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"Sh-she w-would have b-been b-better off with the r-
rats!" Arthur dared to retort,  disgusted by Judith's 
obvious delight at the thought of Ginger's systematic 
degradation.   "How  ever  l-low  she's  d-dragged  d-
down, she c-could n-never s-sink to your l-level."

Judith flushed slightly before his imputation and her 
angular features tightened into an unattractive mask 
of  dislike.   "You  have  insulted  me  and  must  be 
punished!"

She  span on  her  high heels  and  marched  away to 
fetch another leather hood, this one with a built-in 
gag, Arthur noted with dismay.

"Take  the  tray away,"  Judith instructed  her  maid. 
"Then strap his arms down."

"I  h-haven't  f-f-finished!"  Arthur  complained, 
attempting  -  unsuccessfully  -  to  prevent  the 
Welshwoman taking the tray.

"You  have  finished,"  Judith  snapped.   "Both  your 
meal and your insults to me!"

While  Mrs  Price  strapped  down  his  arms,  Judith 
fitted  the hood,  forcing  the inflatable  gag into  his 
mouth.   She  pumped  this  up  harder  than  was 
necessary to prevent his speaking, evidently part of 
the punishment for  his audacity.  He fought down 
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rising panic.  On the previous occasion that he had 
been left hooded he had been unable to relax enough 
to sleep,  feeling all  the time that he was about to 
choke; now, with the hard rubber bulb pressing even 
deeper into his throat,  he feared,  it  might actually 
happen!

How  long,  he  wondered,  could  he  maintain  his 
resistance  to  Judith's  insidious  pressure?   He  had 
achieved the satisfaction of pricking her self-centred 
arrogance, but was now suffering the consequences. 
Would it not be simpler for  him to give in and do 
what she wanted?  The prospect of being kept as her 
naked lunch for  weeks or  months -  years maybe - 
terrified  him,  but  he would  at least be  spared  the 
bane  of  many  male  long-term  prisoners:  sexual 
frustration!

He attempted to  console  himself  by  focusing  upon 
Ginger's  parting  words  to  him.   It  was  hardly 
surprising  that  he  should  wish  to  dwell  on  them; 
they represented the first and only such declaration 
that had come his way, even in its present qualified 
form.   For  Arthur,  the  maxim,  'where  there's  life 
there's  hope',  was  no  cliché;  he  could  take  the 
smallest  spark  of  hope  and  quickly  fan  it  into  an 
optimistic blaze.  So it did not take him long - in his 
imagination - to free himself from Judith's clutches, 
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find and release Ginger,  and engineer their  escape 
from Myrddin-ddu.

Unfortunately, his recognition of the ironic cruelty 
of life kicked in at that point.  As he and Ginger fled 
from Myrddin-ddu, they encountered Dick - with the 
engine of his car running, ready for a fast getaway - 
and  Ginger  swiftly  fell  back  under  her  finance's 
masculine  spell.   Arthur  tried  another  scenario, 
which  managed  to  bypass  Dick,  and  succeeded  in 
getting Ginger  safely away from Myrddin-ddu,  but 
when  he  took  her  home  to  meet  his  parents,  she 
made  a  quick  assessment  of  his  life-style  and 
explained, in her kind but implacable fashion, how 
they were quite incompatible.  She was a confident, 
outgoing, career orientated woman, whereas Arthur 
-  to  put  it  bluntly  -  was  a  nerd!   In  truth  –  he 
resignedly acknowledged - the best outcome that he 
could hope for  was never to see Ginger again;  she 
would then remember him forever as the brave hero 
who had saved her from being sacrificed to the devil.

His fantasies - pleasant and unpleasant - filled only a 
small  part of  the seemingly interminable length of 
time that he hovered between brief fits of exhausted 
semi-dozing and fearful periods of blind wakefulness. 
His naked body was assailed by chill draughts that 
clenched his flesh and set it shivering, while his skull 
felt hot and swollen inside the tightly enclosing hood; 
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his jaw muscles burned with tension from the hard 
ball  that  filled  his  mouth,  and  constant  difficulty 
swallowing  had  him  wrestling  with  claustrophobic 
panic.

Was  this  really  to  be  his  future,  day  after  day  of 
forced inactivity punctuated only by brief interludes 
of humiliating sexual release as his unnatural captor 
fed off him?  He feared that he would be unable to 
bear it for long without going mad; his ordeal had 
only  just  begun,  yet  he  was  inordinately  relieved 
when  he  heard  the  attic  door  being  unbolted  and 
opened, followed by the tattoo of high heels crossing 
the  linoleum.   Whatever  indignities  Judith  might 
have in  store  for  him would  almost  be  a  welcome 
diversion!

The gag was deflated - initiating sharp stabs of pain 
as his stretched muscles relaxed - and the hood was 
removed.   Blinking as his eyesight adjusted to  the 
unaccustomed  light,  he  noticed  -  with  a  shiver  of 
anxiety  -  that  his  unwelcome  seductress  had 
undressed for business.

"Have you decided  to  cooperate  with me yet?"  she 
asked threateningly.
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His jaws had locked open and any attempt to move 
them to speak was unbearably painful, so he nodded 
mutely.

"Good!"  She seemed genuinely pleased.  "I shall allow 
you to have your supper first."

Mrs Price had followed her mistress into the room, 
and presented Arthur with a tray of food identical to 
the last except for the flavour of the soup; if he were 
imprisoned  for  long  enough  he  might  become  a 
culinary expert on soups.  She released his hands and 
he  attacked  the  simple  meal.   Chewing  was  both 
difficult and uncomfortable, so he took his time; he 
was in no hurry to finish and progress to desert!

When he could prolong his eating no further - Judith 
had  been  visibly  impatient  for  him to  finish  -  his 
arms  were  secured  again  and  she  knelt  to  obtain 
sustenance  for  herself.   Arthur  put  up  no  metal 
resistance  this  time -  on  the  contrary,  he  actually 
tried  to  think  himself  into  a  cooperatively  erotic 
frame  of  mind  (though  he  steadfastly  refused  to 
involve in those sordid proceedings any image of the 
one person who might have been able to help him 
achieve a  manly  stature).   In  the end,  despite  the 
concerted efforts of both milkmaid and cow, the best 
that could  be  achieved was a half-hearted erection 
that subsided before Judith could obtain anything.
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"You are pathetic, a worm that cannot stand up for 
itself!"  She poured scorn on him.  "We shall see if a 
night  hung  on  the  wall  will  improve  your 
performance."

Arthur  stifled  his  response;  complaint  would 
doubtless only increase his suffering and he was not 
quite  ready  to  plead  with  her.   What  particularly 
galled  him  was  that  his  own  unselfish  actions  in 
rescuing  Dick  had  landed  him  in  his  present 
predicament; if he had left Dick strapped to Judith's 
wooden horse the other man would be in his place 
now, probably thoroughly enjoying the idea of being 
regularly milked by this semi-naked, nymphomaniac 
vampire!

Arthur was released from the chair and manhandled 
(or, rather, woman handled) across the room to the 
large  wooden  'X'  on  the  wall.   He  briefly 
contemplated making a break for freedom, but had 
to acknowledge that he was no match for the Welsh 
servant, and that any attempt to fight back would 
almost certainly provoke his captors into increasing 
his misery.  So he allowed himself to be rehung on 
that  infernal  frame,  his  only  complaint  a  brief 
strangled scream as his severely bruised orifice was 
once again forced to take his weight. Once the straps 
had been secured, Judith dismissed her maid, but did 
not immediately leave herself.
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Instead,  she  crossed  to  a  chest  of  drawers  and 
removed  something,  a  small  device  that  glinted 
metallically and appeared to be attached to a length 
of thin chain.  Returning to stand before her wall-
mounted  victim,  she clearly  intended  to  use  or  fit 
this device in the region of his head, and he flinched, 
fearing further punishment or humiliation.

“What a poor specimen of a man you are!” Judith 
sneered at him.  “I wonder why I should bother to 
protect you, but I have lost one man this week, and I 
do not intend to lose another!"

She hung the 'device' -  which proved to be nothing 
more awful than a silver crucifix - around Arthur's 
neck.   But  any relief  that  he  might  have felt  was 
drowned by the thrill of alarm that her words - in 
conjunction  with  her  action  -  sent  through  his 
already  tortured  body;  from  what  did  he  need 
protecting?  In that setting he could think of  only 
one threat  that demanded  the use  of  a  crucifix  to 
keep  it  at  bay,  and  his  fears  were  confirmed  by 
Judith's  next  move.   Returning  to  the  chest  of 
drawers, she came back carrying neatly tied bunches 
of  wilting greenery with long narrow leaves and a 
pungent odour.  Garlic!  She distributed these in a 
wide semicircle around her prisoner.
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Arthur was far from reassured by Judith's efforts to 
protect him; to be strapped out like bait with only 
those  few  doubtful  precautions  to  prevent  his  his 
falling prey to Myrddin-ddu's resident vampire was 
not  his  idea  of  fun.   If  Judith  were  really  so 
concerned  for  his  welfare,  why did  she not  simply 
slip down to the crypt with a hammer and stake to 
dispose of the menace?  Perhaps her master kept the 
vampire as a novel form of exotic pet!

When, eventually, he was left hanging alone in the 
dark,  Arthur  fought -  unsuccessfully  -  to  calm his 
fearful imagination.  His reason was forced to accept 
that he had somehow found his way into a dimension 
with  different  physical  laws  from  the  one  he  had 
grown up in, one that allowed vampires to exist.  The 
terrors  to  which  he  was  being  subjected  were  not 
part of  the other 'real'  world.   Maybe, he conceded 
doubtfully,  it  might  be  possible  to  find  a  few 
specimens of womanhood as depraved as Judith, but 
certainly not blood-drinking undead.

He  tried  telling  himself  that  the  likelihood  of 
Myrddin-ddu's  vampire's  finding  him up there  was 
pretty  remote,  and  that should  it  happen,  Judith's 
defences would prove effective.  But the lurid images 
conjured up by his terrified mind overwhelmed his 
already battered rational functions; they had never 
been entirely convinced in the first place!  His only 
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small  comfort  was  the  fact  that  these  intrusive 
anxieties  helped  to  take  his  mind  off  the  intense 
discomfort in his lower regions.

In  a  further  attempt  to  divert  himself  from  his 
considerable distress - both physical and emotional - 
he focussed upon a question that had been hovering 
in the wings of  his  thoughts for  some while:  what 
had  happened  to  Dick?   Clearly  he  had  not  been 
caught again, otherwise he would surely have been in 
Arthur's  place  at  that  moment?   Had  he,  then, 
managed to  escape  from Myrddin-ddu?   Maybe  he 
had  gone  off  to  fetch  help;  it  would  have  been  a 
natural course of action for him to take, though one 
that  Arthur  feared  was  doomed to  fail.   However, 
that outside possibility did provide one tiny glimmer 
of  light  -  however  fugitive  -  in  the  otherwise  all 
consuming  darkness,  both  for  himself  and  for 
Ginger.

Thankfully,  he  eventually  drifted  into  a  broken 
slumber,  though he was uncertain for  most of  the 
time  whether  he  was  suffering  a  nightmare  or  a 
waking anxiety attack.  When he started - painfully - 
into full wakefulness, it was in response to the sound 
of the door bolts being withdrawn.  Slowly the door 
creaked  open,  but  no-one  brought  in  a  light  and 
there were no discernible footsteps.  His visitor was 
obviously not Judith!
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Arthur's senses immediately went into a state of high 
alert;  his  heart  began  to  palpitate,  cold  sweat 
bloomed like dew all over his naked limbs and sharp 
toothed  worms  began  to  squirm  in  his  stomach, 
trying to eat their way out.  He could see nothing, 
even though the darkness was not quite total now.  A 
narrow sliver of wan light squeezed past the curtains 
and splashed across the floor to illuminate a small 
section of Judith's garlic ring.  For a moment Arthur 
wondered  whether  it  was  daylight,  before 
recognising it as the moon's cold radiance.

He sensed then, rather than saw, a movement in the 
thick blackness and wondered whether it had simply 
been his imagination,  but  a few moments later he 
could just about make out a white smudge, creeping 
stealthily towards him.  He fought to suppress his 
panic  as  he  watched  the  barely  discernible  pale 
figure reach the line  of  Judith's  defences and stop 
abruptly  with  a  low  hiss  of  anger,  confirming  his 
worst  fears.   Arthur's  stress level  entered a  sector 
that  the  medical  profession  warned  could  be 
dangerous to his health, but Arthur feared that his 
health  was  in  far  more  immediate  risk  from  a 
particularly nasty species of parasite.

He prayed that Judith's defences would hold.  It had 
always seemed unlikely to him that the presence of a 
mere herb -  despite its  long heritage as protection 
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from  the  undead  -  would  deter  a  determined 
vampire.   He  attempted  desperately  to  reassure 
himself with the sophistry that an alternative reality 
which  allowed  for  the  existence  of  the  legendary 
scourge  should  logically  also  support  the 
effectiveness of the traditional prophylactic.  He was 
not convinced but had no alternative than to cling to 
the hope that he was right, and that the deterrent 
properties of garlic had not been overrated!

The barely discernible  form of  the vampire  moved 
restlessly to and fro through the darkness behind the 
line of wilted greenery, which seemed to be holding 
her at bay; she appeared to be hunting for a weak 
spot in the barrier.  Arthur prayed that Judith had 
been thorough!

He was so transfixed by the predatory persistence of 
this faint phantom that he failed at first to notice a 
second, similar form that had joined the first.  When 
he did spot it he was severely startled, even though 
he  had  previously  considered  the  possibility  that 
there  might be  other  undead lurking  in  the crypt. 
This second figure was noticeably less active, though 
when  it  did  move,  its  movements  seemed  more 
purposeful.  Arthur found that decidedly unsettling. 
He watched nervously as it sidled towards the end of 
the  garlic  barrier  where  the  narrow  slice  of 
moonlight fell.   The increased illumination allowed 
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him  to  see  it  a  little  more  clearly,  and  he  was 
extremely disconcerted to observe that it was both 
naked and male!

Surprise was swiftly upgraded to chilling shock when 
the naked revenant's face momentarily crossed the 
sliver  of  cold  light  filtering  past  the  curtain.   Its 
features were lifeless and hollow - those of a corpse - 
but were still recognisable to Arthur, even from that 
brief  glimpse,  as  belonging  to  Dick.   So  that  was 
what had become of him!  Arthur was stunned by his 
discovery, and dismayed; he had - he realised bitterly 
-  been secretly hoping that Dick would turn up to 
rescue him again.  The only escape that Dick could 
offer him now was into those same unholy ranks that 
he himself had joined!

The  thing  that  had  once  been  Dick  stood  silently 
staring down at the small bunches of greenery before 
it, its head tilting first to one side, then to the other, 
as if  pondering  how to overcome this obstacle;  his 
companion - in contrast - hunted back and forth and 
back  and  forth  like  an  animal  vainly  seeking 
entrance.  Could that difference be accounted for - 
Arthur speculated - by Dick's having been dead for a 
relatively short time and maybe still retaining some 
vestiges of  his former mental functions?  Certainly 
he seemed to reach a decision,  and turned to fade 
back into the darkness.  Ironically, his disappearance 
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only increased Arthur's already monumental anxiety; 
he was certain that the recently recruited revenant 
had not given up and gone away.

The  instigator  of  Dick's  new condition  clearly  had 
not;  she  continued  to  fret  back  and  forth  like  a 
hungry carnivore that has smelled blood (probably a 
very apt metaphor!).  Arthur watched this unnatural 
monster  -  all  the  more  horrifying  because  of  its 
human  (and  attractively  female)  form  -  with  an 
intensity  of  concentration  that  gradually 
degenerated into a kind of mesmeric trance.  He had 
read  somewhere  that  this  was  one  of  nature's 
tranquillisers, a mental state sometimes adopted by 
animal  victims of  predators  to  lessen the shock of 
being devoured alive.  It was - he supposed - some 
meagre comfort!

He was woken from this half  trance by realisation 
that the walking remains of Dick had come back into 
view, carrying a longish pole of some sort.  With this 
it  started  to  prod  at  the  bunches  of  garlic,  fairly 
ineffectually  but  with  the  obvious  intention  of 
pushing  them  out  of  the  way.   Icy  terror  froze 
Arthur's  internal  organs at the implications of  the 
creature's actions; even a vaguely intelligent vampire 
could  soon  find  a  way  past  Judith's  defences! 
Arthur's  heart  seemed  to  struggle  to  beat  at  all, 
achieving  only  a  lurching  series  of  sickening  jolts 
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inside  his  chest,  and  his  bodily  reactions  were  as 
little  under  his  control  as  when  he  had  taken 
Judith's  drug,  though  they  were  not  similarly 
inhibited.   He  was  unable  to  prevent  his  bladder 
emptying  onto  the  linoleum,  and  would  probably 
have  disgraced  himself  more  profoundly  had  that 
been physically possible!

He fought to regain control; a tiny spark of an idea 
had  ignited  in  his  mind  which  he  did  not  want 
smothered with panic.  The Dick creature had nearly 
succeeded  in  breaching  the  barrier,  and  both 
vampires would soon be inside the ring, hungry for 
his blood.  Only the crucifix around his neck could 
now  prevent  his  becoming  a  revenant's  favourite 
cocktail; would Dick's residue of intellect be capable 
of  working  out  a  way  of  depriving  Arthur  of  his 
protection?   That  possibility  was  double  edged  for 
Arthur;  if  the  revenant  could  determine  that  the 
crucifix  needed to be removed, would it be able to 
comprehend  that  Arthur  could  remove  the 
protection himself if his hand were untied?  It was 
surely worth trying.  Anything was worth trying!

With its uncoordinated prodding the male vampire 
had managed to create a gap between the bunches of 
garlic.   Arthur  stared  in  fascinated  horror  as  it 
dropped  the  stick  and  stepped  towards  him;  the 
female instantly followed, pushing past her mate to 
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get  first  bite,  only  to  recoil  in  revulsion  as  it 
encountered  the  crucifix.   Arthur  could  smell  its 
stale  stench  of  decay,  overpowering  even  his  own 
rank odour of fear.  Somehow he forced himself to 
ignore the slavering female - trusting that the cross 
would prevent her ravaging him - and looked directly 
into  Dick's  shadowy  death-mask  features.   "D-D-
Dick, it-it's m-m-me; Arthur!"

The revenant did not respond but halted and stared 
at the crucifix as it had at the garlic, its rotting brain 
presumably struggling to understand the problem.

"Arthur!"  the  owner  of  that  name  repeated  with 
emphasis.  "Ar-th-thur!"

"Ar-thur,"  Dick  copied  him in  a  slow,  flat  manner 
often used to caricature idiots.  There was little in 
that dull  response to suggest that the mind of  the 
undead  thing  understood  the  significance  of  its 
utterings - any more than a parrot does its parody of 
human  speech  -  yet  Arthur  could  not  suppress  a 
surge  of  elation  similar  to  that  experienced  by 
parents upon hearing their baby's first word!

"Un-st-strap my h-hand and I'll  r-r-remove the c-c-
cross,"  he  stammered  with  barely  contained 
excitement, wriggling his right hand in its strap to 
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attract  the  vampire's  attention  to  it.   "Unstrap  h-
hand.  I'll r-remove c-cross!"

The creature swung its head slowly to look first at 
the crucifix, then at Arthur's hand, then back to the 
crucifix, but made no move to undo the strap around 
Arthur's  wrist.   Maybe  the  concept  was  too 
complicated for it to comprehend.  Arthur was about 
to  try  again  when  his  attention  was  forcibly 
distracted the other revenant,  which had crouched 
down  before  him  and  was  hungrily  sizing  up  his 
shaven lower regions; his unexceptional specimen of 
masculine  pride  was  attracting  unwarranted 
attention from female parasites just lately!   A cold 
shudder of  terror ran through him; it seemed that 
Judith  had  overlooked  the  possibility  that  the 
vampire's  means  of  gaining  sustenance  might 
parallel her own.  She should have hung the crucifix 
somewhere  lower  than  his  neck!   That  was  the 
crucial question for Arthur at that juncture, to which 
he desperately wanted a reassuring answer; was the 
cross near enough to his groin to deter the monster?

"Un-st-strap  m-my  h-h-hand.   Qu-quickly!"  he 
instructed Dick urgently. "Un-st-strap h-hand.  I'll r-
remove c-c-cross!"

"Hand.   Cross,"  Dick  responded  blankly.   Was  he 
beginning  to  grasp  the  idea  or  was  he  merely 
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imitating Arthur?  Desperately, Arthur repeated the 
instructions.

Slowly the revenant reached out, grasped the strap 
and  pulled  at  it.   Arthur  could  have  wept  with 
frustration; the creature could not remember how to 
undo a buckle.  "Un-d-do it!  Undo it!"

What had once been Dick ignored him, continuing to 
tug fruitlessly at the strap.  His female companion, 
meanwhile,  was  growing  bolder;  her  needle  sharp 
teeth were alarmingly close to Arthur's unprotected 
manhood.

"F-f-for C-Christ's sake, un-d-do it!"

Abruptly  -  unexpectedly  -  the  strap  tore  from  the 
wood of the frame and Arthur's arm was free!  Dick's 
intelligence might have been severely diminished by 
death but his physical prowess appeared - if anything 
- increased.  Arthur was very glad that the vampire 
demonstrated considerable respect for the cross.

Quickly lifting the chain of the crucifix over his head, 
he swung the silver talisman down into the face of 
the  female  revenant,  who  staggered  back  with  a 
harsh scream, as if it had been red hot.  Dick, too, 
stepped back with a hiss of rage at Arthur's sudden 
aggressiveness.
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For a moment or two Arthur was elated, but swiftly 
calmed  down  when  he  realised  that  he  had  taken 
only the first small step along the road to escape, a 
thoroughfare  that  looked  dauntingly  long  and 
hazardous from where he stood (or,  rather hung!). 
His next task was to free himself from that damned 
frame, which he could not realistically attempt while 
his  full  attention  was  still  required  for  the  two 
revenants.   Arthur  was  fairly  confident  that  once 
dawn arrived they would retire to their coffins (or 
whatever substituted for a coffin in Dick's case), but 
would  that  allow  him  sufficient  time  to  release 
himself  and  get  out  of  that  torture  room  before 
Judith came up  to  give him his  breakfast,  and  no 
doubt attempt to acquire some for herself?

He was not really in a position to plan too far ahead; 
this  was  a  situation  in  which  quick  responses  to 
unexpectedly  changing  circumstances  offered  the 
best chance of success.  Unfortunately, that was not 
really  Arthur's  forte;  muddling  through sounded  a 
more realistic expectation!  But having reached the 
point  of  opening  the  door  to  freedom,  he  was 
determined not drift  off  to sleep, drop the crucifix 
and fall prey to the vampires.

As some insurance against the latter he managed to 
wind  the  chain  of  the  cross  around  his  wrist;  he 
might drop off but not his only means of defence!  He 
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could no longer see the two undead creatures - the 
tiny scrap of moonlight had gone and the darkness 
was now absolute - but he could still hear, sense and 
smell their presence as they restlessly waited for him 
to make a mistake.

His precaution proved necessary.  Despite his acute 
awareness that he must not sleep, his anxiety about 
the  watchful  revenants,  his  general  distress 
concerning both his own and Ginger's predicaments - 
not  to  mention the constant  dull  ache in  his  rear, 
punctuated by sharp spasms of hot pain whenever he 
moved – exhaustion overwhelmed him and he drifted 
into  another  hypnotic  doze.   He  woke  to  find  the 
darkness diluted a little by a meagre trickle of grey 
light  that  leached  past  the  curtains,  and  the 
vampires apparently gone.

He  peered  anxiously  into  the  gloom,  trying  to 
confirm this hoped for development.  Evidently dawn 
had broken and he did not think that the revenants 
were  capable  of  pretending  to  leave  so  that  they 
could ambush him, but he was not going to take any 
chances.   As  the  coast  appeared  to  be  clear,  he 
reached across and unstrapped his other arm.  With 
both hands now free, he faced the trickiest part of 
the untying process.  If he simply bent down to reach 
the straps around his ankles he would tip forward 
onto the floor -  with his face in a very unpleasant 
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puddle  -  and  probably  rupture  himself  in  the 
manoeuvre!

Holding onto an upper arm of the 'X' with one hand, 
he stretched the other down his leg to the strap - 
rather in the fashion of a muscle toning exercise – 
manfully ignoring the internal agony induced by that 
twisted position.  Neither was undoing the buckles 
with  one  hand  while  stretched  out  like  that  the 
easiest of tasks - the leather straps were quite thick 
and  stiff  -  but  sheer  determination  drove  him  to 
succeed.  When both legs were free he was able - by 
taking his weight on tiptoe -  to lift himself off  the 
offending spike.

Standing naked and aching in the dismal chill of that 
dingy torture chamber, Arthur valiantly ignored the 
demands of his goose pimpled limbs for warmth and 
comfort, and took stock of his situation.  He was in a 
precarious  predicament  and  every  move  that  he 
made from now on had to be carefully considered. 
He  had  no  idea  how  much  time  he  had  available 
before Judith appeared, and even less idea of how he 
was going to rescue Ginger and get them safely away 
from  Myrddin-ddu.   On  the  credit  side  of  the 
balance, he was free and - more importantly - no-one 
in the house knew that he was.  Yet!  How could he 
exploit this small advantage?
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First he needed to attend to his physical needs; apart 
from  anything  else,  creeping  around  in  the  nude 
would be a definite drawback!  He needed more light, 
so he made his way - cautiously, as he could not see 
what he might be putting his feet into - across to the 
window and pulled back the heavy curtain.  Doing 
that  afforded  him  a  little  more  illumination  -  he 
could at least now see what he was doing - but gave 
him no  encouragement.   A  fine  drizzle   formed  a 
curtain across the view almost as obscuring as that 
he had just drawn back from the window, and in the 
grim  daylight  all  Judith's  sinister  equipment, 
ungainly  accoutrements  and  fetish  clothing  were 
fully  revealed.  The  unflattering  light  made  them 
seem - if possible - all the more horrifying.

One  thing  that  did  lift  his  spirits  marginally  was 
discovering his spare clothes in an untidy heap on 
the floor, left on this occasion where they had been 
discarded.   He  would  not  be  obliged  to  wander 
around  dressed  like  a  sexually  deviant  version  of 
Batman!  He would have given a great deal for a bath 
-  he  felt  uncomfortably  soiled  and  stank  of  stale 
sweat (and worse!) - but that luxury was out of the 
question.  So he pulled on his clothes and felt a little 
better.

His next challenge was considerably more daunting; 
he  had  somehow  to  make  his  way  unseen  to  the 
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dungeons.  He assumed that Ginger was still being 
held there; if  she had been moved, he had no idea 
where to start looking.  He could not afford another 
fruitless hunt of the property, such as he had been 
drawn into the previous evening by Dick.  He had to 
work on his initial assumption.

It seemed to Arthur that his best chance of reaching 
his  goal  undetected  would  be  by  the  alternative 
entrance to the crypt that he and Ginger had used on 
their first trip down there.  With luck, Marlow had 
not found out about that way in.  That left him still 
with  the  problem  of  reaching  the  ground  floor 
without being intercepted; the only route down that 
he knew about was by the main staircase.  Dare he 
risk it?

It was then that an alternative means of reaching the 
ground occurred to him.  If he could find a suitable 
length of rope - which should not prove impossible in 
a room dedicated to bondage - he might be able to 
climb down from one of the windows.  It was an idea 
that he very nearly smothered at birth.  The window 
of that attic room was a dormer type, projecting from 
the  steeply  sloping  roof  of  Myrddin-ddu,  and 
overlooked the forecourt and lake.  An ornamental 
stone parapet ran along the edge of the roof a few 
feet  below the window,  beyond which there  was a 
sheer drop to the gravel below.  It would be possible 
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to  descend  that  way,  but  the  prospect  frightened 
Arthur almost as much as the thought of  running 
into Marlow or Judith again.  Dick, no doubt, would 
have been capable of abseiling successfully down the 
front  of  the  building,  but  Arthur  feared  that  he 
would finish up on the front doorstep with a broken 
leg or similar injury.

He did not, however, dismiss the idea entirely.  He 
remembered that the outbuildings at the back of the 
property  butted  right  up  to  the  rear  wall  of  the 
house;  if  he  could  find  a  window  overlooking  the 
yard he could perhaps lower himself onto the roof of 
the stable, a far less nerve-racking drop.  That route 
would also have the added advantage of depositing 
him directly over where the ladder was stored.

A  swift  rummage  through  Judith's  collection  of 
implements - some of which he could not even guess 
what their purpose might be, while others he could 
and  squirmed  –  eventually  turned  up  a  coil  of 
suitably strong rope.  Gathering this up, he took it to 
the door of the room, which - fortunately for Arthur - 
the departing revenants had neglected to bolt behind 
them.  In the narrow passage outside he encountered 
a serious obstacle to his planned method of escape.

Each of the attic rooms occupied the full width of the 
roof  space  apart  from the narrow linking  corridor 
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that ran the length of the house behind the rooms, 
and the only windows in the attic faced the front of 
the property.  There were none at the rear.  There 
were a few small skylights in the sloping ceiling of 
the passage,  but  it  was not  obvious whether  these 
could be opened,  and even if  one could be, Arthur 
would  need something  to  stand  upon if  he  was to 
climb from it.

While  he  stood debating  with himself  how best  to 
proceed, he was alarmed by footsteps coming up the 
uncarpeted  stairs  from  the  floor  below,  their 
loudness  and  sharpness  suggesting  strongly  that 
they were being made by Judith's high heels.  Arthur 
dithered, flustered.  He was uncertain whether there 
was another staircase at the far end of the narrow 
passage,  which  he  would  probably  not  be  able  to 
reach in time in any case.  In desperation he dived 
for  one  of  the  doors,  though  not,  of  course,  that 
taking him back into the torture room.  Luckily it 
was  not  locked  and  he  quickly  hid  himself  in  the 
room it served.

This was as dark as the other room had been, with 
an equally opaque curtain across the window.   He 
could make out very little, not that there appeared to 
be much to make out.  Apart from what looked like a 
huge,  metal  framed  bed  in  the  centre  and  a  few 
bulky wooden chairs, the room was ostensibly empty. 
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The door - he noted with relief - was fitted with a 
sturdy  bolt  on  the  inside,  which  he  slid  home  as 
quietly as possible.  His escape would very soon be 
discovered  and  he  did  not  want  to  advertise  his 
whereabouts.

He listened through the reassuringly solid timber of 
the door as Judith's purposeful footsteps approached 
loudly along the wooden boards of the passage, and 
stopped. A long pregnant silence followed, then the 
door to her room was thrown open and she marched 
inside.   She  remained  there  only  a  minute  before 
stomping  briskly  back  out  and  away  along  the 
passage.

As her hurrying footfalls on the stairs faded, Arthur's 
mind went into a desperate churn of indecision.  He 
was certain that Judith had gone to raise the alarm 
and  that  the  whole  household  would  soon  be 
searching for him.  Also, unless they were incredibly 
careless, they would post a guard on Ginger in the 
dungeons.  Would it, therefore, be sensible for him to 
continue  with  his  rescue  plan?   What  were  the 
alternatives?

He might - with luck - be able to escape alone, but 
that  would  almost  certainly  mean  condemning 
Ginger to her fate; he held little hope of being able to 
find his was back to Myrddin-ddu with any sort of 
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rescue  mission,  even  assuming  that  he  could 
convince  anyone  else  of  the  seriousness  of  the 
situation.   Should  he,  instead,  try  to  hide  in  the 
house and evade capture for a few days in the hope 
that Marlow would assume that his quarry had fled 
and relax his guard,  perhaps then allowing Arthur 
an opportunity to stage a rescue?

Before  he  could  reach  a  conclusion  his  agitated 
speculating was interrupted by a slight sound in the 
room behind him.  A shock of icy alarm momentarily 
paralysed him.  He was not alone!  He span around 
and pressed his back to the door,  peering  intently 
into the gloom filled space.  He could see nothing to 
account  for  the  noise,  until  it  repeated  and  his 
attention was drawn to the bed, where he spotted a 
slight movement.   Something on that bed -  a long 
humped form that seemed to  glint  here  and  there 
with metallic reflections - was alive!

His  imagination  went  into  overdrive,  conjuring  up 
disturbing  fantasies  of  scaly  reptiles  or  chained 
beasts.   Much  as  he  wanted  to  dismiss  such 
inventions as far-fetched, he found that difficult to 
achieve, unable to think of any logical reason why a 
dimension  in  which  vampires  existed  could  not 
contain other awful  monsters!   A part of  his mind 
urged him to unbolt the door and get out while he 
could, but another part argued - convincingly - that 
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to do so could be a greater risk.  Besides - and despite 
his fear - he was curious about what was really on 
the bed.

He needed more light to determine what it was, so he 
crept  across  the  room  -  or  rather,  around  the 
perimeter, keeping well away from the bed - to the 
window.  Drawing back the heavy drape, he turned 
towards  the  bed  and  received  a  swift  series  of 
profound shocks.  The 'thing' was revealed as human, 
though  encased  in  chains  and  some  sort  of  metal 
harness.  He then realised - as he stared at it, aghast 
- that the figure was female!  She wore a moulded 
metal mask that hid her features, but around this 
strands  of  distinctly  coloured  hair  were  visible, 
informing Arthur of her identity.  Ginger!

He hurried across to her.  She lay on a heavy rubber 
sheet  that  had  been  draped  over  the  mattress  - 
presumably to prevent its being soiled by blood, or 
any  other  fluids  -  clearly  naked  under  the  most 
bizarre costume that Arthur had ever seen.  Judith 
had  warned  him that  Marlow's  sexual  perversions 
were extreme, but Arthur had not guessed just how 
debauched.   It  seemed  that  the  old  man  obtained 
pleasure  from  constricting  soft  female  flesh  in 
unyielding,  cuttingly  tight,  polished  steel,  and  the 
excessive  number  of  padlocks  used  to  secure  the 
harness suggested that he was equally turned on by 
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the impossibility of his victim's being able to remove 
it!   The  full  face  mask,  clamped  tightly  around 
Ginger's head, had been fashioned - with cruel irony 
- in the likeness of a classically beautiful sculpture, 
but  without  eye  holes  and  with  the  lower  face 
covered  by  a  padlocked  hinged  flap.   Under  this 
Arthur  could  just  distinguish  some kind  of  geared 
mechanism, presumably designed - as a form of gag - 
to hold the wearer's jaws wide open.

There were no obvious indications of whether or not 
she was conscious, but if so she must be lying there 
in terror - unable to see who had entered the room - 
thinking  that Arthur  was her  tormentor  returned. 
He knelt  and spoke quietly by her ear to reassure 
her.

"Ginger, it's m-me, Arthur.  I've c-come to r-rescue 
you."

She  started  slightly  at  the  sound  of  his  voice  and 
attempted to reply,  though all  that emerged was a 
strangled gargling.  At least it showed that she was 
conscious  and  aware  of  his  intentions.   Achieving 
these,  however,  was  going  to  be  far  from  easy. 
Without keys, bolt cutters or a hacksaw there was no 
way that he could remove her harness, and although 
she was not attached to the bed in any fashion that 
he could detect, she was bound in a manner that not 
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only prevented her moving but would also make it 
difficult  for  him to move her.   Her legs were held 
wide  apart  by a rigid  steel  bar  welded to  shackles 
clamped around her ankles (secured by padlocks, of 
course)  and  her  arms were  chained  tightly  behind 
her back (also padlocked).

An  additional  problem  -  a  very  serious  one  for 
Arthur - was that it appeared impossible for him to 
move Ginger without adding to her discomfort, if not 
worse.  The restraining harness had been designed 
and fashioned to be uncomfortable - to put it mildly - 
and  any  attempt  to  drag  her  from  the  bed  would 
increase  her  suffering.   A  cincture  encircling  her 
waist was shaped to fit between her hips and ribs so 
that the yielding flesh between could be constricted - 
and had been, probably to a dangerous degree - by 
two reducing screws.  Arthur could have slackened 
the screws, but where the two halves of the belt had 
been drawn together they had been padlocked.  Her 
exaggeratedly tiny waist looked like that of a Barbie 
doll!

A metal choker had likewise been locked around her 
neck,  though  not  quite  as  tightly;  presumably 
Marlow  did  not  want  his  plaything  suffocated. 
Shaped to the contours of her shoulders and jawline, 
this  collar  held  her  head was absolutely immobile. 
Between her  neck  and  her  waist  she  wore  only  a 
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metal brassier, connected to both choker and belt by 
taut chains.   The open topped  steel  cones encased 
her  breasts  so  tightly  that  her  nipples  and 
surrounding  areolae  bulged  through  the  openings. 
Arthur  was  horrified  to  observe  trickles  of  dried 
blood  on  the  polished  metal;  the  peep-holes  were 
serrated  and  the  vicious  points  had  punctured 
Ginger's skin in several places.

As  he  stared  down  at  her  tortured  body  he  was 
overwhelmed  by  pity  for  her   This  was  swiftly 
superseded by intense frustration that he could do 
nothing to ease her suffering, and fierce anger at the 
instigator  of  that  predicament;  for  someone  who 
normally abhorred violence, the painful things that 
Arthur wished he could do to Marlow at that instant 
were a revelation, exceeding even those that the old 
monster had inflicted upon Ginger!

Until then, Arthur had avoided looking too closely at 
his beloved below waist level, uncomfortably aware 
that the contraption padlocked around her hips that 
resembled a Medieval chastity belt in fact performed 
an obscenely inverted function.  However, he dared 
not  attempt  to  move  her  without  knowing  exactly 
how she was restrained, so - reluctantly - he focused 
his  attention upon the heinous  device.   Two thick 
rods projected outwards about six inches from steel 
collars  welded to the metal plate between Ginger's 
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thighs,  and  presumably  extended  inwards  too;  a 
knurled  wheel  on  each  collar  suggested  that  the 
degree of  intrusion could be adjusted, from merely 
degrading  to  unbearably  injurious.   The  mere 
thought  of  this  made  Arthur  feel  sick,  but  as  the 
knurled  wheels  were  not  apparently  locked  he 
reached  down  -  extremely  tentatively  -  and 
attempted to lessen her suffering a little.

The  knurled  wheel  refused  to  turn,  so  he  tried 
turning  it  the  other  way,  instigating  a  couple  of 
mechanical  clicks  and  a  strangled  scream  from 
Ginger.   Arthur  broke  into  a  cold  sweat  at  the 
realisation of what he had inadvertently done; those 
wheels  had  not  been  locked  because  they  were 
capable  of  driving  the  rods  in  one  direction  only! 
How was he to help Ginger when he could not move 
her - or even touch her, it seemed - without adding to 
her distress?

Before he could begin to answer that awful question, 
his attention was distracted by the sound of footsteps 
approaching along the passage, the clatter of Judith's 
heels accompanied by another, heavy, measure step. 
Both sets halted, presumably before the door to the 
torture room.
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"How could  he have escaped if  you had bolted the 
door  as  you  claim  to  have  done?"   The  voice  was 
Marlow's and he did not sound at all pleased.

"I did!" Judith retorted sharply.  "He could not have 
escaped  from  the  frame  by  himself,  let  alone  the 
room.  He was released!"

"Released?   By  whom?"   Marlow  sounded 
incredulous.   "Are  you  suggesting  that  there  is 
another  intruder  in  the  house  of  whom  we  are 
unaware?  Or are you making allegations against a 
member of my staff?"

"Neither!" Judith snapped back.  "It was the work of 
those creatures you allow to live and breed in  the 
crypt!"

Marlow's  response  was  a  sound  that  Arthur 
recognised as laughter only because he had heard it 
before.   "Your accusation is  ridiculous!   Revenants 
lack  the  intelligence  to  have  freed  Mowe.   The 
important  thing,  though,  is  to  find  him  again, 
quickly!  Fortunately I know precisely where he will 
head, on a fool's errand!"

Heavy footfalls sounded outside the door of the room 
where Arthur had hidden and the handle turned a 
couple  of  times;  presumably  Marlow  intended  to 
check  that  his  special  prisoner  was  still  securely 
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locked  up  where  Arthur  could  not  be  expected  to 
look for her.  There was a tense pause when the door 
refused to open, and Arthur wished that he could see 
the other man's  expression upon realising that his 
arrogant crowing had been premature.

"Fetch Mowgli!" Marlow ordered, in a tone as hard 
and  unforgiving  as  the  steel  in  which  he  had 
packaged Ginger.  "Tell him to bring with him the 
large axe that he uses to chop logs."

As Judith hurried off to do his bidding, the old man 
pounded  on the door  with his fist,  making Arthur 
jump.   "I  advise  you to  open this  door,  Mr Mowe. 
The consequences for you if you do not will be dire, I 
warn you!"

Arthur's heart thumped almost as loudly as Marlow's 
fist  on  the  door,  but  he  had  no  intention  of 
succumbing to the other man's threat, realising only 
too well that the consequences for him would be just 
as dire if he did!  He silently cursed himself for his 
lack  of  foresight;  had  he  not  bolted  the  door  but 
hidden under  the bed instead,  Marlow would  have 
reassured  himself  that  his  plaything  had  not 
apparently been discovered, and would have gone off 
on a fool's errand of his own, seeking Arthur in the 
dungeons.   This  would  have  provided  the  two 
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fugitives with a much larger time window in which 
to effect their escape.

It  was  too  late  now  for  Arthur  to  try  to  bolt  the 
stable door (or even unbolt the attic door); he would 
have  to  act  quickly,  and  was  faced  with  an 
unpleasant  choice  between  three  unattractive 
options.  One: he could abandon Ginger and escape 
by way of the window; he still had the coil of rope. 
Two:  he  could  stay  with  her  and  face  Marlow's 
wrath.  Or, three: he could attempt to take Ginger 
with  him.   The  last  option  would  necessitate  his 
somehow carrying Ginger to the window, getting her 
out onto the roof, and lowering her from the parapet 
to the drive, so that he could climb down after her 
and  bear  her  away  to  safety.   Festooned  with 
ironmongery as she was, it  was an insane scheme, 
certain to fail.  It was his preferred option!

He  knelt  to  speak  quietly  to  Ginger,  not  wanting 
Marlow to overhear his plan.  "I c-can't get you out of 
this m-metal harness, so I w-want to try to c-carry 
you out of here.  It m-means I'll have to l-lower you 
on a r-rope, and I'm w-worried I m-might hurt you 
quite a lot.  If you d-don't want to r-risk it, I'll st-stay 
here with you.  I know you c-can't speak or n-nod, 
but  if  you  want  me to  t-try,  grunt  once,  if  n-not, 
grunt twice.  Okay?"
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Ginger's reply was an emphatic single grunt; she was 
a brave girl!

Marlow hammered on the door again.  "If you do not 
open this door at once, Mr Mowe, your death will be 
extremely painful and lingering!"

Arthur  ignored  this  distraction  and  concentrated 
upon trying to move Ginger without injuring her too 
greatly.  He swivelled her round on the bed until her 
feet projected over the side and then struggled to lift 
her up onto them, attempting - vainly - to shut out 
the gasps and sobs of distress that filtered through 
the steel face mask.  His momentum was maintained 
only by the twin goads of his determination to free 
her and his fear of  the consequences -  for  both of 
them - if he failed.  He was sickened to see dribbles 
of  fresh  blood  on  the  polished  breast  cones,  but 
forced himself to continue.

He managed to get her upright, where she was able 
to support her own weight to some extent and lessen 
the need for him to haul her about by that cutting 
steel harness.  He guided her in an ungainly wide-
legged hobble across the floor to the window, where 
he propped her against the wall while he opened the 
window as wide as it would go.  A fine mist of rain 
gusted into the room; manoeuvring Ginger onto the 
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parapet and lowering her safely in this weather was 
going to be no picnic!

"I'm afraid y-you're g-going to get w-wet and c-cold," 
he  warned  her,  concerned  that her  metal  costume 
would afford her little protection against either.

Ginger  emitted  a  noise  that  managed  to  express 
exasperation.   Arthur  could  almost  hear  her 
thoughts.  Here you are, trying to rescue me from a 
fate far worse than I could ever have imagined, and 
you're  fussing about a little  bit  of  cold  and damp.  
Get on with it!

He did.  Striding to the bed, he pulled off the heavy 
rubber sheet and folded it into a thick pad which he 
draped over the window sill.  The next stage of the 
operation  would  be  the most  precarious -  and,  for 
Ginger,  probably  the  most  excruciating  -  as  he 
manhandled her though the open window and onto 
the low parapet before lowering her to the ground. 
Where to attach the rope to her presented him with a 
painful conundrum (emotionally for him, and almost 
certainly physically for Ginger!).  The harness fitted 
her too snugly for the rope to be slid underneath it 
anywhere so that he could knot it around the metal, 
but he did not want to suspend her enhanced weight 
by  a  rope  bound  tightly  around  her  naked  flesh. 
Unhelpfully, the least painful place for him to secure 
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the rope would be - he estimated - to the bar between 
her feet, but he could hardly lower her head first!

He was vaguely aware of Judith's footsteps returning 
along the corridor,  but his concentration remained 
focused upon problem of how best to suspend Ginger 
without hurting her  too much.   His  attention was 
snatched away, however, when a loud, sharp impact 
shook the door to the room, followed a few seconds 
later  by  another,  accompanied  by  the  splintering 
crack  of  splitting  timbers.   Obviously  Mowgli  had 
arrived with the axe.  Although the door was solidly 
constructed  it  could  not  withstand  that  degree  of 
damage for long.

Sparked into action, Arthur quickly looped the rope 
around  Ginger's  waist;  at  least  the  metal  cincture 
would prevent the rope biting into her flesh, small 
consolation though that was!  He bent and gripped 
her around the thighs, intending to hoist her onto 
his  shoulder  so  that  he  could  feed  her  feet  first 
through the window, but she was no size ten sylph 
and carried at least her own weight in hardware.  He 
could barely lifted her and her choked scream as he 
struggled to do so almost prompted him to drop her. 
He strained upwards, and was able - just - to get her 
onto the window sill so that she was draped over it 
with feet and head hanging.
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The door behind them was starting to split badly; it 
would  be  only  minutes  before  the  dark  forces  of 
Myrddin-ddu burst into the room.  Dragging one of 
the upright chairs to the window, Arthur clambered 
onto it and then up onto the window sill, carefully 
stepping over Ginger's slumped form to jump down 
onto the roof.  His feet skidded on the steeply raked 
wet  slates  and  he  fell  heavily  against  the  stone 
parapet; had it not been there, that small leap would 
have been the dramatic finale to his escape attempt!

Manfully ignoring the blaze of agony in his knee and 
shoulder - after all, Ginger was undoubtedly having 
to cope with far worse -  he scrambled back up the 
slates  to  the  dormer  window  and  manoeuvred  the 
young  woman's  moaning  form  out  onto  the  roof 
beside  him.   Unable  to  hold  her  weight  on  the 
slippery slope of the roof he slithered backwards as 
he  fought  to  prevent  her  falling  heavily  onto  the 
tiles.  He succeeded in softening her landing only by 
twisting himself half under her; as she collapsed onto 
him his  leg  folded  beneath him with an agonising 
crack and joined his swiftly growing list of injuries. 
Through the hot blast of pain he was vaguely aware 
that inside the room they had just vacated the door 
surrendered to Mowgli's attack with a house shaking 
crash.
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Working  in  great  haste  -  regardless  of  his  own 
physical distress -  he tied the free end of the rope 
around one of the parapet bollards and looped it over 
his shoulder a couple of  turns to allow him better 
control  as  he  lowered  his  precious  bundle.   He 
grasped  Ginger  around  her  constricted  waist  and 
heaved her up onto the parapet, forcing himself  to 
ignore  her  cries  of  pain.   Fresh  blood  oozed  like 
crimson milk from her breasts and mingled with the 
persistent drizzle to form red-streaked rivulets that 
ran down the metal cones and snaked away across 
her pale skin, bifurcating into miniature, capillary-
like deltas.

"I-I'm sorry, I'm s-sorry, I'm sorry," he muttered, his 
voice  wavering  with  emotion.   He  continued  to 
repeat the apology like an Eastern mantra, a charm 
to protect them both against fear and pain.  He was 
uncertain whether the water in his eyes -  blurring 
his vision - was from his tears or the rain dribbling 
from his sodden hair;  the relentless cascade of fine 
droplets had saturated both his hair and his clothes 
in the few minutes that he had been out there.

"I'm  g-going  to  lower  you  n-now;  they're  r-right 
behind  us,"  he  told  her,  endeavouring  to  avoid  its 
sounding like a final parting.  "I l-love you!"
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With that passionate declaration he took up the slack 
in the rope and tipped Ginger off the parapet.  He 
was prepared for her to be heavy with all that steel 
around her, but her dead weight proved greater that 
he could hold, jerking him forward against the stone 
rail;  the rope  slipped  through his  straining  hands, 
burning the skin.  In near panic he forced the rope 
down against the top of the parapet, the increased 
friction allowing him to brake her downward rush.

"There he is!"  Marlow's voice sounded close behind 
Arthur,  causing  him to  start  and  the  rope  to  slip 
again.   Ginger  must  have  dropped  another  yard 
rather  rapidly  before  he  regained  control  of  it. 
"Mowgli,  hand  me  that  axe  and  go  into  the  next 
room.  If you climb from the window you can reach 
him by that route.  Hurry!"

Arthur twisted the rope around his wrist - trapping 
his forearm hard against the parapet but preventing 
the rope slipping further - while he wrestled with the 
coils around his shoulder, attempting to free them so 
that he might complete the task of lowering Ginger. 
Something caught his attention, a movement noticed 
out of the corner of his vision, and he glanced behind 
him, blinking the water from his eyes.  Against the 
shifting grey backdrop of heavy overcast and falling 
droplets loomed the menacing dark shape of Marlow, 
leaning out of  the open window with a huge, long 
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handled axe in his hand.  The old man's face - dark 
and  sinister  -  was  distorted  into  a  grimace  of 
loathing and fury, making him look exactly like an 
evil caricature of Punch.  Not the mischievous rebel 
employed  to  entertain  children,  but  a  spiteful 
trickster  who  outsmarted  the  devil,  cheated  death 
and savagely beat anyone who dared to thwart him 
He  swung  the  great  axe  high  up  over  his  head, 
preparing to strike.

Desperately,  Arthur  scrabbled  to  move  out  of  the 
way as the viciously sharp blade passed the apogee of 
its trajectory.  His feet slipped from under him on 
the wet slates and he fell heavily, cracking his jaw on 
the  parapet.   Through a  flare  of  hot  pain  he  was 
aware - as if in slow motion, like an arty thriller film 
-  the  axe  head  striking  the  parapet  a  ringing 
(literally) blow only inches from his head, followed 
by a loud crunching snap and the axe blade arcing 
away  through  the  rain  to  disappear  into  the 
shimmering  wet  gloom.   Sharp  fragments  of 
fractured  stone  spat  into  his  face  along  with  the 
thrown up sparks.

Rearing  over  his  fallen  victim,  still  holding  the 
broken  stub  of  handle,  Marlow  was  a  picture  of 
frozen surprise.  Arthur forced himself to move first. 
His arm with the rope around its wrist was pinned 
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painfully across the top of the parapet and hindered 
his desperate attempt to regain his feet.

A sudden hard blow landed on his back,  throwing 
him forward across the rail.  His head projected over 
the edge and he could see Ginger's metal clad figure 
swinging sickeningly on the end of  the rope a few 
yards below him; she collided occasionally with the 
wall  of  the  house,  its  rough  façade  abrading  her 
unclothed skin.  He struggled to push himself back, 
but as he did so the stone shifted slightly beneath 
him with an ominous grating noise.  Where the axe 
had slammed into the top of the rail, Arthur could 
see a deep crack running right across it.

Another  impact  smashed  against  his  forearm; 
Marlow  was  assailing  him  with  the  axe  handle. 
Clutching  that  stubby  weapon,  which  he  wielded 
with wild hatred, the old man resembled Mr Punch 
more than ever.  Arthur almost expected to hear that 
sadistic nasal voice: "That's the way to do it!"

Somehow he managed to regain his feet, but as he 
hauled  himself  upright  on  the  parapet  it  shifted 
again alarmingly; it might not take being leant upon 
too heavily!  Unfortunately, he had limited choice in 
the matter with his arm pinned hard against it by 
Ginger's weight on the rope around his wrist.  As an 
almost  irrelevant  aside,  he  observed,  distantly 
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through the veil of rain, Mowgli climbing from one of 
the other dormer windows.  Then Marlow slashed at 
him  again  with  the  axe  handle.   Events  had  just 
about  reached  that  impossibly  desperate  position 
where he should wake, sweating, in his own bed!

Unhelpfully,  that  didn't  happen,  and  he  felt  that 
pinching himself  would  be pointless;  it  would  pass 
unnoticed amid the cacophony of aches and bruises 
that he endured.  Marlow's next strike caught him a 
glancing blow on the head and he slumped across the 
parapet again.  His brain felt as if it were swimming 
in a sea of molten lava, and through this turmoil of 
pain he was conscious that the stone beneath him 
was subsiding!

In violent terror he clawed at the unbroken section 
of  stonework  with  his  unfettered  hand  and 
succeeded in obtaining a precarious purchase on the 
wet  stone.   Without  further  warning  the  segment 
beneath  him  collapsed  and  he  lurched  downward, 
managing to hold on - almost literally - by his finger 
nails.   The  rope  around  his  other  arm  nearly 
dislocated his shoulder as it jerked taut with Ginger's 
full weight upon it.  His fingers were torn from the 
parapet,  and  with  a  tortured  cry  of  despair  he 
plunged into merciful oblivion.

s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s  s
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Arthur Mowe's Diary : 20th September

I'm throwing in the towel!  After nearly three weeks 
of  scouring the mountains behind Harlech without 
so  much  as  a  sniff  of  the  seemingly  mythical 
Myrddin-ddu, my rational element has insisted that I 
stop wasting my life.   Giving up the search is  not 
something  I'm  proud  of;  my  well  developed  (some 
might say overdeveloped) sense of chivalry wants to 
spend the next few weeks rechecking every possible 
location before giving up, but reality has reared its 
ugly head.  My period of convalescence has run out 
and I need to get back home to earn some money.

So, this morning, I left the guest house that has been 
my  base  in  Wales  for  the  past  three  weeks  and 
walked into the centre of Harlech.  With an hour or 
so  to  kill  before  I  could  board  the  train  to 
Shrewsbury  -  and  from  there  back  to  London  -  I 
slipped  into  the  small  bakery-cum-tea  shop  which 
has provided the substance of many a picnic lunch 
for me, and ordered a farewell cup of coffee.  Tonight 
I'll  be  back  home  with  my  parents,  attempting  to 
pick up the threads of my old life.  Not the easiest 
thing  to  do  after  a  prolonged  break  of  any  sort; 
following my experiences at Myrddin-ddu (whether 
real or not makes little difference to their effect upon 
me)  the  prospect  of  having  to  return  to  my 
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unexciting,  routine lifestyle  is  one I  can only  view 
with  considerable  misgivings!   What  realistic 
alternative do I have, though?

I finished my coffee and stood to hoist my bulging 
rucksack onto my back; it was then that I received a 
profound shock.  It was a double shock, not unlike 
one of  those big professional fireworks that makes 
you jump with a loud  whump as it fires a projectile 
into the air,  only to deafen you with a thunderous 
bang  when  it  explodes  into  coloured  stars.   The 
initial  jump was caused by my catching sight of  a 
young woman sitting at one of the other tables, her 
cascade  of  ginger  curls  instantly  recognisable. 
Ginger!  Her face was turned away from me as she 
gazed out of the window, but I had no doubt who it 
was!

But  as  that  first  shock  subsided,  my  rational 
functions  swiftly  slipped  into  gear.   I  was  clearly 
mistaken;  if  the  Ginger  of  my  memories  had  any 
material  reality  she could  not  possibly  be  sitting - 
here and now - in this tea shop calmly drinking tea. 
Admittedly,  the  person  before  me  resembled  my 
metal image of Ginger, but it couldn't realistically be 
her.

She  turned  her  face  towards  me  then  and  the 
firework exploded with such violent physical impact 
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that I very nearly had to sit down again.  It was her! 
There  could  be  no  mistake.   Unless  she  had  an 
identical  twin  that  she  had  not  mentioned,  I  was 
looking at Ginger!

Before  I  was  able  to  make  any  conscious  decision 
about what to do, my legs began to cross the room 
towards her table.  I had absolutely no idea what I 
should say to her.

“G-Ginger!  What are you d-doing here?”

I suppose I'd expected her to greet me with startled 
recognition, if not delighted amazement.  Her actual 
reaction floored me as effectively - and as pleasantly 
- as a fist rammed into my solar plexus!

“Do I know you?”  She certainly looked startled, but 
showed no recognition at all.  In fact, her gaze was 
slightly hostile, I felt.

“D-don't you r-recognise me?  M-Myrddin-ddu!”

Her blank stare told me that she didn't, and her next 
words sent me reeling back in confused horror.

“I've never seen you before!  Please go away, I'm late 
for an appointment with my new employer.”

It was impossible!  She was indisputably Ginger - her 
physical  appearance,  expression,  manner  and voice 
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all matched my recollections of her - but clearly she 
didn't know me.  Her reference to a new employer 
could only mean Marlow, surely, yet I had met her at 
Myrddin-ddu months before!  Or had I?

Racing  like  an  over-revved  engine,  my  brain 
struggled to make sense of the situation and threw 
up wild possibilities.  Had my fall somehow - in some 
fashion  I  could  not  comprehend  -  thrown  me 
backwards  through  time  to  a  period  just  prior  to 
Ginger's arrival at Myrddin-ddu?

Visibly unsettled by our encounter, Ginger (if it was 
her) swiftly gathered up her things, and I observed 
then that she had various bags and a large suitcase 
with her, lending credence to my outlandish theory. 
She stood and made her way towards the door.  I had 
to  stop  her  and  -  somehow  -  convince  her  of  the 
danger she was about to walk into!

I approached her again, ignoring the eagerly curious 
glances of the other patrons.  “I know you d-don't re-
recognise me b-b-but p-please listen t-t-to me!  Y-y-
you're in g-g-great d-d-danger if y-you g-g-go to your 
n-new j-job.  P-please g-go b-b-back...”

“Leave me alone!  Stop pestering me!” she 
interrupted me fiercely.  At the sound of her raised 
voice heads turned towards us with undisguised 
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interest and I felt my face flush hotly.  I made no 
further attempt to prevent her leaving but slunk 
back to my own table for my rucksack; I had no wish 
to remain in that tea shop any longer than I had to!

I  didn't  leave  immediately,  however;  I  sat  down 
again.  If  I'd had some strong coffee in my cup I'd 
have drunk it in one gulp.  My overworked mental 
faculties, wrestling with the paradox with which I - 
or, more accurately, events - had presented it, chose 
that  moment  to  throw  up  some  staggering 
observations.

My notion that I'd been shunted backwards in time 
was  nonsense;  the  calendar  on  the  teashop  wall 
confirmed that the month was September.  I'd come 
on holiday to Wales at the end of May, and it had 
been during  my first  week that I'd  stumbled upon 
Myrddin-ddu.   When  I  woke  in  hospital  after  my 
'accident'  it  was only  just into the second  week in 
June,  which  left  no  more  than  a  few  days  that  I 
couldn't account for.  Either I'd been unconscious or 
I'd spent that time at Myrddin-ddu.  Any number of 
independent  sources  confirmed  that  chronology. 
There had been no time-shift!

Yet, I  remembered well  my first  meal at Myrddin-
ddu,  when  Ginger  had  seemed to  recognise  me as 
someone  she'd  met in  Harlech some weeks before. 
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That had just happened, today!  I now seemed to be 
at the very beginning of the story, the end of which 
I'd lived through nearly four months ago?  But how 
could  the  time  that  Ginger  and  I  had  shared  at 
Myrddin-ddu be both months away in my past and 
weeks  away  in  Ginger's  future?   Somehow  our 
personal time-lines have got out of synch!  But how? 
Were my 'memories', in fact, a premonition, a vision 
of the future that I'd experienced while unconscious 
in hospital?  Was everything I thought I remembered 
actually about to happen?

No, that hypothesis made no sense, either.  When I'd 
met Ginger in my 'memories' I hadn't known her; if I 
were to return to Myrddin-ddu in three weeks time 
to meet her there, I would know exactly who she was 
and what was about to take place!

My mind  then threw up  a  proposition  that  I  very 
nearly  rejected out  of  hand as totally insane.   I've 
more or less accepted that Myrddin-ddu occupies an 
alternative  dimension  with  a  different  time-scale, 
but I had not considered that it might also be weirdly 
convoluted.   Was  it  conceivable  that  time  in  that 
other  dimension  flowed  back  on  itself  somehow 
(perhaps like a Möbius strip)  so that past,  present 
and future appeared in quite a different order when 
viewed from this dimension?
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The  idea  was  preposterous  -  the  fact  that  I  even 
entertained it made me question my sanity - but it 
made  sense  of  my  memories  of  Myrddin-ddu  (if 
anything that happened there could be said to make 
sense!).  For me that awful night when I'd rescued 
Ginger  from  her  terrible  fate  had  taken  place  in 
early  June,  but  for  Ginger  it  must  have  occurred 
about the middle of October, and I recall Dick's going 
on about Halloween; perhaps for him it had been.  It 
was mad, but it seemed to fit the facts!

Those mind blowing insights into the nature of time 
had taken up very little - no more than a minute or 
two  -  and  I  was  uncomfortably  conscious  of  still 
being  the  subject  of  some  surreptitious  attention 
from the other occupants of  the tea shop.  I  stood 
again,  picked  up  my  rucksack  and  made  my  way 
towards the door.  As I passed the empty table where 
Ginger  had  sat  I  couldn't  help  casting  a  regretful 
glance towards it.  If  only I'd managed to be more 
persuasive!

I stopped, my attention caught by something on the 
floor  beneath  the  table.   It  was  a  small  white 
rectangle,  about  the  size  of  a  credit  card.   In  all 
probability it had no connection at all with Ginger, 
but it occurred to me that it might just have slipped 
from one of her bags as she hastily gathered them 
up.  So I crossed to the table and - hardened now to 
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some  extent  to  curious  stares  -  crouched  down  to 
retrieve the card.

When I examined it my disappointment was intense; 
it  was simply a business card for one of the major 
banks.  But when I read the name on the card my 
heart  leapt:  Assistant  Branch  Manager,  Richard 
Smart.

My first thought - naturally in those circumstances - 
was that I might be able to use it as an excuse to 
accost  Ginger  once  more.   I  hurried  from the  tea 
shop  and  scanned  the  street  and  the  wide  square 
before Harlech's famous castle, but could see no sign 
of Ginger, even though she'd left only minutes before 
me.  No doubt she had no wish to be found!

As I stood wondering what to do, my logical mental 
processes laid into me again; it  was obvious that I 
wouldn't  be  able  to  find  Ginger,  however  hard  I 
looked.  If I found her and managed to persuade her 
not to go to Myrddin-ddu, how would I then be able 
to meet her there, as I remembered doing?  It would 
create a logical paradox.

Angered  and  frustrated  by  that  conclusion  -  but 
unable to fault the reasoning - I stomped off down 
the hill towards the station; if I could do nothing to 
stop the train of events I might as well get on the 
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other sort of train and go home!  I have, it appears, 
already played my part, as much as I'm going to be 
allowed to.  I'm caught in a vicious circle of fate!

I  stopped  dead  as  my mind  threw up  yet  another 
stunning observation;  it's becoming something of  a 
habit.  Black Merlin's ring!  It isn't a physical ring at 
all,  not  even  some  sort  of  a  force  field  encircling 
Myrddin-ddu.  It has to be a circle in time, a cycle of 
infinitely repeated actions!  Ginger is just about to go 
off to Myrddin-ddu, where she will meet me and I'll 
fall in love with her.  Except that it all happened for 
me  nearly  four  months  ago,  driving  me  to  try  to 
warn Ginger and allowing me to find Dick's business 
card, which has his mobile phone number printed on 
it.  Dick told me that the person who warned him 
that Ginger was in danger had sounded like me, and 
had stammered.  In fact, Dick had suspected that it 
was me, and he had been right!  It had been - or, 
rather, it will be - me.  I'm sure that in a week or so, 
when  I'm  unable  to  face  the  prospect  of  doing 
nothing to help Ginger, I'll swallow my pride and call 
upon  Dick's  assistance.   And  he,  naturally  - 
inevitably - will go haring off to Myrddin-ddu.

It all makes hideous sense, if anything as diabolically 
twisted can be  said  to  make any sense at all!   Of 
course, it was diabolic in origin, if the Black Merlin 
legend is to be believed, and I'm inclined to believe it, 
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especially  now.   The  devil's  curse  wasn't  one 
confining d'Molyneaux to Myrddin-ddu, but one that 
condemns him to repeat for eternity the same cycle 
of  unchanging events.  It  would  be something like 
being forced to watch the same play time after time; 
the cast changes but the script remains forever the 
same.  The same words  and actions repeated over 
and over again - with no hope of release - until they 
drive you mad!  Unless…

The hairs on the back of my neck have bristled and a 
shudder  just  ran  through me.   I'm  holding  in  my 
hand the means to break Black Merlin's ring!  That 
small rectangle of card has Dick's phone number on 
it, but unless I look at it again I can't tell you what it 
is.  Neither do I know his address, nor how to find 
him.  If I destroy his card before I look at it again I'll 
be  unable  to  contact  him,  and  if  I  don't  he  won't 
come to Wales and the cycle will be broken.  None of 
it can then have happened; I couldn't have met Dick 
at  Myrddin-ddu  as  I  remembered  doing.   It's  all 
incredibly simple!  Too simple?

And if my wild idea is correct, what of my love for 
Ginger?  Will that too disappear if I break the ring? 
Surely it must, for I won't meet her, cannot have met 
her.  Is that something I'm prepared to sacrifice to 
bring this awful  business to an end?  Presumably, 
she'll then marry Dick, unaware that in another time 
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and place she gave up her virginity to another man, 
with whom she had fallen in love.  The thought is 
almost too much to bear!

Suddenly I'm gripped by an uncharacteristic bout of 
decisiveness;  as  I've  remarked  before,  my sense  of 
responsibility is sometimes too domineering for my 
own happiness!  I crush the business card in my fist 
and toss the crumpled remains into
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...Starboard Home!
The bridge rumbled  hollowly as the two-car  diesel 
train started across it, heading south.  A red haired 
young woman sat by one of  the seaward windows, 
but leaned across to peer out of the window opposite; 
she wanted to catch a farewell glimpse of the distant 
sage  and  slate  coloured  mountains  of  Snowdonia. 
She should have been spending the next few months 
somewhere in those mountains, working as secretary 
and research assistant  to  the owner  of  an historic 
house with a strange sounding Welsh name.  It was 
one of  those irritating names that eluded her,  and 
she couldn't even refresh her memory from the letter 
in which she had first encountered it.  She had (God 
knows how!) managed to lose the letter!

Evidently, she had also lost her new position, though 
she had no idea why.  She was supposed to have been 
met in Harlech by her new employer, but no-one had 
turned up.  She had waited long past the time of the 
appointment,  and had then taken the initiative by 
asking in a number of the shops for directions to the 
house  (that  must  have  been  when  she'd  lost  the 
letter).  But no-one in Harlech seemed to have heard 
of the place, and as she had no telephone number to 
call she'd been left with little choice but to return - 
disappointed - to London.
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She would,  of  course, take the matter up with the 
employment  agency,  but  strangely,  had  begun  to 
have second thoughts about the venture.   Perhaps 
she ought to consider another job nearer home and 
concentrate  her  energies  upon  her  forthcoming 
marriage.  That, surely, would be the sensible thing 
to do?

She  cast  one  last  lingering  look  at  the  receding 
mountains and was unexpectedly assailed by a vivid 
mental picture - probably culled from some television 
holiday programme that she had seen - of a bearded 
young man with a bulging rucksack upon his back, 
striding  along  a  mountain  path,  seemingly  quite 
content  with  his  lack  of  companions.   She  was 
puzzled;  why on earth should  she daydream about 
such a nerdy looking guy?  He was not her type at all, 
and she was happily promised to another.

How true was that, whispered a previously unheard 
little voice inside her head, just how happy was she 
with her  fiancé?   Startled,  she actually  considered 
that  question  for  a  moment  rather  than  instantly 
dismissing it.  Was she, in fact, as ready for marriage 
as  she  had  naturally  assumed?   It  was  an 
uncomfortable thought for her; she liked to believe 
that she was very much in charge of her emotional 
affairs.
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With a small shrug of irritation she tidied away those 
unwelcome speculations and settled back in her seat 
to gaze out across the expanse of the Cardigan Bay; 
the distant waves flashed and glittered with warm 
Autumn  light  in  the  late  afternoon  sun.   This 
brought  to  her  mind  -  suddenly  and  unexpectedly 
(her mind was playing strange tricks that afternoon) 
- a mental picture of her grandmother, sitting on the 
deck  of  the  ocean  liner  bringing  her  home  from 
India, where she has spent some months as a young 
woman.

Perhaps - the granddaughter speculated - that vision 
was a message from her unconscious, reminding her 
of who she was.  India in the nineteen-thirties would 
have  been  a  much  more  romantic  location  than 
North  Wales  today,  yet  her  grandmother  had  not 
been seduced by its allure, returning instead to her 
grandfather and his small  but successful suburban 
grocery store.

It  was  time,  the  young  woman  decided  with 
characteristic  determination,  to  demonstrate  that 
she was cast in the same mould.  Accordingly, she 
firmly pushed aside any seductive fantasies of what 
might  have  been,  and  consigned  her  mysterious 
supposed employer and his house with the strange 
name  to  her  mental  dustbin.   Or,  she  considered 
with a wry smile, should that be – in compliance with 
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the  sense  of  environmental  responsibility  that 
everyone  was  being  encouraged  to  adopt  –  her 
recycling  bin?   She  frowned  (why did  that  notion 
seem mildly sinister?), then shook herself.  She had 
disposed of them, and as far as she was concerned 
they no longer existed!

THE END


