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Chapter 1  - The Green Dragon Pub
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The Green Dragon Pub was alive with its usual mix of chatter, clinking mugs, and the occasional outburst of laughter.  The heavy oak beams overhead seemed to creak with amusement as the townsfolk of Dolgwyn packed the mismatched chairs and wobbly tables, all jostling for prime gossiping territory.

Near the fireplace, Iolo Jones had already assumed the role of storyteller extraordinaire.  With a pint in one hand and his free hand dramatically gesturing in the firelight, he launched into what was undoubtedly his fourth retelling of the evening.

“I swear on my Nan’s best jam recipe; the light was hovering like it had a mind.  And the whispers, oh, you’ve never heard anything so eerie!”  He leaned in closer, his voice dropping theatrically.  “Sounded like someone saying, ‘Get out before it’s too late!’”

There was a collective gasp from a group of drinkers seated nearby, though one of them quickly ruined the effect by knocking over her ale while attempting to mimic Iolo’s ghostly gestures.

“Mary Ann, you great lump, you owe me a new pint!” barked the aggrieved neighbour, to which Mary Ann offered an apologetic shrug before wiping at the spreading puddle with her sleeve.

Ffion Pritchard let out an exaggerated sigh from her perch on a corner stool and turned another page in her book.  “Honestly, Iolo, if spectral lights were so chatty, don’t you think they’d have found a more compelling conversation partner than you?”

The room erupted in laughter, though Iolo grinned as if she’d just awarded him a medal.  “Ah, Ffion, you’re just jealous because you weren’t there to see it.  Besides,” he added, with a mock solemnity that fooled no one, “the spirits know I’m a man of culture.”

“Culture?” Ffion shot back, eyebrow raised.  “You’re a man of exaggerated bar tabs and questionable sheep-counting skills.”

The barmaid, a wiry woman named Gwenda who moved with the precision of someone who’d ducked a thousand thrown darts, chimed in from behind the counter.  “And if those spirits knew you still owe me for last month’s pints, they’d be haunting me, not you!”

As the room dissolved into more laughter and a spirited debate over the finer points of ghost etiquette, Dafydd Jones sat quietly by the fireplace, a pint of dark ale in his hand and Dyzzy snoozing at his feet.  He allowed himself a small smile as he watched Iolo bask in the attention, but his mind wasn’t entirely in the moment.

The talk of strange lights and eerie whispers was harmless enough in the Green Dragon’s cosy confines.  But just a mile from here, Cadfan’s Cave sat cloaked in shadow, where reports of mysterious phenomena had taken on a more troubling edge.  And then there was the matter of the missing historian—a detail that, oddly, none of the pub-goers had mentioned tonight.

Dafydd’s gaze flicked to Iolo, now enthusiastically re-enacting his encounter with a “spectral apparition” that bore an uncanny resemblance to an oversized turnip.  Dafydd suppressed a chuckle.  He had no doubt Iolo was exaggerating, but beneath the humour, something gnawed at him.

Sure, the Green Dragon thrived on gossip, but tonight’s tales carried an undercurrent—an unease that Dafydd couldn’t quite shake.

“Another pint, Dafydd?” Gwenda’s voice cut through his thoughts, and he nodded absently.  The night was still young, and the stories were far from over.
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Chapter 2  - A Chill Outside the Green Dragon
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The cobblestones of Dolgwyn glistened under the faint glow of moonlight, their damp sheen a testament to the misty drizzle that had passed earlier in the evening.  The Green Dragon Pub spilt warmth and light onto the street, starkly contrasting the chilly night air.  The laughter and clamour reached a crescendo as Iolo regaled his audience with yet another embellishment of his ghostly tale, this time involving “the spirit of a long-dead bard” who’d serenaded him in Welsh.

The door to the pub slammed open with a force that rattled its frame.  The crowd froze mid-laugh, heads swivelling toward the entrance like meerkats sensing danger.  Framed in the doorway was Mrs Elinor Morgan, the historian’s wife—a petite woman whose stature was inversely proportional to the size of her presence.  Her shawl hung askew, one corner threatening to drag on the ground, and her wild auburn curls radiated frazzled energy that mirrored the frantic expression on her pale face.

“You lot!” she barked, her voice cutting through the revelry like a knife through butter.  “Sitting here guzzling ale and swapping ghost stories while my husband—my Gareth—is out there, possibly in mortal peril!” An uncomfortable silence fell over the room, broken only by the sputtering of the fireplace and the creak of a chair as someone shifted awkwardly.

“I’m sure he’ll turn up,” Iolo mumbled, clearly regretting the words as soon as they left his mouth.  “Men like him always do—when the pub closes.”

Elinor’s glare could have melted stone.

Ffion, ever the peacemaker, slipped off her stool and approached the agitated woman, her hands raised in a calming gesture.  “Elinor, take a moment.  Let’s get you a cup of tea, and we’ll sort this out.”

“I don’t need tea, Ffion,” Elinor snapped, though not unkindly.  “I need action!  I need someone to find Gareth!”  Her sharp eyes scanned the room, landing squarely on Dafydd, who had been quietly nursing his pint by the fire.

“You,” she said, jabbing a finger in his direction.  “You’ve got that dog of yours, and everyone says you have a knack for sniffing out trouble.  You’re a forest ranger, aren’t you?  Well, the forest needs ranging!”

Dafydd set down his glass with a sigh, aware of every eye in the room now pinned on him.  He felt a familiar pang of guilt—he had been sitting idly by, letting the rumours swirl without doing more than raising an eyebrow at their absurdity.  But Gareth Hughes wasn’t just a name in the town’s gossip mill but a respected historian and a good man.

Before Dafydd could respond, another patron tried to lighten the mood.  “We could form a search party,” he suggested, his nervous chuckle betraying his discomfort.  “Bring some ghost-busting tools while we’re at it, eh?”

Elinor’s glare silenced him instantly.

“All right, Mrs. Morgan,” Dafydd said, rising to his feet with a steady calm.  Dyzzy, sensing the shift in tone, perked up from his place by the fire.  “Let’s see what we can sniff out.”
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Chapter 3  - Shadows and Sheep
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The lane leading out of Dolgwyn was bathed in the soft glow of moonlight, the cobblestones giving way to dirt as Dafydd Jones walked briskly, his ever-faithful Dalmatian, Dyzzy, tugging at the leash ahead.  The occasional bleat of a sheep punctuated the silence, sounding almost conspiratorial as though the flock were gossiping about their late-night escapade.

“Well, girl,” Dafydd muttered, glancing down at Dyzzy, whose tail wagged with reckless enthusiasm.  “If this turns out to be one of Iolo’s tall tales, you’re getting an extra lap around the forest tomorrow.”

Dyzzy, apparently unfazed by the threat of additional exercise, barked at a moth fluttering lazily in the moonlight.  The sudden outburst startled Dafydd, nearly causing him to trip over an uneven patch of ground.  “Really, Dyzzy?  That’s your big contribution to the investigation?” he sighed, shaking his head.

The cave loomed ahead, framed by the gnarled branches of ancient trees.  Their twisted forms clawed at the sky, creating shadows dancing with malevolent intent.  Dafydd felt a shiver run down his spine, though he attributed it to the damp chill in the air rather than the scene before him.

As they neared the cave, Dafydd’s mind wandered to the stories he’d heard about the place over the years.  Tales of treasure buried by monks fleeing raiders whispered curses that doomed any who dared to disturb the relics, and the ever-popular ghostly apparitions said to haunt the dark recesses of the cavern.  “You’d think,” he muttered to himself, “people would’ve noticed by now that the only thing haunting this town is Iolo’s imagination.”

Dyzzy, however, seemed wholly committed to the idea of finding something extraordinary.  He strained at his leash, his nose pressed to the ground as though sniffing out some long-forgotten mystery.  “Easy, boy,” Dafydd said, giving a gentle tug.  “You’re keen enough to solve this, but I’d rather not make headlines for being dragged into a cave by my dog.”

The entrance to Cadfan’s Cave loomed larger as they approached, a jagged black maw in the rugged hillside.  It seemed almost alive in the moonlight, a silent invitation—or warning—to anyone foolish enough to venture inside.  Dafydd paused, gripping Dyzzy’s leash more tightly.

“Well, here we are,” he said aloud, his voice barely above a whisper.  “The great and mysterious Cadfan’s Cave.  Let’s hope it’s more ‘forgotten picnic site’ than ‘ghostly monk lair.’”

Dyzzy, oblivious to the weight of his hesitation, barked again and tugged eagerly forward, nearly yanking him off balance.

“Right, then,” Dafydd muttered, steeling himself as he took a tentative step toward the entrance.  “Let’s see if this ghost story has legs.  Or if I’m just chasing shadows.”

The cave seemed to hold its breath as they crossed the threshold, the air inside cool and still.  Dafydd tightened his grip on the leash, the echoes of their steps reverberating like the opening notes of an unseen orchestra.  Whatever lay ahead, it was clear this night was far from over.
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Chapter 4  - Whispers in the Ivy
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The mouth of Cadfan’s Cave yawned open like a toothless grin; its edges fringed with ivy that seemed determined to play the part of skeletal fingers clawing at the rocky surface.  Dafydd stood at the entrance, his breath misting in the cool night air, and gave the scene a wary once-over.  It was the kind of place that felt like it came with its sound effects, he thought—ominous creaks and whispers included at no extra charge. Dyzzy, on the other hand, seemed utterly delighted. He sniffed at the damp ground with the enthusiasm of someone who had stumbled upon an all-you-can-sniff buffet, his tail wagging furiously.

“All right, boy,” Dafydd muttered, watching his nose dart this way and that like a divining rod.  “If you find a treasure chest, I’ll carve you a medal myself.”

Dyzzy responded with an eager bark, nearly startling Dafydd out of his boots. As he bent down to see what he’d found, Dyzzy enthusiastically licked his ear.

“For pity’s sake!” Dafydd jumped, wiping at his ear with a grimace.  “I’m trying to look serious here.  You’re ruining the detective aesthetic.”

Despite himself, he chuckled nervously, the sound echoing faintly off the jagged rocks of the cave entrance.  That was the thing about caves—they didn’t need any help being creepy.  He squinted at the dirt where Dyzzy had been sniffing and spotted something unusual: faint footprints.

They weren’t large—probably left by a man wearing sensible walking shoes, judging by the tread.  Gareth Hughes’ shoes?  Perhaps.  Or perhaps not.  Dafydd crouched lower, running his fingers lightly over the damp earth as if it might reveal secrets it was stubbornly keeping to itself.

“That’s one point to you, Dyzzy,” he said, giving him a fond scratch behind the ears.  “Don’t let it go to your head.”

Something snagged his attention—a shred of fabric caught on a nearby shrub.  It fluttered lightly in the breeze, almost as if waving to him.  Dafydd plucked it free, holding it up to the moonlight. It was dark blue, frayed at the edges, and looked like it had once belonged to a jacket or coat.  He tucked it into his pocket, a small thrill of satisfaction sparking in his chest.  Evidence.  Real evidence.

“Still not buying Iolo a pint,” he muttered.  “Not yet, anyway.”

A sudden gust of wind rustled the ivy overhead, the sound low and whisper-like.  It sent a chill up Dafydd’s spine, though he quickly shook it off.  “Just the wind,” he told himself, though his voice came out quieter than he’d intended.

Dyzzy gave a bark of agreement—or that’s how Dafydd decided to interpret it.

“Well, boy,” he said, straightening up and looking toward the cave’s gaping entrance.  “I suppose there’s no turning back now.  Let’s see what secrets you’re hiding, Cadfan.”

With that, he tightened his grip on Dyzzy’s leash and stepped forward, the shadows swallowing them whole.
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Chapter 5  - Plans Over Toast
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Morning sunlight filtered through the curtains of Dafydd’s cottage, casting warm patterns on the walls and catching the dust motes dancing lazily in the air.  The smell of fresh coffee mingled with the unmistakable tang of toasted bread, creating an inviting cocoon of domestic peace.  The serenity, however, was a thin veil.  Dafydd Jones sat at the table, staring at a steaming mug of coffee as though it might contain the answers to last night’s mystery—or, at the very least, the energy to face the day.

A half-carved figurine of a fox lay on the table, its elegant lines still rough and unfinished.  Dafydd’s whittling knife sat idly by as though it shared his reluctance to progress.

Dyzzy, meanwhile, had no such reservations.  The Dalmatian paced restlessly between the table and the door, his tail wagging like a metronome set to an impossibly cheerful tempo.

“Yes, yes, I see you,” Dafydd muttered, sipping coffee.  “We can’t all be bundles of boundless energy.”  Dyzzy responded by planting his nose on his leg and nudging him insistently.  “Subtle as ever,” Dafydd sighed, setting down his mug.  “You’ll be the death of my morning routine.”

Before he could muster the will to leave the comfort of his chair, a sharp knock echoed from the door.

“Saved by the cavalry,” Dafydd said, pushing back his chair and moving to open the door.

Standing on his doorstep were Ffion and Iolo, an odd yet dependable duo, if ever there was one.  Ffion, neat as a pin, held a notebook tucked under one arm and a flask of tea in the other.  On the other hand, Iolo looked as though he’d just tumbled out of a hedge, clutching a battered spade with what he thought was an air of purpose.

“Morning,” Dafydd greeted, stepping aside to let them in.

“Morning,” Ffion replied crisply, surveying the room with a critical eye.  “Still brooding over that cave, I see.”

“Not brooding,” Dafydd said.  “Reflecting.”

“Right,” Ffion said with a raised eyebrow.  “I’m sure that’s why there’s half a fox on your table and crumbs all over your dog.”

Dafydd turned just in time to see Dyzzy darting away from the table with a slice of toast clamped triumphantly in his jaws.

“Dyzzy!” he called, exasperation colouring his voice.  The Dalmatian ignored him, trotting off to his bed as if he hadn’t a care in the world.

“Good boy,” Iolo said approvingly.

Ffion rolled her eyes.  “Let’s get to business.  Iolo seems to think his lucky spade will unearth the answers we’re looking for.”

“It’s served me well,” Iolo protested, holding the spade aloft like a knight brandishing a sword.

“It’s a rusty liability,” Ffion retorted.

“Enough,” Dafydd interrupted, raising a hand to forestall further bickering.  “If we’re going to investigate this cave, let’s do it properly. And no more toast thievery,” he added, levelling a pointed look at Dyzzy.

As plans took shape over tea and light-hearted banter, the morning sunlight continued to spill into the room, heralding a day full of mysteries yet to be uncovered.
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Chapter 6  - Ghosts, Grass, and a Squirrel
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The winding path to Cadfan’s Cave was postcard-perfect.  Wildflowers in shades of blue and yellow dotted the edges of the trail, and moss-covered rocks gleamed in the dappled sunlight filtering through the trees.  Birds chirped in cheerful oblivion, utterly unconcerned with the supposed hauntings their human counterparts were so animatedly discussing.

“I’m telling you,” Iolo declared, his battered spade swinging casually over one shoulder, “a ghostly monk walks these woods at twilight.  They say he was guarding the cave’s treasure when he met an untimely end.  Now, he roams the paths, sandal prints and all, looking for intruders!”

Walking a few paces ahead, Ffion stopped abruptly and turned to face him.  “Sandal prints?” she repeated, her voice dripping with incredulity.  “What are we supposed to be looking for then?  Little ghostly Birkenstocks in the mud?”

Iolo frowned.  “I’m just saying it’s possible.”

“What’s possible,” Ffion replied, resuming her brisk pace, “is that you’ve spent far too much time in the pub listening to Iolo Senior’s tall tales.”

Dafydd trailed behind them, shaking his head with a wry smile.  He might have found their bickering amusing if he didn’t have so much on his mind.  The faint signs of human presence were subtle but unmistakable—trampled grass here, the corner of a food wrapper snagged on a bramble there.  Someone had been here recently, and they hadn’t taken much care to hide it.

He crouched to pick up the wrapper, examining it briefly before tucking it into his pocket.  Litter was one thing Dafydd couldn’t abide, ghostly monks or not.

“Find anything exciting?” Ffion asked, stopping beside him.

“Just someone’s snack,” Dafydd replied, brushing off his hands.  “Though it might suggest we’re not the only ones nosing around the cave.”

“Perhaps your ghost monk got peckish,” Iolo said, grinning.  “Can’t blame him.  Haunting’s hungry work.”

Before Ffion could offer a suitably scathing rebuttal, Dyzzy, ever alert to distractions, bolted ahead, barking wildly.

“What now?” Dafydd muttered, picking up his pace.

The answer came quickly—a squirrel darted up a tree, chittering in indignation as Dyzzy circled the trunk, tail wagging furiously.

“I think your dog just gave the poor thing a heart attack,” Ffion said dryly.

“Dyzzy!” Dafydd called. “Leave it be, boy. We’re not solving the mystery of the missing acorns today.”

Reluctantly, Dyzzy bounded back to him, looking entirely unrepentant.

The group continued until they reached a clearing near the cave’s entrance. The night before, the historian’s walking stick had been found here. Ffion knelt to examine the ground, running her fingers over faint scuff marks in the dirt.

“Could mean a struggle,” she said thoughtfully.

“Or sandal prints,” Iolo added, earning a theatrical sigh from Ffion.

“Focus,” Dafydd said, cutting in before the bickering could escalate.  “If we’re going to solve this, we need to keep our wits about us—and our ghosts on a leash.”   The others grinned at his quip, but the tension in the air was undeniable.  Somewhere ahead, Cadfan’s Cave waited, and with it, answers to questions they weren’t sure they wanted resolved.
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Chapter 7  - Marks in the Shadows
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By the light of day, Cadfan’s Cave had lost much of its nighttime menace.  The ivy draped over its entrance looked less like skeletal fingers and more like a neglected curtain needing a good trim.  The sun warmed the moss-covered rocks but did nothing to dispel the musty, damp smell that wafted out like a cautious warning.

Dafydd Jones stood at the mouth of the cave, one hand resting on Dyzzy’s leash.  The Dalmatian’s nose was pressed to the ground, sniffing with the focus that suggested he was on the verge of discovering something earth-shattering—or, more likely, another discarded candy wrapper.

Behind him, Ffion adjusted her scarf with the precision of someone preparing for a battle of wits.  “Well,” she said, her voice echoing faintly in the space ahead, “this is cheerful.”

“I think it’s cosy,” Iolo chimed in, swinging his ever-present spade like a farmer surveying his fields.  “Could do with a rug or two, mind you.”

Dafydd shot him a look.  “Let’s keep moving.  Dyzzy’s keen; if we stand here much longer, you’ll offer to install curtains.”

Dyzzy took that as his cue, tugging them forward with unrelenting enthusiasm.  His tail wagged like a metronome, keeping pace with his nose as he guided them deeper into the cave.  The sunlight faded with each step, replaced by an eerie gloom that hugged the walls like a too-clingy acquaintance.

“What’s he sniffing out, then?” Iolo asked, his voice dropping as the air grew heavier.

“Probably ghosts,” Ffion deadpanned, her eyes scanning the walls.  “Or your sense of direction.  Both seem equally elusive.”

Dafydd smirked but didn’t reply.  His focus was ahead, where Dyzzy had stopped, his nose pressed firmly to the wall.

“Well done, boy,” Dafydd murmured, crouching beside him.  His gaze landed on a faint chalk marking etched into the rock—a circle intersected by lines radiating outward.

“What do you think?” Ffion asked, leaning in to examine it.

“I think someone’s been here recently,” Dafydd replied.

“I think it looks like something a bored ghost might doodle,” Iolo offered, earning an exasperated sigh from Ffion so pronounced that Dafydd half-expected the cave walls to tremble in agreement.

“It’s a symbol,” Ffion said, brushing her fingers lightly over the chalk.  “I’ve seen this before—something about an old monastery.  Could be connected to the cave’s history.”

“Or a ghostly tic-tac-toe champion,” Iolo said with a grin.

Before Ffion could deliver what was indeed a withering retort, Iolo’s foot caught on something metallic.  A tin can skittered across the floor, clattering against the rocks with an echo that seemed to bounce for miles.

Everyone froze.

For a moment, the only sound was the distant drip of water from somewhere deeper in the cave. Even Dyzzy paused, his ears swivelling like radar dishes.

“Well done,” Ffion whispered.  “If there’s anything in here, you’ve just sent it a formal invitation.”

Dafydd exhaled slowly.  “Everyone calm down.  It’s just a can.  No need to jump to—”

Before he could finish, Dyzzy trotted up, tail wagging triumphantly, a crumpled candy wrapper clamped in his teeth.

Dafydd groaned, reaching for the wrapper.  “Thank you, boy.  Truly, this is the breakthrough we’ve been waiting for.”

“See?” Iolo said.  “He’s got the nose of a detective!”

Ffion rolled her eyes again, this time with such force that Dafydd wondered if she might sprain something.

“All right,” Dafydd said, straightening up.  “Let’s keep moving.  If that symbol’s part of the monastery’s history, we might find more ahead.”

The group pressed on, their banter fading into a comfortable silence as they ventured deeper.  The cave seemed to hold its breath, waiting for them to uncover the secrets buried within its shadowy recesses.
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Chapter 8  - Garlic and Guilt
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The path from Cadfan’s Cave wound through the woods like a lazy ribbon, dappled with the golden light of afternoon.  The bright day did little to dispel the lingering unease clinging to Dafydd and his group, though Dyzzy seemed utterly unbothered.  The Dalmatian trotted ahead with his nose to the ground, tail wagging like a metronome.

“Well,” Iolo said, breaking the silence, “if anyone’s keeping score, I’d like to point out that I haven’t screamed, tripped, or mentioned ghosts in at least ten minutes.”

Ffion, walking a step ahead, didn’t even turn around. “I suppose miracles do happen.”

Dafydd chuckled softly but kept his eyes on the path, his mind churning through the morning’s discoveries.  The chalk symbol, the tin can, the unnerving silence of the cave—each detail hinted at something just out of reach.  He had no time to ponder further, though, as a faint whistling drifted through the trees.

The sound grew louder, and soon, the whistler appeared: Bryn Jones.  His broad-brimmed hat shaded a face far too pleased with itself, and his spade rested casually over one shoulder.

“Afternoon,” he said, his tone cheerful but his eyes sharp.

“Afternoon,” Dafydd replied, his voice neutral.  The farmer stopped a few feet away, his boots crunching on the gravel. “Out for a stroll, are we?”

Ffion stepped forward, her arms crossed and her gaze as direct as a compass needle.  “Something like that.  And you?”

“Wild garlic,” the farmer said, nodding toward the spade.  “Best time of year for it.”

Iolo snorted before quickly disguising it as a cough.  Dafydd shot him a warning glance, but the damage was done.

“Wild garlic?” Ffion echoed, raising an eyebrow.  “I wasn’t aware you needed a spade for foraging.”

The farmer’s smile faltered briefly before snapping back into place.  “Oh, it’s just handy to have, y’know?  Never know what you might dig up.”

Dafydd felt the hairs on the back of his neck prickle.

“Funny,” Ffion said, her voice as crisp as the spring air, “we didn’t see any garlic patches near the cave.”

The farmer adjusted his hat, his eyes narrowing slightly.  “Didn’t realise you were experts on what’s growing where. Mind yer own business, maybe?”

Dyzzy chose that moment to chase a bee, darting in circles with an endearing and utterly distracting enthusiasm.

“Honestly,” Ffion muttered, watching the dog, “he’s probably a more reliable investigator than Iolo.”

“I heard that,” Iolo said, feigning offence.  “And for the record, I think wild garlic is the worst alibi I’ve ever heard. At least lie with conviction.”

The farmer’s face darkened, but he quickly turned on his heel.  “Best be off, then.  Got my garlic to find.”

The group watched as he retreated down the path, his whistling resuming in a jaunty, pointedly unbothered tune.

“That was subtle,” Ffion said once he was out of earshot.

“Too subtle,” Dafydd murmured.  “He was practically begging us to think he’s hiding something.”

“Or,” Iolo said, “he’s terrible at conversation.  Either way, I don’t trust him.  Anyone who whistles that much has something to hide.”

Dafydd nodded, his thoughts already spinning.  The farmer’s presence near the cave was either a coincidence or a carefully timed appearance—and Dafydd didn’t believe much in coincidences.

“Well,” he said, adjusting his grip on Dyzzy’s leash as he returned triumphantly from his bee chase, “if he’s guilty, he’ll trip himself up eventually.  People like him always do.”

“And if he’s not?” Ffion asked.

Dafydd shrugged.  “Then he’ll have a lovely haul of garlic to keep him busy.”

With that, they resumed their walk, the unease lingering in the air like the scent of damp earth.  Whatever lay ahead, the cave—and its secrets—weren’t done with them yet.
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Chapter 9  - Dust, Cats, and Cryptic Clues
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The Dolgwyn Library was a cosy haven for anyone who loved books, history, or the distinctive smell of old paper mixed with a hint of wood polish.  The shelves, crammed to near-bursting, leaned under the weight of volumes that looked like they’d been there since dawn.  A crackling fire in the corner added a comforting glow to the otherwise silent room, and the occasional creak of the floorboards felt like the library was sighing in contentment.

Ffion Pritchard sat at a heavy wooden desk, its surface piled high with tomes, yellowed maps, and enough loose papers to suggest a particularly chaotic treasure hunt.  A pencil was tucked behind her ear, indicating she was in her element.

“Right,” she muttered, flipping through an ancient ledger with the care of someone defusing a bomb.  “Cadfan’s Cave.  Local legends. Monks.  Secrets.  What have you got for me?”

The answer, so far, had been frustratingly vague.  Pages referenced the cave in passing, hinting at hidden relics and secretive monks, but concrete details were as elusive as Iolo’s common sense.

“Find anything useful?” a voice piped up, startling Ffion from her thoughts.

She looked up to see Mrs Pugh, the librarian, peering at her with an expression halfway between curiosity and suspicion.  Mrs Pugh, who could pinpoint a dog-eared page at fifty paces, was the unchallenged ruler of this domain.

“I’ve found references to the cave,” Ffion said, gesturing to the chaos before her.  “But nothing that connects all the dots.”

Mrs Pugh nodded sagely.  “Ah, the dots.  Always the tricky part, aren’t they?”  She shuffled closer, her cardigan rustling like leaves in a stiff breeze.  “You know, back in my day, people had respect for research.  Didn’t just Google everything.  Spent hours in libraries, getting their hands dirty with real books.”

Ffion nodded politely, her eyes darting to the clock.

“Take the youth these days,” Mrs Pugh continued, warming to her favourite topic.  “Can’t tell their Chaucer from their cheese sandwiches.  No appreciation for—”

A loud thump interrupted her, and both women turned to see a large, smug-looking tabby cat plop itself directly onto Ffion’s notes.

“Merlin,” Mrs Pugh said sternly.  “Off you get, you rascal.”  Merlin blinked lazily, clearly unbothered by authority.

Ffion sighed.  “It’s fine.  I’ll work around him.”  She carefully slid a particularly fragile map out from under the cat’s paws, earning a half-hearted swish of his tail.

As she examined the map, a faded sketch caught her eye—a symbol almost identical to the chalk marking in the cave.  Her pulse quickened.  “Mrs Pugh, do you know anything about this?”

The librarian leaned in, squinting.  “Ah, yes.  That’s the old monks’ mark.  They used it to protect relics during turbulent times.  Though,” she added with a sly smile, “smugglers took a liking to it later.  Used it to mark their stashes.”

Ffion frowned.  “So, it could mean treasure or an empty hiding spot?”

Mrs Pugh shrugged.  “History’s a puzzle, dear.  You rarely get all the pieces.”

Ffion bit back a sigh and jotted down the details.  Merlin, apparently deciding she’d worked enough, stretched luxuriously and curled up over her notes again.

“Well,” Ffion said, pushing her chair back, “at least I’ve got something to report.  Assuming Merlin doesn’t demand editing rights.”

Mrs Pugh chuckled as she straightened a stack of books.  “Just keep at it, dear.  And remember—there’s always more to the story.”

As Ffion gathered her things, the fire crackled in agreement.  Whatever lay ahead, the mystery was far from solved, and she was determined to uncover the truth—cat interruptions and all.
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