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The Blurb

Surrounded by natural countryside, with views of the Preseli Hills, sits the scenic Welsh town of Meltwater, where tourists flock during the holiday season. 
The tight knit community are proud of the fact that their town has been crowned the safest place to live in Wales, until it all goes horribly wrong during the Summer of 2018

A murder is committed in a small alley way. Moments later an explosion rocks the town.

A landlady who runs the local pub, a private investigator, and a popular writer of crime fiction, reveal secrets during a night out. Events surrounding the three women, take place a day before the murder and bombing.
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Prologue

All tragedies are finished by a death.
All comedies are ended by a marriage;
The future states of both are left to faith
Don Juan (1819-24) canto 3, st.  9


Friday 13th July 2018


Another warm day was forecast in the small Welsh town of Meltwater.
Sister Marguerite stood and waited. 
The butchers would be opening shortly.
She watched the sun furtively peak out from a cloud stretching across the blue sky.
The high street was quiet.
It was the calm before the storm. 
The parade and a celebrity visitor were attending the grand opening of Meltwater Medical Centre at noon.
Sister Marguerite stepped out of the shop, a bag heavy with fresh meat in one hand and a tray of homemade pies in the other.
With great effort she made the short walk to the Car Park and stopped abruptly.
At once she knew it was him. 
She could tell by his hands. 
She would never forget those hands.
Although they were older now, they belonged to him. 
She knew it was him. 
She stumbled as she recognised him, precariously balancing the goods hoping they would not fall.
Sister Bonita quickly came to the rescue and put the bag of meat on the back seat of their waiting Ford Focus. 
His car was parked in front of them. 
Sister Marguerite was not at all surprised to see a Chauffeur at the wheel of his car. 
The chauffeur would be waiting a long time.



Welsh flags and banners decorated the residential streets in Meltwater to welcome the morning parade.
Carnival bunting draped high in the air along the High Street. Shop windows displayed their wares with red and green items. Dragons and sheep were a popular theme.
Crowds of people gathered outside the Indoor Market in Lampeter Street. It was the best vantage point to see Sir Tom Jones who was officially opening the new Meltwater Medical Centre.  
As the crowds grew, lines of people stood along Lampeter Street cheering the lead of the procession. Classic Cars slowly moved along the street followed by a Marching Band. The familiar tune of Delilah was being played on brass, woodwind, and percussion instruments. The majorette tossed the baton in the air as the classic cars turned right into the High Street and the band stood marching on the spot waiting for the rest of the procession to follow. 
The crowds cheered as Sir Tom unveiled the plaque on the wall of the surgery. He walked towards the crowd and shook hands with a few and turned back to make his way into the new surgery followed by a few local dignitaries and Dai Thomas a local celebrity.
The crowd dispersed.
It was all over. 

In the stench of the alley, the sound of footsteps grew faint as the smartly dressed elderly man lay in his own pool of blood.
His breathing grew shallow. 
He could no longer hear the band play.
All was silent. 
He was dead. 

A loud explosion shook the town.
Smoke was billowing out of the new Medical Centre.

The chauffeur was in the car.
Still waiting.






Chapter One
The New Inn

A pretty woman as was ever seen,
Fresh as the Angel o’er a new inn door.
Beppo (1818) st. 49



To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018. 05:02
Subject: Hello Darling!
Lily. How are you? Sorry I didn’t write yesterday. I went out and had a nice lunch with Betty. Ham & chips. Afterwards we went to Mary’s funeral. She had a good send off. Bless her. St Margaret’s is such a beautiful church. As Father Brian was praising the life of Mary, he didn't mention that she could be a miserable cow sometimes. The sun was streaming through the round stained-glass window in the apse. Mario wants a face-to-face with me. Sounds disgusting. I hope you are not crying. I Must go. got to get my face on. Sorry it’s early, been thinking of you. Mum xxx
Ps are the new meds working?
To: Joy Andrews
From: Lily Friend
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018. 09:05
Subject: Hi
Hello Mother,
 I’m happy. Got to go – busy as usual, write back soon. X



Surrounded by the Preseli hills, in the valley of the river Tweld, lies the Welsh town of Meltwater. A charming and scenic market town occupied by a friendly community where everyone knows their neighbour and looks out for one another. People here are inquisitive and make it their business to know what’s going on in the area. It is true that the gossip in town is often exaggerated. If you ‘broke wind’ at the beginning of the high street, by the time you reached the end of the street, you had diarrhoea!  It was however a safe place to live with almost no crime apart from the odd argument in the pub. The locals were protective of their hometown. 


The town had its fair share of rain, but the weather never stopped the people who lived there from being happy and friendly. In the humdrum of everyday life, it felt a delightful pleasure to be with good-natured people. 
You could never be lonely in Meltwater.

The New Inn is a popular local pub that had been lovingly restored. Lily, the owner of the public house was proud of what she had achieved. She had turned a run down and neglected bar into a warm and inviting pub where customers exchanged stories and would banter with one another. The sound of laughter could be heard throughout the bar. Local customers enjoyed their time in the pub with friends from neighbouring villages. It was a popular place to congregate and chat with a good pint, good food and generally having a relaxing time with friends.
Holiday makers were welcomed by all. The town needed their income and the locals who were far from being stupid, put on a brave face when the tourists came in their droves during the summer season. If only the holiday makers knew the truth. The tourists were known by the locals as ‘grockles’. They blamed them for seasonal traffic jams, polluting the area and taking up their space at the bar – especially the ‘grockles’ who came from England!  They knew the passing trade was good for the town, spending their money in the shops and the pub. It helped businesses survive the long winter months. For this reason, and the fact there would be plenty of happy hours during the winter for the locals if the pub had a good summer, the locals were very friendly to the ‘grockles.’ 

The New Inn had warmth and character, drawing you back to the days of olde worlde country style taverns complete with jugs that hung from the ceiling behind the bar.
The inglenook fireplace with a solid oak mantle takes centre stage. During cooler evenings and cold days, a real fire burns in the grate. Welsh slate flooring, oak beams, and joists stained in dark oak throughout the bar compliment the white walls and exposed grey stone. The long bar had been crafted from reclaimed wood to mirror the original decorative back fittings which stretch the length of the bar and up to the ceiling. Regular customers seated along the bar always sat in their own preferred space. It was a common rule in the pub for the locals to have their spot at the bar or table in the pub. At times this often led to arguments amongst customers. Just last week, Huw was at the bar nudging Aeron’s arm with his elbow to get more space and there was only the two of them in the bar, but it was where they sat whenever they came to the pub. 
The pub was the hub of the community. 

Meltwater use to be a thriving town, employing hundreds of people at the Cattle Market and several hundred more at Morris Meat company, a business who fed the whole of Great Britain on meat and dairy products. It was a sad time when they upped and left town. Shops had closed, pubs were boarded up and many of the new residents left to find employment elsewhere. For the last twenty years, the community had struggled to reinvent itself. With only a dozen of essential shops and one pub it was a hard task to undertake. In the high street, local people were opening new shops to provide for the villages that surround Meltwater. Tourism was thriving in the neighbouring seaside towns. Meltwater’s main aim was to promote tourism and get the town back to the glory days. Carmarthenshire Council and local businesses invested money to rejuvenate the town. A boutique hotel replaced the old Lion Pub on Narberth Road, the main residential road into Meltwater and the indoor market which was once the Cattle Market on Lampeter Street was proving to be a great success. The derelict building of Morris Meats next to the indoor market, had been pulled down and a new Medical Centre had just been built in its place. Meltwater was growing stronger.

 The smell of bacon wafted through as Lily made her way to the kitchen. Dave the chef was making breakfasts.
‘Morning Dave, fancy a cuppa?’ she asked as she helped herself to coffee. 
‘Had mine.’ he replied and took the bacon slices off the griddle and placed them on a tray. Lily watched Dave place a tray in the warming oven and was about to ask him to check the gas in the cellar when the telephone rang. It was a booking for Saturday evening. They were almost fully booked for the weekend. Lily was pleased. The bar gleamed and the tables in the dining area had been prepared for the onslaught of the breakfast trade. 
The morning went well. Daisy who worked behind the bar, finished the window display and Lily was in the dining area laying out cutlery and napkins on the tables for lunch time. She gave out a sigh and looked over to where Mary Jones was sat feeding her dog on her lap. The dog had done his usual trick and piddled in the fireplace. Lily was not amused. Mary watched Lily who was on her hands and knees cleaning up the mess. She glared over at Mary and the dog. After spraying air freshener, Lily refilled the water bowl and put it outside and returned to talk to Mary. She patted Elton and he growled at her. She gave him some liver cake which he grabbed greedily from Lily’s hand. 
‘Mary, I have left fresh water in the bowl, please could you take Elton outside to do his business because I am sick of cleaning up after him.’ 

Daisy May had appeared in the pub only a few weeks ago. A tall, attractive woman, with long dark hair slicked back into a ponytail. Her cool and friendly nature was charming. She worked hard and a natural behind the bar. The customer had soon warmed to her. She had piercing blue eyes that looked deep into your soul when she had your attention. It’s hard work in a pub, it’s not all about pulling pints and it wasn’t Daisy’s choice of career. 
Daisy is a popular author of crime fiction. Her latest novel is set in a small coastal town. She arrived at the New Inn to do further research on local Welsh pubs for her book. Lily was familiar with Daisy’s novels and greatly admired her work. They had come to an agreement that Daisy could stay in the spare room in the private accommodation above the pub in exchange for some help in the bar. She could continue with the research on her new novel and Lily would be glad of the extra help.
Daisy enjoyed the freedom of being able to do the everyday activities in life without being stopped and harassed by fans. People in Meltwater gave her the privacy she yearned for. Her weekend stay was stretching to almost a month.  She was quite happy on her own and was focused on her work. She had no interest in men or any other kind of relationship for the time being. She was enjoying the freedom and novelty of working behind a bar.
‘So, tell me girls about your night?’ Dave asked as he wrapped the breakfast rolls in takeaway bags and gave them to Becky, Lily’s favourite member of bar staff.
‘Shut up Dave.’ Lily said throwing a tea towel towards him, which missed him and fell into the sink.
Daisy appeared looking for some drawing pins and overheard Dave.
‘It was a fun night Dave, and our Lily has a date!’ she said winking at him.
‘Did you see the dog’s bloody at it again?’ Lily said quickly changing the subject.

‘Lily, are you ever going to serve me, the man needs food? Dai Sky shouted from the bar. 
‘OK Dai, what can I get you?’ Lily asked as she grabbed the order pad and looked up at him smiling.
Daisy rolled her eyes at Lily knowing that she was more than capable of serving him, but Dai wanted to be served by the boss. Daisy was curious as to why Lily didn’t seem to mind the fact that Dai would only be served by Lily. She wondered if it was his attention that Lily enjoyed or the fact that Lily liked the status of being in charge. 
Dai Thomas had handsome features and wore a beautiful smile. He was all muscle and quite broad.
He grew to fame when he became a regular rugby commentator for Sky TV. The locals had given him the nickname Dai Sky. He was born Dai Thomas and it helped to differentiate the Dai’s that lived in the town. Fame went to Dai’s head, which did not fit well with the locals who thought he was an exhibitionist and utter snob. He never let the side down and would boast and name drop to anyone willing to listen to him at the bar. 
Dai Sky had persuaded the renown Welsh singer, Sir Tom Jones to open the new Medical Centre in Meltwater. He knew that Sir Tom was accompanying Camilla, the Duchess of Cornwall, at the official opening of the pier in the neighbouring coastal town of Pentweld Sands. 
Dai had the nerve to ask Sir Tom Jones if he would open the new Medical Centre in Meltwater. He explained that the schedule would be possible as there would be plenty of time available to open both events. He had already booked accommodation and offered to show Sir Tom around the town.
Sir Tom eventually agreed.
Jeff Richards was having a pint before he had to get back to his fruit and veg shop. He was still wearing his long brown overcoat. Daisy could see large wet patches under his arms. Jeff wore his overcoat in all weathers, and it had never been in a washing machine. 
He was quite happy at the bar sipping his pint and scanning through the Western Mail newspaper.
Dai was looking over Jeff’s shoulder. He had spotted a picture of Tom Jones in the paper Jeff was reading. 
‘Nice photo of Sir Tom there.’ 
‘Mmm.’ murmered Jeff ignoring Dai and reading the paper as Dai continued talking about Tom Jones.
‘So, when Tom said that he would be delighted.’ Dai chuckled and was stopped in mid conversation. Jeff scraped his stool on the hard floor, downed his pint and walked away.
‘How rude!’ Dai said looking at Daisy. 
‘I think you’ve bored enough people with Tom Jones.’ Daisy replied.
‘Not you as well.’ he scoffed. ‘And it’s Sir Tom Jones, to you lot, comprendo? 
Daisy was seething knowing full well what he was implying.
‘She knows that Dai, give her a break, Daisy might not be as popular as you but she’s famous in the book world, so give her some slack.’ Lily said to Dai as she winked at him.


Three elderly gentlemen entered the bar and gave a nod before they settled in the cwtch. The cwtch is a small cosy lounge room at the front of the pub, where the gentlemen would meet daily to complete the Times crossword and have lunch at noon. They would finish the crossword was by the time they were on their second pint. 
The gentlemen dressed smartly in a shirt and tie and all three wore a cloth cap. They had lived in the town all their lives, working together for the railway, and living well on a good pension. They had worked hard and had played hard.
Lily brought their drinks through on a tray and placed a pint of Guinness in front of each of them. They took a swig and started to tackle the Times crossword and put the world to rights.
 The three men were Octogenarians. Sion had never married. Dic had been married three times and divorced three times and Hari remained married and in love with his childhood sweetheart, but he was not faithful in his long marriage. One time back in the day, he was seen fleeing from Vera Thomas’s cottage stark naked when her husband arrived home unexpectedly. There were plenty of stories going around about Hari’s wild days and his affairs. It was a good conversation grabber that made people laugh until Daisy May overheard Dai Sky retelling the story about Hari and the teacher. Daisy told him that it wasn’t at all funny considering if a young married man behaved the same as Hari did in his younger days, the town would not look very kindly on his antics. Daisy’s remark had given Dai and the people who overheard the conversation food for thought. 
Daisy laughed when she first met the three gents. They were shocked that she had worked it out so quickly. Daisy loved to play with words. She also enjoyed the cryptic crosswords. 
‘Dic, Sion and Harri is pronounced dictionary! 
They were not happy that she had solved the clue that took other’s years to work out.
She had found out their secret.

Joe Gethin was Dave’s young kitchen assistant. Dave had taken him under his wing and asked Lily if he could have a job in the kitchen. Lily was not too keen. The Gethin family were notorious in the Carmarthen area. They lived on a small council estate just outside Narberth. His brother Daniel was barred and always in and out of prison. Dave wanted to give Joe a good start. His mum was a single parent and tried hard to keep Joe away from his brother and the local yobs in Pentweld Sands. Dave had a soft spot for Joe’s mother and wanted to help. Lily agreed on the understanding that his brother Daniel did not step foot in the pub and was paid ‘cash in the hand’ and at a low rate.
Dave shouted at Joe who was messing about with Hazel, whipping her with a tea towel. Hazel is a friend of Lily’s. She was helping herself to a chip in the fryer.
‘You’ll get fat’ Lily said walking in with a load of dirty breakfast plates. ‘Not that it really matters to you.’
Hazel turned to Lily. Her face looked like thunder. 
‘For fuck’s sake Lil!
       
Hazel took her takeaway and asked Lily to walk outside with her. They were stood at the entrance of the pub.   
‘I just want to say good luck with your date.’ Hazel said as Sister Marguerite waved from across the street.
 It was then that Hazel could see the connection. The sisters. There was no mistaking their blue 
eyes.
                                                                             


     




























Chapter 2
Lily
But Shakespeare also says, ‘tis very silly
‘To gild refined gold, or paint the lily.’
Don Juan  (1819-24) Canto 3, st.  76


To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Thursday, July 13, 09:29
Subject: Hello Darling!


Hello darling, I tried calling last night but they said you were out.
I worry you’re drinking again.
I was up all night expecting you to call back.
Did I tell you we went to Mary’s funeral yesterday? 
Patti is on at 4. I’m her star pupil in her Italian class.
Now don’t mock me Lily, there’s a method in my madness.
I am learning the Italian lingo so I can understand Mario when he starts talking in his own tongue, which he does often. I want to know what he’s saying when on the blower to Italy.
I’m not as stupid as you think.
Please call me.
Love you Mum x


To: Joy Andrews
From: Lily Friend
Date: Thursday, July 12, 10:00
Subject: Hi

Hi Mum, 
No, I am not drinking, not that it’s any of your business.
I’m glad you and Mario are getting along. 
You can’t teach an old dog’s new tricks. Don’t you think you’re a bit old learning a new language? Lily x








1



Hazel stopped suddenly in the street after reading her text message. 
Lewis Rees had been released from prison. She felt a wave of sickness come over her.  It didn’t help that the local thug was sat at the bar in a vest staring at her.
He was vile. 


‘C’mon Haze, fancy a good time?’ Daniel said as he stuck out his tongue in a licking motion. 
‘Get out of this bar now!’ Lily screamed as he ran out the pub knocking into the coat stand that came crashing down on the flagstone floor. 
‘That one is never allowed in this pub, he’s barred Daisy - do you hear?!!
                                                    
Daisy could not believe it. She thought that the devil must have taken over Lily. The rage and the look she had given Daisy was pure evil. How was Daisy expected to know that the man was barred, she had only been at the pub for less than a month? She wanted to scream back and give her a piece of her mind, but the look on Lily’s face had frightened her. Daisy had been scared. 
Instead, she put the coat stand back in its rightful place and grabbed a cloth and began wiping the bar.

Lily waved to Sister Marguerite who was across the street waiting to go into the newsagent.
‘Are you alright Hazel?’ Lily asked, confused.
‘Um, nothing it’s just I think my powers of detection are running overtime.’
‘What?’
‘Remember Diablios?
‘So, what are you trying to say?’ Lily asked. 
‘It was the secrets and Daisy mentioned that she had a sister, and the thing is, she told me that she was an only child and look? Hazel replied.
‘They don’t all look the same.’ Lily sighed.
Mary came straight at Lily before Hazel could answer.
‘You’re an evil woman Lily I’m never going to step foot in your pub again and mark my 
words, you’ll pay for this!’ shouted Mary as the shoppers in the High Street stopped to witness the event.

‘That’s right have a good look!’ shouted Lily towards the shoppers.
‘What the hell was all that about?’ asked Hazel
‘Search me.’ Lily replied.

Hazel and Lily had been friends since Lily moved to Meltwater. They were often mistaken for sisters with their long blonde hair and blue eyes, but their accents gave them away. Lily spoke like a Londoner and Hazel had a soft Welsh voice on par with the mellow accents of the local people in the West Wales town of Meltwater. 
Hazel had been a great comfort to her since the death of Lily’s husband.
Lily was a widow by the time she reached the age of forty. 

She married Andrew when she was twenty-three years old. 
They had no children.
Lily left University with Honours in English Literature. She worked for a small publishing firm on the outskirts of Reading. Lily hardly knew Andrew, but she knew he was the one for her. They met on the weekend of the Reading Rock Festival, and she fell madly in love. A few months later, she was at his side running Ye Olde Ship pub on the Gower Peninsula in Swansea, situated between Brandy Cove and the long sandy beach of Caswell Bay. Lily admired the country pub with its’ old charm and whitewashed exterior. The coastal area was different from the town she grew up in. Vast open spaces with fresh sea air, cliffs and surrounding woodlands with breath taking views. The outstanding natural beauty of the Gower, was a far cry from the noise, smells and fast life in Reading.
Lily didn’t have much to do. She walked a lot taking in the glorious views and would still write. She was bored. Andrew wouldn’t allow Lily to work, not now that she belonged to him.
After a busy weekend during the Christmas period, Andrew locked up the pub and took the Chinese supper upstairs to the private quarters where Lily was waiting for him.
Nobody knew the day was going to end the way it did.
‘I left the prawn crackers downstairs on the bar.’ Andrew said to Lily.
These were the last words he ever spoke to her.



Lily found Andrew dead on the floor in the Gents toilets. 
A blood-stained hammer was lying next to his body. 
Later the police informed her that they had arrested Lewis Rees.
His shirt was covered in Andrew’s blood.
It was presumed that Andrew had disturbed Lewis Rees during the robbery.
Nothing had been stolen.


‘What time’s your date?’ Dave called out to Lily.
‘Now in a minute! she answered mimicking the Welsh accent and rushed towards the stairs. ‘I’m going up to change.’ 
Lily was feeling pretty good about herself and was now wishing she had not drunk so much red wine. It always gave her a thick head the morning after. Feeling better after a quick shower and swallowing two tablets, Lily put on a bit of make-up and admired herself in the full-length mirror. She looked pretty good and unusually cheerful considering her head was still sore and her belly was full of butterflies. She picked up her leather bag and went down to the bar. 

‘Looking good Lil.’ Daisy said. ‘He must be something special this professor.’
‘What the bloody hell is Daniel Gethin doing in here?’ Lily shouted and stormed off towards the cwtch. The three old boys had gone leaving a fiver tip and three empty glasses. Anne and Glyndwr were looking at the menu. Lily thought this was a waste of time considering they ordered cod and chips every Thursday. 
‘Cod and chips twice please Lily.’ Anne said passing Lily the menu.
‘You’re looking smart Lily, are you going to the races today?’ Glyndwr asked.
‘I have a date and I must get going.’ She answered. ‘I’ll give Dave your order before I leave.’ Lily saw her taxi from the window of the cwtch. She quickly said goodbye and dashed out and into the cab. As she relaxed in the backseat of the taxi, thoughts of the night before rushed into her head. It all had worked out very nicely for her. It all ran smoothly, the way that she had planned. 

It all began the night before when the three friends were on their night out in a cocktail bar. They had finished eating dinner and ordered more wine.
‘Your dress is beautiful Haze, and I know I’ve already said it to you, but it really is lovely on you.’ said Daisy
Hazel wore a cream flared sleeveless dress and looked stunning. 
‘Thank you, Daisy.’
Lily rolled her eyes.
‘Well, I think we all look lovely, and I want to announce a toast to friends.’ Lily said
 After the toast, they were talking about how good the food they had just eaten, and making general conversation when Lily asked if anyone had a secret they wanted to tell. This was what Lily was leading towards, and it was working. 
‘I will begin.’ said Lily taking a sip of her glass of Malbec.  
Hazel was not too sure where the conversation was going. Did she really want to play this childish game? Lily interrupted her thoughts.
‘Look, here’s Professor James and he use to teach me at Uni, and I had a massive crush on him.’ Lily blurted out showing her friends a picture of the professor on her mobile phone and conveniently leaving the mobile in reach of her friends.
Professor James Evans was now teaching at the University of Wales Trinity Saint David Lampeter. The University is in Ceredigion, only forty miles from Meltwater. 
Lily knew all about the old University in Lampeter and had even driven past the historical building on a few occasions hoping to catch a glimpse of Professor James. She followed him to his cottage once, but nobody ever knew. 
Her friends had played right into her hands. She allowed them to use her mobile phone to send Professor James a friend request on her Facebook page in messenger. At the same time, Lily acted as so she hadn’t noticed what was going on. 
Her phone pinged!
‘That’s settled then!’ Daisy said showing Lily the mobile. ‘You have a date with the prof tomorrow!’
‘You cow!’ Lily shouted.
‘Surely you don’t really mind, look how handsome he is.’ Daisy smiled looking at the professor’s Facebook profile picture
‘He’s only a few years older than me.’ Lily slurred at the dinner table. ‘He was the youngest lecturer on campus and all the students liked him.’
‘How come he lives in Lampeter and yet you studied at Reading University?’ asked Daisy.
‘I was at Reading Uni, and he was.’ Lily prattled waving her glass about. ‘I had a crush on him, and we didn’t get together because he was about to marry Anna and he was my professor and then I met Andy and Professor James Evans is now divorced and living in Lampeter!’ Lily lifted her glass, hiccupped, and spilt red wine on Hazel’s dress. 
Hazel wasn’t drinking as much as she would normally on a night out, but she had a lot of work on. She wondered why Lily had got drunk so quick and soon forgot about it and followed her friends to the next bar.



Lily wore a blue floral summer dress for the date. She looked stylish and felt comfortable. Nothing too showy. She did not want to give the wrong impression even though the dress cost a bomb and looked stunning on her, showing off her beautiful figure in all the right places. She felt good and was staring out of the window admiring the views. She could see Laugharne in the distance. Not long to go. Her tummy fluttered and the thought of seeing him again. She smiled and sat back in the seat. 


Professor James Evans who was affectionately known as Professor James by his students, was pacing up and down. He took his hands out of his pockets and decided to go to his bedroom and change once again. He felt uncomfortable wearing jeans. He was hot and sweaty. He put on a pair of cool linen trousers. 

He was on edge which was out of character for James who was not easily fazed and in control of his thoughts and feelings. Today was different. He was going to meet the woman of his dreams. The love of his life. The one he let slip away and now he had a second chance with his Lily. He hoped.






James was sat at a table for two in the popular rooftop restaurant at Poly Garter’s overlooking the magnificent Laugharne Castle and the Taf Estuary on Carmarthen Bay.
He thought the leafy décor, and comfortable seating area with a spectacular view of the Castle, created an ideal setting for their reunion. 

Worn out boats moored on the grassy bed below showing signs of their old age; cracked and weathered over time.  The tide was out. James glanced way out towards the sea where the sun glistened onto the blue water, flecks of silver bounced in the waves. He was enjoying the solitude and calm.
Lily spotted him as soon as she climbed her way to the entrance of the garden restaurant. 
James looked incredible. He had grey hair now and it suited him. 
He turned around. He must have sensed that she was near. 
Immediately James stood up and in true gentleman fashion, he offered Lily a seat. 
After formal greetings, the conversation flowed, and they were relaxed in each other’s company. 
Just after they had ordered food, James poured wine into Lily’s glass and placed his hand on top of her elegant hand. It was a bold move on James’s part, but Lily did not seem to mind. He began stroking her hand as he talked about his work without taking his eyes off her. He leaned into her and softly kissed her lips.
The waiter interrupted the romantic scene and placed the plate of salad unsteadily in front of Lily causing half of the contents to end up in her lap.
She threw the waiter a filthy look. Suddenly remembering who she was with, she quickly changed into a smile reassuring the waiter that everything was OK. 
‘Please don’t worry, it’ll wash out and I’ve had this dress for years.’ 
James admired how well Lily had handled the situation.
‘Can we meet again, I mean, would you like to? James asked if sounding a little nervous. 
‘I would love to meet you again.’ And with that, the romantic lunch was interrupted again with the familiar loud chime of I’m forever blowing bubbles coming from her mobile.  She had forgot to switch the bloody thing off and was annoyed with herself.
It was Hazel.
Lily apologised to James, placed money on the table and was gone.
He looked bewildered and upset. 






Chapter 3
Hazel
In her first passion woman loves her lover,
In all the others all she loves is love.
Don Juan (1819-24) canto, 3, st 3



To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018. 17:02
Subject: Hello Darling!

Hello Lily. I tried calling the pub again and no luck with your mobile.
You little cow, you’ve changed your fuffing number I bet!!!
I am very concerned. Please call or message me. I can cope with that.
What are you up to? I hope you don’t go doing anything foolish.
Stay good my bambino. Patti said I am a natural.
I can’t say we have any Italian ancestors. Uncle Leonardo was Irish.
I must go. Bingo in an hour so don’t call between 6-7 Call me.
Arriverderci 
Mama x


To: Joy Andrews
From: Lily Friend
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018. 18:22
Subject: Mobile

Hi Mum
I am pleased your Italian classes are going well and you won at bingo.
I have sent a text to you with my new mobile number.
Take care. Lily x


Hazel strolled into the New Inn when her mobile bleeped. The call changed everything. Lewis Rees had been released from prison yesterday.  She knew it wasn’t the best time to tell Lily and decided not to tell her until she had been on her date with the professor. 
She felt a wave of sickness come over her.  It didn’t help that the local thug was sat at the bar in a vest staring at her.
He was vile. 
‘C’mon Haze, fancy a good time?’ the thug Daniel said as he stuck out his tongue in a licking motion. 
‘Get out of this bar now!’ Lily screamed as he ran out the pub knocking into the coat stand that came crashing down on the flagstone floor. ‘That one is never allowed in this pub, he’s barred Daisy - do you hear?!!
Daisy could not believe what she was seeing. 
Hazel stood in the pub kitchen helping herself to chips when Lily made a snide remark. 
She hated herself for being unkind to her friend, when in truth, all she wanted to do was hug her and tell her how much she loved her. Instead, she left the kitchen and stood outside the front of the pub. Lily followed her.
The nun waved across the street to them, and Hazel left not before she noticed something very familiar about Sister Marguerite. 

Hazel was on her way to a meeting with a solicitor concerning her latest client’s fraud case. She also wanted to get an injunction order out on Lewis Rees.
She pulled out of the car park and drove onto the main street and spotted Daniel who was crossing the road.  She was tempted to knock the swine down and do everybody a favour! Hazel first became aware of Daniel Gethin when she was working on surveillance with the Police and her client. The client’s husband was wealthy, and the wife was convinced that he was having an affair. It became apparent that her client was not only seeing at least two other women, but he was involved in drug trafficking. 
Daniel was known to the local police. He had always been in trouble with the law since he was a teenager and progressed from being a young offender to serving short time prison sentences for robbery and drug offences.
Hazel was very good at her job, and Daniel never suspected what she did for a living. Her office overlooked Laugharne Estuary. Her cousin from Swansea sold the business on to her. She was very successful and had plenty of work.
After the meeting with her solicitor, Hazel set off to her office. 

Today was meant to be a good day. The day when she wanted to share good news with the ones she loved. Instead, Hazel had to put it on hold. She promised her friends during dinner that she had a secret
but it would have to keep for the time being. They moaned but gave up easily after Lily was rambling on about the professor. 
There was something else worrying Hazel. It was Daisy’s secret.

Hazel was thinking a lot about this when the office telephone rang. It was a reporter from Wales Online who she was on friendly terms with and was warning her that Lewis Rees is going to be headline news. She had to tell her friend before someone else gets to her first. Hazel had always watched out for Lily since she became good friends after meeting her at The New Inn. There was something about Lily that Hazel could not get to the bottom of.  She didn’t understand why Lily ran a pub. She obviously didn’t like the job, but Hazel was the only person who could see this.
Hazel stepped outside into glorious sunshine. The smell of the sea air and crooning gulls made her smile. She thought that now would be the best time to call Lily. It was a call she had been dreading to make. 
Steve’s car pulled up in the drive as Hazel finished talking to Lily.
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



‘This is an unexpected pleasure.’ Hazel said thrilled to see her boyfriend, Steve.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him.
Steve worked in Carmarthen at Dyfed Powys Police Station. He worked in CID.
‘I finished early today and fed up with that lot at the station.’ Steve said.
‘Are you OK?’ 
‘Not really, not after Tom was gloating on about you last night and lifting you into the cop car because you were sloshed.’ Steve said as they walked into the office. ‘He also went on to say you couldn’t keep your hands off him and a few other details I don’t want to repeat.’
‘What, that’s a lie and you know it is Steve!’ 
‘Is it Hazel? you were drunk, and Lily seems to think Tom’s got the hots for you’ Tom blew with rage.
‘But that’s just a load of bull and why would Lily make something like that up?’ Hazel did not like the accusations coming her way and her cheeks were red.
‘She sent me a text and a bloody photo of you in the front seat, look!’ Steve was holding his mobile in front of Hazel’s face. 
It was a photo of Hazel and Tom smiling into the camera. Tom had his arm across Hazel’s shoulder. 
‘You do know that none of it is true and it’s just Tom and Lily stirring.’
Hazel wrapped her arms around Steve.
‘I love you more.’ she said to him. ‘You’re being silly.’
‘I love you more.’ 
Steve couldn’t understand why his beautiful and kind girlfriend was friends with Lily. He knew he shouldn’t have reacted the way he did. He knew that Lily was an evil cow and he fell right into her little scheme. This had Lily written all over it. 
Steve pulled Hazel onto his lap.
‘This is Lily’s doing, isn’t it? he said. ‘She does know that we are going to get married I suppose?’ Steve asked.
‘No, she doesn’t actually but she did hint that I am with child.’ Hazel grinned with her hands touching her small stomach.  ‘And no, I’m not pregnant Steve and I wasn’t sloshed last night!’ 
















Chapter 4
Daisy May

And, after all, what is a lie? ‘Tis but
The truth in masquerade.
Don Juan (1819-24) canto, 11 st 37

To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018, 19:48
Subject: Hello Darling!

Housey Housey I won £3 and a tin of Quality Streets!
Going to the pub with Mario. Thanks for your text message, Lily.
You know I am here if you ever need me. 
Please look after you and sending love to your new friend who seems to be making a good impression on you.
Mum xx



To: Joy Andrews
From: Lily Friend
Date: Thursday, July 12, 2018. 19:48
Subject: Hi


Hi Mum

Busy again! Thanks for all the text messages but there’s no need and please enough already
with the e-mails!



The New Inn beer garden was busy with tourists. They all arrived roughly about the same time and wanted to eat lunch before they headed off to the coast. 
Several locals were sat at the bar and all the tables were full in the lounge area with diners on their lunch break. A member of staff had called in sick, which usually happens when there is good weather to enjoy.
 Dave was busy with food orders in the kitchen. His young assistant, Joe was loading the dishwasher and Becky was busy behind the bar serving drinks. Daisy rushed about carrying trays of food to the customers in the garden. 
She stood behind the bar and downed a bottle of water. She felt annoyed that Lily had shouted at her just before she left to go on her date with the professor. She knew it would be busy too. They needed an extra pair of hands. They needed Lily.
‘Where’s Lil?’ Arthur asked. 
‘Don’t let her catch you calling her Lil.’ Becky said. ‘Or you’ll have a black eye to match the other one.’
‘She’s having a day off, bloody perfect timing.’ Lily said as she served Arthur a fresh pint.
Arthur is another regular. He liked to have a pint during his lunch break. He works at the newsagents and listens to the gossip floating around town.
‘She probably knew you were going to be busy.’ Arthur replied. ‘Did you know young Angharad is pregnant?
‘She isn’t pregnant Arthur, it’s just a rumour that’s got out of hand and you should know better not to spread gossip.’ Becky said.
Arthur had a black eye. It was a gift from a Meltwater prop forward, Mike who punched Arthur for spreading rumours about his wife that wasn’t true. She was seen with a man in Carmarthen. Mr & Mrs Williams from the chemist, were having lunch at The Riverside restaurant and saw Wil’s wife go into the restaurant and head towards a good-looking man at the table in the corner. The man stood up and threw his arms around her and kissed her right there in front of the whole restaurant. When Arthur heard this bit of gossip, he was quick to tell his shop customers. What he didn’t know, and what Mr & Mrs W didn’t know, was the man Wil’s wife was meeting happened to be her brother! His wife was from England and moved to Meltwater twenty years ago and was classed as an outsider. 
Sister Marguerite was waiting at the bar with a tray of eggs and an envelope which she passed to Daisy. She was telling Daisy the sad news about Mary Jones’s dog who had suffered a heart attack and died. Immediately Becky came towards them. Everyone loved the Pug and was sad that he was gone.
‘He was only in here this morning.’ said Daisy, shocked.

Lily entered the bar and went through the hatch. Daisy was happy to see her and immediately felt guilty because the date must have been a flop if she was back so early. 
She hoped that Lily never discovered the truth behind why Daisy was really staying at the pub. 

It was all a lie. 

Daisy had always known that she had been adopted. Her real parents were killed in a car crash when she was a baby. Her adoptive parents were kind, loving and adored her. She remembered a very happy childhood full of love and laughter. She was their only child and was surprised when she discovered that she had a sister.
Recently, a friend had presented her with a full subscription to trace her ancestors and create her very own family tree.  She was searching through her birth parents’ census. 
In 1971, Heather Jones, daughter, aged 1 year. 90 Smythe Rd, Ashton, Bristol. 
She asked her mother if she knew that she had a sister. Her mother was just as shocked as she was with the news.
When Daisy was writing on her novels, she enjoyed the research that was involved.
She became obsessed with the idea of having a sister and it did not take her long before she found information about her sister. She knew all there was to know about Heather Jones.
Heather Jones, it turned out, was Sister Marguerite. 

Sister Marguerite entered St Mary’s convent in Bath at the age of seventeen. The simplicity of life in the convent appealed to her and she stayed there for two years before she had a calling to go to Meltwater Abbey.
She is the youngest Cistercian Nun in the monastic community of twelve other nuns in Meltwater Abbey. She also had been the longest serving Sister at the Abbey, living in the religious grounds for twenty-five years. The sisters follow the Benedictine Rule of prayer and manual work. They earn their living selling produce from their market gardens in the Abbey’s extensive grounds. They also have a charity shop managed by Sister Marguerite with help from Sister Bonita and volunteers. 

Lily knocked on Daisy’s bedroom door. She poked her head around as Daisy was placing a newspaper cutting on her and desk. Daisy looked at Lily with pity. 
Lily had been crying. 
She was also wiping her face with what looked like a pair of red knickers.
‘How was it, the date I mean?’ she asked
‘Great until I heard the news.’ replied Lily.


It was the day of the parade. Hazel had made sure that an injunction was out on Lewis Rees and the three friends were preparing for the busy day. Daisy had been to the charity shop to drop off a bag of Lily’s old clothes. She came back with a suitcase and went up to her room.
They had planned it well. Her sister’s things were ready to take with her. Sister Marguerite will be leaving Meltwater and going home to live with Daisy. It’s a matter of tying up loose ends before they would both say goodbye to their friends and the beautiful town of Meltwater. 

The High Street was peaceful and quiet. It was the calm before the storm.


























Chapter 5
Sister Marguerite

Ave Maria! ‘tis the hour of prayer!
Ave Maria ‘tis the hour of love!
  Don Juan (1819-24) canto  4, st. 3;




I have a sister, a real blood related sister. I remembered her on the day when she was born. After my parents were killed by a drunk driver, I was told that my baby sister had gone to heaven with them. The shock of losing both parents and my sister was an awful memory.
I was Heather. I was the survivor. 
I lived in a children’s home for several years. I was surprised when someone came to adopt me. You would’ve been too. Who else would want a scruffy, twelve-year-old girl; and a black one at that? 
I will never forget the day when the Seymour’s came to collect me. It was a happy event that was short lived.

The historic Manor House where the family once existed through generations of Seymour’s, had been transformed into a hotel. The upkeep of the house was proving too costly. It was set amongst breathtakingly views of the Mendip Hills in the Chew Valley near Bristol and surrounded by countryside, river walks and lakes. I enjoyed exploring the countryside and fresh air when I had the time. 
I soon realised I was there to work in the hotel and not be part of a loving family, not that the Seymour’s were a loving family.
There was another boy John who they rescued from the home. We became firm friends. John lived with the Seymour’s in the annexe, and I stayed in a cottage on the Estate with Mrs Watts. 
We worked hard. I scrubbed pans in a sink as big as a bath. I remember I had to stand on an orange crate to reach the sink. I worked in the gardens and the orchard. My hands were always sore. I helped feed and clean up the pigs and the chickens. It was tough times for a twelve-year-old girl especially on party weekends. 
Every first weekend of the month, the hotel held wild weekend parties for friends of the Seymour’s and to anybody who could afford the weekend tariff. Mrs Watts was horrified to see the likes of the local policeman, MP and Doctor Smith who were among the regular guests at the weekend parties. She described the parties as being orgies. I didn’t understand at the time. It wasn’t until much later that I realised the men and women who wore more make-up than clothes, were prostitutes. 


The Seymour’s had two sons who went to boarding school. When they came home during the holidays, it was a nightmare. Sebastian the older brother would torment me. He was repulsive and always calling me names that had reference to the colour of my skin. He was wicked.
I had been at the Manor House for over a year. During bonfire night, Sebastian called me from the kitchen and took me over to the annexe. In the hallway, he made me perform oral sex on him. I ran out of the house not before I noticed John and Sebastian’s father, Samson holding hands as they went up the stairs. 
John’s face was a picture of terror. I didn’t understand why Samson was holding his hand.
Mrs Watts tried hard to protect me. She knew Sebastian and his evil ways.
On Christmas Day, Simon his younger brother had given me a silver bracelet with my name engraved on it, and that was when the romance started. We would write to each other and meet secretly. Nobody knew. It was my third Summer at the house, and I was having a good time at the garden party which the Seymour’s held every year for the staff and important people within the community. I had arranged to meet Simon by the woods near the river just before it got dark. Mr Seymour was passing around drinks. He called Sebastian away when he saw him approaching in my direction. I was grateful to him and thanked Mr Seymour when he offered me a drink. 
‘Call me Samson, Heather.’ I remember him saying that to me. 
I felt a little lightheaded after my first taste of champagne. We were all having a fun time. I realised that Simon was ignoring me. He would turn his head away every time I looked at him. 
The last time I looked for Simon, he had left his father’s side and rushed out of the garden. John took another glass of champagne and walked over to me. We talked a while and both of us were called back to watch the fireworks with the Seymour’s. They were all there except for Simon. My Simon.
                                                         
               
The pigs looked as if they were dancing in the fields. The trees were smiling at me as I swayed towards the woods. I was giggling and dancing. I must have fallen because I was laying on the rough grounds on the edge of the woods near the river. At least I was far away from the house and near the bridge. I opened my eyes. I could not focus properly, all around me was spinning. In my state of oblivion, I had a sixth sense that someone was with me. I was naked. His body towered over me. He grabbed my arms to pick me up, but I fell back onto the hard ground. This was real and it was happening to me. He held me up with more force. His mouth was moving but I could not hear any sounds. My head drooped. I felt numb. He smacked his hand hard across my face several times. I was laying down trying to move away. His hands were clawing at my breasts. I tried to pull them away, but my arms were dead. He pinched and twisted my nipples. Pain ripped through me as he kept beating me with his hands. I managed to move only for him to lift his knee and kick me brutally between my legs. I had blacked out for a few seconds. I was awake when he lifted me up in his arms and began to walk. 
The pain in my back was fierce. I could feel water. He had rolled me over and into the shallow stream.

Moments later, a couple who were out walking their dog, found my naked body in the shallow waters of the river. 
I had several stab wounds to my back and was taken to the hospital.
Someone had stabbed me and attempted to drown me. I was in intensive care and spent a year of my life in hospital. The Police carried on with their investigation. The day after I woke from my coma, John Brown, committed suicide. He was only 17 years old. He hung himself in his room in the annexe. He had left a note to say that he had tried to kill me because he loved me and did not want anyone else to love me. 
The nuns who helped me during my convalescence, also encouraged me with my schooling and I decided that I wanted to spend the rest of my life reading and serving the Lord. 


It was years after the awful event that I realised John did not have anything to do with my attempted murder. It was him. He killed John too. He killed his spirit a long time before he murdered him. He had to murder him what other choice did he have? If only he knew that I didn’t remember anything about that evening until today. I have a sister who is alive.

He did it. He didn’t want his son involved with an orphan. A black orphan. A girl with black skin.




























Chapter 6

Samson

Sweet is revenge – especially to women.
  Don Juan (1819-24)  canto, 1 st. 124


To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Friday, July 13, 2018  06:05
Subject: Hello Darling!

Are you OK Lily? You sounded awful when I called.
That poor dog. It happens to us all in the end. 
Would love to talk just to make sure all is well. 
Hope you got the parcel – it’s for Tom!
Love you Mum xxx




Sir Samson Seymour was enjoying his retirement alone in the peaceful village of Pentweld. He was happy in his spacious cottage with panoramic views of the coast and the beach of Pentweld Sands. It was peaceful. Sometimes a bit too quiet now that his wife had gone. He had lost a son too, many years ago. His youngest son lived abroad and would occasionally telephone to see how his father was. Samson was not interested in him anyway. He enjoyed being old, it suited his hands. He was diagnosed with Syndactylism resulting in webbed fingers at birth. His right hand was better than his left. He liked the power his hands gave him. He wore gloves for a while when he was a teenager, because most people were intimidated by his hands. He ditched the gloves just before he got his title. 

He was looking forward to the opening of the new pier and attending ‘High Tea’ with the future King’s wife. He was thinking how much he had deserved his place to be there with all the money he had donated for the new pier. He still had Thursday to enjoy. It was his special day of the week. 

The chauffeur picked him up and dropped him off an hour later outside The Royal Hotel. 
Samson enjoyed his weekly entertainment at the hotel situated on the high street in Swansea. Most of the sex workers knew him and was glad of his payment.
They earned extra with Samson.
Every now and again, he would spice things up and ask for a man and woman. 
He liked them young.
He was a good client and paid for their service well.
Samson was losing his patience. The couple were late. He was beginning to get angry as he looked at his watch, realising they were twenty minutes late.
The waiter came with another scotch and told him to make his way up to his suite. His guest’s will be expecting him.
A naked couple was lying on the king size bed waiting for him.

He chuckled out loud in the back seat of his black Mercedes Benz as they sped along the M4.
The aroma of scent and lust filled the car. The chauffeur switched the air conditioning on full. 

‘Do you want anything sir?’ the chauffeur asked.

‘No thank you Ben, I was just thinking that I still have it in me!’ he chortled ‘We could stop at Meltwater for a meal. One might bump into Tom Jones.’

‘It’s up to you, you’re the boss.’ Ben said as he smiled at him through the mirror.
‘I am that I know, and yes I’m a bit peckish.’ Samson was hungry. He was always hungry after sex.

Ben hated his client. He needed his money and Samson had plenty of it. Samson knew that Ben charged him over the average rate for his services. He didn’t care. Ben kept mouth shut, he always did even when Samson took advantage of his young sister.
‘How’s the family Ben? 
‘Fine thanks.’ Ben replied. He was never rude to Samson and very polite even though he wanted to kill the selfish pig.
‘And your sister, Michelle? 
‘Still in Australia.’



On the morning of the opening of the new pier, the villagers of Pentweld were busy putting up bunting in preparation for when the Duchess of Cornwall drives through the village.
The locals were very proud. 
Samson ignored the bustle and refused to help on the grounds that he was not going to be there until his appointment at the pier. 
‘I will be far too busy escorting Sir Tom ladies!’ he shouted. ‘I’m off to Meltwater!’
He waved to the group of ladies who had stopped working on their display, as he struggled to get into the car. Samson didn’t notice the young hairdresser giving him the middle finger, but Ben saw her and tooted the horn grinning.
‘Morning Chloe!’ Ben called to the hairdresser as he sped away with his client in the back seat. 
Samson was dying to bump into Sir Tom. His friend, Dai Sky told him to be in the hotel in the morning because Sir Tom was due to be there.
He adjusted his tie to make it lose and undid the top button. He took his hankie out to wipe his forehead.
Ben parked outside the alley. It was easy for Samson to walk along and make a short cut through the alley way and into the back entrance of the hotel. He was on friendly terms with the owner. None of the locals used the hotel, it was too expensive, gaudy, and quiet for their taste.
Ben the chauffeur agreed to wait for him in the Car Park. He had everything he needed. 
Ben smiled at the nuns who were busy loading shopping into their car. 
It was going to be a glorious day. 
Samson was in The Lion Hotel nursing a glass of whisky.
The hotel bar was empty. He flicked through The Times newspaper and was soon bored. There were no women for him to eye up and Sir Tom had left.
He needed to go to the bathroom.
Samson was unaware of Sir Tom Jones who had politely opened the door for him.
‘How rude.’ Sir Tom muttered as he walked out onto the main road at the front entrance of the hotel where Dai Sky was waiting for him in his car.
Samson ordered another drink. He still had plenty of time before he was due at the opening of the pier. He couldn’t be bothered to stay in Meltwater, and he knew he would see Sir Tom later in the afternoon at Pentweld Sands.
He downed the whisky and settled the bill.

Samson stood outside the back of the hotel and looked for his car in the town’s car park.
He could hear someone calling him from the alley.
It was a whisper. He was sure they were calling his name.
He could see a figure standing in the darkness of the alleyway.
He walked towards the alley.

In the rotten stench of the alleyway, footsteps could be heard.
Samson lay face down with a knife sticking out of his back.
He took one last look at his disfigured hand.
His breathing grew shallow.

He could no longer hear the band play.

All was silent. 
He was dead. 

A loud explosion shook the town.
Smoke was billowing out of the new medical centre.
















Chapter 7

The Parade


Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a pleasure.
  Don Juan (1819-24) canto 1, st. 133




To: Lily Friend
From: Joy Andrews
Date: Friday, July 13, 2018. 11:07
Subject: Hello Darling!

Have a lovely day and don’t forget to get a signed autograph from Tom!
Did you get the parcel? As you can gather, the knickers are new.
I want you to throw them at Tom Jones – he’s used to fans doing this
So don’t be afraid.
I wish I could visit but not to worry, I will not ruin your day. Anyway, going to Bath Races.
Bye kisses and hugs x

To: Joy Andrews
From: Lily Friend 11:30
Date: Friday, July 13, 2018. 11:07
Subject: Hello Darling!


Good Luck. Don’t think I will be going anywhere near Tom Jones and the red knickers!
Enjoy. x

Daniel Gethin and Lewis Rees met when they were both serving time in prison. 
They kept their friendship hidden from the prison officers and other inmates while they hatched their plan. 
There was no need to escape.
Daniel was coming to the end of his sentence and Lewis was told by the prison authorities that he would be released in the Summer. 
Lewis was a model prisoner who respected prison rules. He interacted well with other prisoners and worked hard. 
This was all a ploy.
He detested the screws and thought the other prisoners were scum. He did not trust any of them. He just wanted his freedom back. 
He wanted his revenge.
It was all her fault.
Daniel contacted Lewis when he was released.
It was only the one time.
He sent a postcard of Carmarthen.
He wrote good luck on the card and nothing else.
He spent his time in his flat above a shop in Carmarthen making bombs.
The New Inn and Medical Centre in Meltwater was the target.
His known associates were opposed to such a foolish idea. They mocked him. 
Daniel lacked intelligence and none of his criminal friends could trust him. 
Daniel didn’t like being made a fool of. He would soon show them. 
He would be admired by the criminal world. 
It was his dream.
He wanted notoriety more than anything.
Daniel got a kick when his crimes made headlines in the local newspaper and media. He craved for more. 
Lewis craved for attention too.
He wanted them to listen. 
Together they were dangerous.
Luck was on their side when Daniel looked nearer to home. He hated Meltwater and like his old fellow inmate; he wanted revenge!
The town had spent millions on a new medical centre. It was due to open in the Summer.
Daniel could not believe his luck! The very same landlady who had barred him from The New Inn, was the wife of the victim who Lewis had killed. 
They had a solid plan and could get away with it if they stuck to it.
The pub would be an easy target for him. He just had to make sure that the Medical Centre was hit first.
His prison inmate taught him all he knew and by now Daniel could make a bomb without
any problems. 

Four police cars were already in the car park. They had arrested a suspect who was involved in a fatal stabbing that had taken place in an alley by the Lion Hotel. 
A witness had seen the suspect running from the alley, he had blood on his hands. They called the police who responded quickly. The police were parked on the edge of town waiting for the parade to finish before they were scheduled to police the event in Pentweld Sands.
They had the suspect handcuffed in the back of one of the police vehicles. Lewis Rees will be spending the rest of his life behind bars.
Rhys wanted to witness the bombing of the pub.
He didn’t stick to the plan.
Police were everywhere.
He ran down an alleyway. It was dark and stunk of urine and bad odours. H
He stopped when he saw someone lying on the ground blocking his way out. He knelt o the dirty ground and touched the body. He saw the knife and ran.

The Police automatically called for back-up when they heard the loud explosion and drove to the scene leaving three officers with the suspect and the two Nuns and a chauffeur who were witnesses.
The body remained in the alley that had been cordoned off by the policer officer who stood guarding the body.



Hazel, Daisy and Lily were outside the pub waiting. Rows of people lined the street waiting for the parade. They could hear the band as the classic cars waiting to join the high street. 

A loud blast went off in the direction of the Medical Centre. Smoked bellowed from the building. People were screaming. The pub alarms were shrieking. Lily ran into the pub with Daisy to make sure everyone inside were safe. They helped to calm the situation. Lily made sure nobody left the premises and nobody entered. 
Several police cars turned into Lampeter Street. 
Hazel arrived outside the Medical Centre. She could not believe the scene in front of her. 
The young people from the marching band were stood in shock as their dented instruments lay scattered about the road. Their uniforms splattered in blood and dirt. 
Medical staff were attending to a person who was stretched out in the middle of the road, her body covered in glass.
 Shattered glass fell everywhere. A person soaked by the water sprinklers and blood, ran out of the building yelling. Alarms were going off everywhere, you could barely hear the Policewoman shouting on a megaphone. It was deafening. People stood in shock. Others rallied round to help the injured. Other people were in hysterics. 

Helicopters hovered overhead as emergency vehicles filled the site where the bomb had made so much damage. 
The media were all over the town.

The bomb squad were at the New Inn detonating a device found in the Gents toilets. 

Covert police had arrested Daniel Gethin after he was seen running away from the scene. They had received a bomb threat that would take place in Meltwater and Pentweld Sands. The Covert Police had a good idea who to look out for.

Daniel Gethin was laughing when they brought him into Carmarthen police station for questioning. 
Lewis Rees was sat in the police cells in Swansea. 
He was being charged with the murder of Sir Samson Seymour and the bombing in Meltwater.
 Lewis Rees was intelligent, and it was his skills that would have planned the bombing. 
They couldn’t understand why he stayed on the scene.
It did not take the police long before they realised that the two crimes were linked. 
It was possible that the victim, Sir Samson Seymour had interrupted their plans. 
The police knew they were going to target the pier or the Duchess of Cornwall.
The unidentified caller and told them about the several bomb threats.

Lewis Rhys and Daniel Gethin will be spending the rest of their life behind bars.

The bombing of the Medical Centre was an evil act planned by a pair of monsters.
There was surprisingly only one fatality. Dai Sky had been hit by the blast and died instantly. Because of the good weather, most of the people who were invited to watch the official signing of the opening of the medical centre, made their way to the park where lunch was being served in a marquee. The Mayor, Tom Jones and Dai Sky remained with just a few others on the town council.
Sir Tom had suffered from smoke inhalation and had a few minor cuts and bruises. He was allowed to leave hospital on the same day. The mayor broke her arm falling out of the door landing awkwardly on the pavement but nothing serious. A few other people that remained inside the building had been slightly injured by the blast.
 It will take a long time for the people of Meltwater to recover from the drama and suffering of that day. They knew it could have been a lot worse.
The town was strong and the people that lived there were stronger. 

Lily was checking her messages on her mobile.

        Mum: Are you OK? X
        Mum: call me!
        Lily: All OK.
        Mum: Thank God! Not one of your crazy ideas then?
        Mum: Ignore that.
        Lily: Thanks a lot – like mother like daughter!


















Epilogue
11 Jan 2019

I am sat on the plane looking at him.
I feel young again.

He is the only man I ever really loved.
We are about to touch down at Marseille. 
He won’t let go of my hand.
I am loving the attention he gives me.
Soon we will be home.
Our home. I’ve waited a long time.
I wasn’t going to let anyone get in the way of my plan.

The New Inn has been sold. I handed the keys over this morning.
Gratifying the locals was the toughest part. I despised those people
And now they are out of my life.
A memorial was held for Dai Sky.
They said that it’s going to be sad losing me as well as Dai.
I said I’m here, look alive and kicking!  Stupid people.
I can’t help thinking how hypercritical they were. 
Nobody liked Dai for a start, and all those false tears and condolences!
And what did they give me as a send-off?
A cut crystal brandy glass. 
Whoever thought of that idea needs bloody shooting.
I smashed the glass anyway - it’s in the bin with the card!

It was a bit sad saying goodbye to Haze.
I’m going to miss her wedding. 
There’s me thinking she was pregnant and all the time it was nothing but a boring marriage proposal.
I played her well and she was easy to control, but love won in the end.
She could do much better than Steve.
I have a new life. A fresh beginning with my lover in France.
Life is short, you got to enjoy it, make it interesting no matter what.
And anyway, that part of my life is over, finished with, in the bin with the brandy glass.
Daisy May has gone.
I don’t mean she’s dead. God no!
She left town as soon as the media came sniffing around poking their bloody noses in where it doesn’t belong.
It was a few days after the bombing. 
I didn’t see that coming. The bombing I mean. 
I was just as shocked as everyone else.
My plan would’ve gone up in smoke if the bomb had gone off in the pub.
I probably wouldn’t be sat here now. 
I would be dead.
Daisy left soon after.
She took Sister Marguerite with her. 
The suitcase belonged to her sister. You know, the one she took up to her room after she had gone to the charity shop?
I said, ‘goodbye Heather’ and looked at them both and told them their secret was safe with me.
They knew I found out that they were blood sisters.
You should have seen their faces. 
I just winked and smiled as they scurried off.

I am good at keeping a secret.
A month before my husband Andrew was killed, I was having an affair with a younger man.
He was besotted by me.
Lewis Rees would even kill for me.

                                             

__________________________________________
________________________
______________
.
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I had planned to write an autobiographical piece inspired by Jeanette Winterson’s Oranges are Not the Only Fruit. In the introduction of her novel, she says what’s the point of being a fiction writer if you can’t make things up? 
The idea of writing an autobiographic like Oranges inspired me to write a story about my childhood growing up in Reading in the 1970’s. 
My main objective was to write about discrimination and prejudice during this period of my life. We focused a lot on places in MA modules. I wanted to show my writing skills I had gained during the module by describing places to reflect my childhood. I was writing history as a child experienced life in the 1970’s, reflecting back as an adult, but I had to stop writing. 
Memories that I had locked away re-emerged, and the emotion was too much for me to continue the project.

Jeanette Winterson also quotes that part fact part fiction is what life is.
This led me to the idea of rewriting the chapters by changing the period to the present day and the setting to Wales where I live.
The theme of discrimination and prejudice is in the story but not the main objective. I hope that my writing can convince the audience. 
The main plot is concerned with the revenge of a girl who was abused in her childhood and the people who knew and did not do anything about it. 
I enjoy writing plots with twists and planning ways to surprise my audience.
I created The Hands of Time short story from my original piece of short fiction This is Me.

The Hands of Time has a powerful prologue. A character is murdered, and a bomb has exploded in a small town in West Wales. A strong beginning to a story, encourages the audience to read on. I had intentionally changed the beginning of the story to create a strong opening. I rearranged the chapters after I have finished with the first drafts. 
Rearranging the chapters helped the story to flow. 
Chapter one introduces characters, place and setting on the day before the bombing. The next five chapters retell the events the day before.
I wanted to explore the use of different voices for my characters. This has been a problem in the past when at times the voices of my characters have tended to sound the same. I also wanted to experiment with narrative perspective, for its own sake and because it is a way of controlling the revelation element inherent in the genre in which I found myself working.
Chapter five and the epilogue are narrated in the first person.
To structure my story, I always remember the mnemonic F.O.C.U.S:

First opening paragraph, the first suggestion of what your story is about.
Opposition. Gives conflict and all writing needs tension to make the prose interesting.
Catalyst, stories need change.
Unexpected. Where the reader does not realise what is about to happen.
Synthesis. Bringing all the elements together for the conclusion.

A good story should have a strong opening, a strong ending and a turning point which alters its course, leading to the conclusion. 
Together with Show, don’t tell, I have used these methods since I first studied Creative Writing in undergraduate and postgraduate modules.
In my Dissertation, I achieved this in a similar way to Winterson’s Oranges are Not the Only Fruit. She describes her mother by actions as a character function. My father liked to watch wrestling, my mother liked to wrestle; it didn’t matter what.
This is the opening chapter of the story and continues with her mother’s list of friends and enemies with a wrestling theme. In just a few short sentences, she describes her parents accurately, to the reader by her mother’s actions. I like to use actions for my characters in the story. For example, the relationship between the mother and daughter using technology, gives a quick glimpse to their personality and more information about their characters through e-mails and text messages. Another character, Samson is arrogant and misses the chance of seeing his idol who has opened the toilet doors to allow Samson through. A polite gesture that Samson would never be seen doing and he would not expect his idol to do.

Writing place allowed me to write about Wales the place that I love. 
I like short stories and enjoyed reading The Wheel and Other Stories by James Morgan-Jones who writes about places in Wales as well as the East End of London. I was inspired to write in his seminar where he was guest speaker in our MA writing workshop.
Like most of my short story writing, I plan my ideas and begin to write and go through a process where I allow my thoughts to take over and give in to my creative thoughts - I just write and let the inspiration come to me.  I love this feeling and the process you experience when your writer’s mind takes over. The thrill of waking up in the mornings, excited at the thought of writing the next chapter and where it will lead me. 
I like to play on words. Meltwater is a fictional town but characteristic of the small West Wales town where I live. I created the name of Meltwater by rearranging the letters, UWTSD LAMPETER, and the name of the fictional neighbouring village of Tweld and Pentweld Sands. Names of female characters are connected to flowers, and I named Samson because my original title was going to be Why Delilah?

Editing and researching brings changes creating a better story. For instance, the characters of the nun and the crime writer are sisters. However, the reader does not know this, and it is a major plot in the story. I was working out methods of how I could make subtle hints to the reader that my two characters were sisters. I had described the crime writer [one of the sisters] of having piercing blue eyes. 
I came across an article about black people, blue eyes. 
The article sparked more interest in me, and I knew by creating my characters as being black women, it would introduce surprise towards the ending of the story. create my character as 
Changing my character from a white woman to a black woman, introduced surprise because the reader has not been told. If the reader has already guessed, I would not imagine they would know that they realise she is the sister to the popular author. It gives more reason to Samson who does not want his son involved with a poor, black orphan and will reflect on how the reader will see the character of Samson in chapter six. 

This is characteristic of me when creating a piece of prose especially when I am doing research for my story. I like to look back on previous work I have completed in my module. 
This method is how I begin to plan what story I should write. I read chapters of the books I have read in the module and look through notes and gain more ideas. New ideas follow – it works. 
I also rely on my notebook where I have a few pieces of odd bits of quotes, conversations and tales told by friends or what I have overheard that has been of interest to me as a writer who is always looking out for ideas. I scribble them down to save for another day. This has been a useful tool I had picked up during this module and when I was studying for my BA in Creative Writing. I enjoyed writing monologues, plays and short stories. Poetry wasn’t an option for me, but my writing benefitted from reading poetry and learning the compositions of poetry when I studied poetry in my BA and MA modules. Other modules I studied which captured my imagination covered such themes/topics as: types of narrative; character and plot development and use of dialogue within the storyline. 
I enjoyed learning about narrative and as a writer I would like to practice more with writing 
first person narrative. Writing in the first person gives the writer scope to become anyone. 
Life of Pi by Yann Martel is a typical example of first-person narrative and one of my favourite books. 

The internet is always a useful source for ideas. When I was unable to get books or journals from the library, I would download books and research material online.
I was able to find a lot of information about our local Abbey and about life in the day of a nun. Observing the nuns that live in my local area, I realised that they shopped locally, but I wanted to find out more and I was invited to go to the Abbey to interview the sisters. Unfortunately, Covid stopped this from happening, but the Abbey had a good website where I was able to gather enough information and a few details for my story. It would have probably led to something inspiring if only I had been allowed to visit the Abbey. 

I have been running pubs since I was eighteen. The pub features a lot in the story. I was aware that I did not want to mention anything about Covid for my story and dated the events prior to the pandemic. 
My career as a pub landlady has given me an accumulation of knowledge gained by watching and listening to the huge variety of characters that I have met over the years. 
It is important as a writer to get out and observe. I have mentioned before, observing, and overhearing people’s conversations can inspire a writer. Everyday activities can lead to a plot, title, or the main topic for a piece of prose. 
I was in a café in Carmarthen and asked a man if he would watch my bags - there were several, all loaded with university books, papers and one containing my new iPad. I wanted to use the bathroom which was up a long flight of stairs a long way off from where I was sitting in the vast café. I was surprised when the man suggested to bring my bags closer to him where he could keep an eye on them. It was not until his guide dog came out from under the table, when I realised the man was blind.

I wrote about a blind man in my MA assignment. The unexpected and bizarre things that we experience, observe, or hear, make for a good writer’s tool but during Covid, this became impossible, so I was glad of my notes, books and the internet. The charity shop in the town where I live is not run by nuns but a cat rescue organisation and one of the volunteers told me about her experience with a nasty customer which I put into my Dissertation. 
I still can’t believe I asked a blind man to keep an eye on my bags. 
I have overcome many challenges during my five years studying Creative Writing at university, and almost at the end of my academic journey. It has given me the ability and confidence to publish my own fictional novel. 
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