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Chapter 1  - The Arrival of Catrin Llwyd
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The morning mist clung to Dolgwyn’s Market Square like a well-worn shawl, lending a soft, ethereal glow to the bustling scene.  Stalls laden with everything from homemade jams to knitted tea cosies lined the cobblestone streets, their vendors braving the slick ground and occasional drizzle.  Overhead, autumn leaves danced whimsically on the breeze before landing in puddles with a delicate plop.

At the Jones family stall, Iolo wrestled with a stubborn wheel of cheese, trying to position it artfully among the chutneys and breads.  His older brother, Gruff, was mid-lecture about the importance of “cheese symmetry” when the low purr of a car engine drew every ear in the square.

A shiny black car glided into view, its polished surface gleaming beneath the overcast sky.  As it came to a stop, the crowd collectively held its breath.  The door opened, and out stepped Catrin Llwyd.  She was elegance incarnate: a tailored coat hugged her slender frame, and her auburn hair caught the light enough to suggest she might be part woodland fae.  Yet there was something disarmingly earthy about her—perhaps it was the way she smiled warmly at the gawking crowd or the slight, playful shrug she gave as she adjusted her scarf.

Iolo, while stacking his cheese pyramid, froze.  His hand hovered mid-air as though enchanted.  Gravity took its cue, sending the cheese wheel tumbling to the ground with an unceremonious splat.

“Blaidd i’w borthiant!” Gruff barked, stooping to retrieve the wayward cheese.  “You’ve got the coordination of a blind sheepdog!  What’s the matter with you?”

Iolo, crimson-cheeked and sheepish, stammered, “It’s... it’s her.  She’s...”  He gestured helplessly toward Catrin, who was now waving to the crowd as though she’d been a local all her life.

“Ach, pull yourself together, boy,” Gruff growled, shoving the cheese back onto the display.  “She’s just a harpist, not the blessed Queen of Wales.”

Across the square, Mari Davies watched the unfolding scene with tightly pursed lips.  Standing by the stall selling hand-knit scarves, she looked every inch the picture of controlled indignation.  The years of being Dolgwyn’s harpist had earned her a respectable following, but now that seemed to vanish in the blink of an eye or the click of a car door.

“Elegant, isn’t she?” said Elin from the scarf stall, nodding toward Catrin.

Mari gave a tight smile.  “If you like that sort of thing.”  Her gaze flitted over the crowd, noting how even the Jones farm boys had paused their discussion to gawk.  A pang of something old and familiar stirred in Mari’s chest.  Envy?  No, she told herself—just a mild case of disdain.

Hywel strolled in, his grumbling cutting through the gentle murmur of the square. “Typical,” he said to no one in particular but loud enough for all to hear.  “Fawning over outsiders again, are we?  Forget the locals, forget who keeps this town running.”

A sharp glance from Mrs Griffyths at the bakery stall silenced him briefly, though his scowl remained fixed as Catrin approached the town’s elder, Old Tom, and shook his hand.

The crowd watched as Old Tom introduced her with the reverence usually reserved for saints or celebrities.  Still too stunned to speak, Iolo simply muttered, “She’s even prettier than I remember.”

Mari folded her arms, her jaw tightening.

And so, as the morning mist began to lift, the stage was set—not just for a concert but for the inevitable clash of admiration, envy, and deeply buried secrets that Dolgwyn seemed so adept at cultivating.
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Chapter 2  - Catrin’s Reunion with Old Friends
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The Green Dragon Pub was alive with the hum of cheerful chatter and the occasional clink of glasses.  The fire crackled in the stone hearth, casting flickering shadows over the carved wooden plaques that adorned the heavy oak beams.  Each plaque bore the name of a chainsaw carving champion, a tribute to Dolgwyn’s proud (and slightly peculiar) heritage.  The air was thick with the scent of spiced cider and woodsmoke, a comforting embrace against the autumn chill outside.

Dafydd Jones pushed the door open, his loyal Dalmatian, Dyzzy, trotting obediently at his side.  Heads turned briefly, nods and murmurs of acknowledgement following his entry as he limped toward his usual corner table.  He appreciated the pub’s warmth and familiarity, even if he preferred to observe from the edges.  Dyzzy settled under the table, resting his head on his paws but keeping a sharp eye on the room.

Near the bar, a small crowd surrounded Catrin Llwyd, who seemed as effortlessly at home in the Green Dragon as she had been dazzling in the Market Square.  She laughed lightly at something Ffion said, her auburn hair catching the firelight.  Standing beside her, Ffion looked genuinely relaxed, her cheeks faintly flushed as she poured cider into two glasses.  Dafydd watched the interaction from across the room, the corner of his mouth twitching in a faint smile.  Ffion was warming to him, he knew.  Yet his hesitance to bridge the gap between them gnawed at him, a quiet ache he couldn't entirely ignore.

Mari Davies's arrival abruptly pricked the warm reunion atmosphere. Draped in her usual air of quiet superiority, she approached Catrin with a strained smile.

“Well, if it isn’t the prodigal harpist,” Mari said, her voice sweet enough to attract honeybees but with an edge sharp enough to carve wood.

Catrin returned the smile, her gaze calm and knowing.  “Mari.  It’s been a long time.  Still playing?”

Mari’s jaw tightened.  “Of course.  Though not on quite as grand a stage as yours.”

“Hmm,” Catrin mused, tilting her head.  “You were always so determined in our student days.  I’m sure you’ve made your mark here.”  Her tone was kind, but the subtle dig was not lost on anyone listening.

Across the room, Hywel Davies, fortified by his third pint of bitter, chose this moment to air his grievances.  “All this fuss over a harpist,” he declared loudly, gesturing vaguely toward Catrin’s group.  “Meanwhile, half the farms around here can’t get a decent road fixed for love or money.  Priorities, that’s what this town needs!”

Dyzzy, ever the opportunist when it came to attention, sprang to life.  He barked sharply at Hywel, startling the farmer mid-rant.  The room erupted in laughter, even Mari cracking a grudging grin.

“Good lad,” Dafydd muttered, patting Dyzzy on the head.  The dog wagged his tail smugly, basking in his moment of glory.

The evening rolled on, the tension diffusing as pints were refilled and conversations grew louder.  Yet Dafydd’s watchful gaze lingered on Ffion, and Mari’s smile remained a little too tight, leaving an undercurrent of mystery in the cosy room.
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Chapter 3  - Iolo’s Fond Memories
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The Green Dragon’s warm glow spilt into the chilly night, illuminating a patch of cobblestones beneath the crisp canopy of stars. The air carried the mingling scents of damp leaves and woodsmoke, and laughter rippled through a small cluster of younger locals gathered outside. Iolo stood in their midst, his hands jammed into the pockets of his well-worn jacket. His breath clouded in the cool air as he launched into a story.

“I must’ve been, what, four or five?  Mum used to take me to toddler group in the church hall,” he began, his boyish grin widening at the memory.  “And one day, there she was—Catrin Llwyd herself.  She had this harp, bigger than her, mind you.  Played ‘The Ash Grove.’”  He gestured dramatically as though summoning the harp from the ether.  “Even at that age, I knew it was something special.  We all sat there, mouths wide open, probably drooling onto our biscuits.”

The group chuckled, their laughter dancing on the night air.  Gwenda, the barmaid, nudged him with her elbow.  “Bet you were already planning your marriage proposal, weren’t you?”

Iolo flushed but laughed along.  “Maybe I was, maybe I wasn’t.  But she smiled at me, I swear it!  Proper smile, like she’d picked me out of the crowd.”

“You and every other kid there,” teased Dewi, a forestry worker who leaned against the pub wall, smirking.

Before Iolo could retort, a sharp voice sliced through the mirth.  “She hasn’t lived in Dolgwyn for decades, you know.”

Mari Davies emerged from the shadowed edge of the group, arms crossed, her expression a perfect storm of scepticism and something darker.  She tilted her head slightly, her tone measured but cutting.  “Funny how a few decades away can polish someone into a legend.”

The laughter faltered, the group shifting uncomfortably under Mari’s gaze.  Iolo’s smile flickered but held, his easygoing nature deflecting her words.  “Maybe so, but it doesn’t change what she did that day.  Played that harp like it was magic, and that’s what I remember.”

Mari raised an eyebrow.  “Magic?  Or maybe you were just a child with a shortbread in one hand and no idea what you were listening to.”

A murmur rippled through the group, some exchanging glances, unsure whether to side with Mari or Iolo.  Gwenda, ever the peacemaker, shrugged.  “Still, it’s nice to have something like that to look back on.  We could all use a bit of magic now and then.”

Iolo nodded firmly, his enthusiasm rekindled.  “Exactly!  And I’ll tell you what—I will talk to her before she leaves.  Maybe even remind her about that day.  Who knows, she might remember me.”

Mari scoffed quietly but said no more, her arms tightening around herself.  As the group resumed their chatter, her gaze lingered on Iolo, his hopeful energy starkly contrasting her carefully guarded bitterness.

Above them, the stars seemed brighter, as though they, too, were rooting for Iolo to keep his flame of admiration alive despite the chill Mari’s words tried to cast over it.
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Chapter 4  - Hywel’s Grumbling Escalates
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The stable yard of Hywel’s farm was a patchwork of shadows and flickering lantern light, the faint smell of hay mingling with the damp chill of the evening. Bundled against the brisk autumn air, a group of farmers leaned on wooden fences or perched on hay bales as Hywel paced before them, a storm cloud of frustration in his wake.

“It’s a disgrace; that’s what it is!” Hywel barked, waving a hand so emphatically that old Eifion, who was nursing a mug of cider, nearly spilt it.  “Spending good money—our money—on bringing her here.  What for?  A bit of plink-plonking on a harp?”

The younger farmers exchanged hesitant glances.  Owain, a wiry lad barely out of his teens, ventured a question.  “But isn’t it good for the town, Hywel?  You know, the attention and all?”

Hywel stopped mid-stride and rounded on Owain, his expression that of a bull catching sight of a red rag.  “Attention?  What do we need with attention, eh?  We’re farmers, not a flaming tourist trap!  And while they’re rolling out the red carpet for her, I still have potholes in my track that could swallow a whole sheep!”

This earned a grumble of agreement from Eifion, though it was unclear whether it was directed at the potholes or the state of his dwindling cider supply.

“She’s a lovely harpist, though,” Owain mumbled, his voice dropping to just above a whisper.  “Played at my cousin’s wedding once.

Hywel rolled his eyes with the theatrical despair of a man whose grievances were far too grand for his audience.  “A harpist!  Lovely or not, it’s a harp, boy!  Strings and wood, not some miracle worker.”

From the shadows, Rhodri, the farm’s farrier and something of a part-time philosopher, cleared his throat.  “Well, Mari might have something to say about that.  Heard she’s still sore about how things went between them.”

“What things?” Owain perked up, always keen for a hint of scandal.

Rhodri shrugged, tossing a piece of hay between his teeth.  “Something about both of them studying music together.  One made it big, the other didn’t.  Folk have long memories in these parts.”

“Pfft.”  Hywel dismissed this with a snort.  “Rivalry or not, it’s another example of outsiders thinking they can just waltz in and claim what’s ours.”

“What’s ours?” Owain asked, brow furrowed.  “What’s she claiming, exactly?”

Hywel didn’t answer immediately, staring into the darkness as though the answer lay somewhere beyond the barn.  “You’ll see,” he muttered, his voice low and cryptic.  Then, without a goodnight, he stomped off toward the house, the door slamming behind him a moment later.

The farmers lingered in uneasy silence, the faint lowing of cattle filling the void.  Rhodri shook his head.  “Hywel and his cryptic mutterings.  Mark my words, it’ll end in a storm or a scandal—or both.”

Owain, still puzzled, glanced toward the house.  “Do you reckon he meant something by that?  About taking what’s ours?”

“Could be,” Rhodri mused, plucking the hay from his teeth.  “Or it could just be Hywel being Hywel.  Either way, lad, best keep your head down when he’s in this mood.”

With that, the farmers dispersed into the night, leaving the stable yard quiet but for the whisper of wind through the hayloft and the weight of Hywel’s words hanging in the air.
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Chapter 5  - A Private Moment for Dafydd
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The cabin on the forest’s edge exhaled warmth and peace, its wooden walls flickering with the glow of a crackling fire. Dafydd sat in his favourite armchair, holding a block of oak in one hand and a whittling knife in the other. Under his careful carving, the figure of a harp was beginning to emerge, its delicate curves forming as if the wood itself remembered music.

Dyzzy sprawled at his feet, snoring softly, his paws twitching as if chasing imaginary rabbits.  Outside, the forest whispered in the night, leaves rustling like old secrets brushing against each other.  The scene was serene, save for the occasional scrape of Dafydd’s blade against the wood.  Yet his mind was anything but restful.

Ffion’s face floated unbidden into his thoughts, her shy smile and the way her gaze had lingered just a fraction longer than usual that evening.  He paused his carving, his knife stilling mid-slice.  “You’re reading too much into it,” he muttered, though Dyzzy—ever the audience to Dafydd’s internal monologues—remained blissfully unaware.

The knife resumed its work, but the rhythm was interrupted by a sudden bark.  Dyzzy leapt to his feet, his tail stiff and his brown eyes fixed on the window.

“What’s got into you now?” Dafydd asked, setting the carving aside. Dyzzy barked again, his paws dancing impatiently on the wooden floor.

“All right, all right,” Dafydd grumbled, grabbing his jacket and stepping outside.  The night greeted him with a cool embrace, the chill hinting at frost without fully committing.  He scanned the tree line, his practised eyes searching for movement.  The moonlight turned the forest into a patchwork of silver and shadow, but nothing stirred beyond the usual sway of branches in the breeze.

Satisfied—or at least reasonably convinced—there was nothing out there, he crouched to scratch Dyzzy behind the ears.  “You’re supposed to be the brave one, remember?”

Dyzzy gave an indignant huff, trotting back inside as if to say, “I’ve done my bit; you’re on your own now”.

Back in the cabin's warmth, Dafydd settled into his chair again.  The unfinished harp waited, and he picked up his knife, the familiar motion calming his nerves.  Yet his thoughts drifted to Hywel’s increasingly sour demeanour and the thinly veiled resentment that Mari carried like a second coat.  He couldn’t shake the feeling that Dolgwyn was holding its collective breath, waiting for something—or someone—to set the tinder alight.

The carving began to take finer shape, the harp’s delicate strings precisely etched into the wood.  “There’s a strange energy in the air, Dyzzy,” he said aloud.  Dyzzy, now curled back into a snug ball, flicked an ear in acknowledgement.  “And it’s not just Hywel’s potholes or Mari’s bruised ego.”

His thoughts circled back to Ffion, and he sighed, setting the carving down.  The harp stared back at him, small and unfinished, yet full of potential.  Much like everything in Dolgwyn these days, he mused, where even the quiet moments carried whispers of something more profound stirring just beneath the surface.
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Chapter 6  - The Green Dragon Welcomes the Locals
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The Green Dragon was alive with the cheerful din of Dolgwyn’s residents shaking off the day’s dust.  The pub’s low ceiling captured the chatter, clinking glasses, and occasional burst of laughter, creating a cosy cacophony.  The scent of woodsmoke and freshly poured ale mingled with the rich aroma of lamb stew, wrapping the room in a warm, comforting embrace.  Overhead, carved wooden sculptures—owls, stags, and the occasional whimsical dragon—gleamed under the amber glow of lanterns, a testament to Dolgwyn’s enduring love for artistry.

In his usual corner, Dafydd Jones sat nursing a pint, his keen green eyes scanning the room beneath the brim of his cap.  At his feet, Dyzzy sprawled in canine contentment, one paw draped protectively over a chew toy that looked suspiciously like it had once been a slipper.

The door creaked open, and in stumbled Iolo, his face redder than a beet left out in the sun.  His wide-eyed expression and dishevelled hair suggested he’d sprinted straight from the Market Square to the pub.  He paused briefly to catch his breath before weaving through the crowd, muttering apologies as he bumped into chairs.

“Late night, Iolo?” Dafydd asked, one brow curled as his young friend collapsed onto the bench opposite him.

“I tried,” Iolo huffed, leaning back and dramatically draping his arms over the backrest.  “Tried to say something to Catrin.  Something suave.  Or memorable.  Or, you know, actual words.”

“And?” Dafydd prompted, hiding a smirk behind his pint.

“Nothing!”  Iolo groaned.  “She looked at me, Dafydd. Looked at me.  And my brain decided the best action was to resemble porridge.”

Dafydd chuckled softly.  “A tough break, but you’re not the first to crumble under the pressure.  Have you seen Hywel when he’s near the town council?  Turns into a right blubbering fool.”

Before Iolo could muster a retort, Ffion appeared at their table with a steaming plate of lamb stew.  She placed it before Dafydd with a small smile.  “Your favourite,” she said, her voice warm but casual, though her eyes lingered on his a moment longer than necessary.

“Thanks, Ffion,” Dafydd said, the corner of his mouth curling in what he hoped was a polite, not-too-hopeful smile.  Dyzzy thumped his tail enthusiastically, sniffing the air like he was too ready to dig in.

Mari Davies observed the scene from her perch at the bar with a furrowed brow, her drink untouched as her fingers tapped a restless rhythm on the glass.  Across the room, Catrin mingled with ease, her laughter lighting up the space like she’d been born to command a crowd.  Mari’s jaw tightened.  How could Catrin sweep in after years away and still have the entire town eating out of her hand?

“You’d think she was royalty,”  Mari muttered, not entirely under her breath, drawing a glance from Gwenda behind the bar.

“She’s talented, that’s all,” Gwenda said, shrugging.  “You are too, Mari.”

Mari’s smile was tight, her eyes still locked on Catrin.  “Talent doesn’t buy you everything.  Sometimes it’s just timing.”

The warmth of the Green Dragon carried on, but beneath the laughter and camaraderie, subtle tensions simmered, waiting for just the right moment to bubble to the surface.
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Chapter 7  - Hywel Stirs the Pot
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The Green Dragon’s usual cheer was in full swing, the hum of voices and clatter of tankards melding into a warm symphony of small-town camaraderie.  But the room's harmony wavered when the door creaked open to reveal Hywel Davies, mud up to his knees and a face like thunderclouds on the horizon.  Conversations paused mid-sentence, and a few wary glances darted his way before the buzz cautiously resumed.

Hywel stomped in, his boots leaving a trail of damp earth in his wake.  He surveyed the room like a general inspecting an unruly battalion.  “Nice to see everyone’s priorities in order,” he muttered loud enough to slice through the jovial atmosphere.

Ffion, carrying a tray of empty glasses, shot him a glance before rolling her eyes—a subtle, almost imperceptible move that didn’t escape Dafydd, seated at his usual corner table.  He sipped his pint, his expression neutral, but the furrow between his brows deepened as he watched Hywel’s storm brew.

The farmers near the bar shifted uneasily.  Owain, always the diplomat, attempted a placating grin.  “Evening, Hywel.  Care for a pint?”

Hywel ignored the offer, planting himself squarely by the hearth with the air of a man who had grievances to air.  “I don’t suppose anyone’s thought about how much this little harpist’s visit is costing the town,” he said, his voice pointed.  “But as long as we’ve got food on the table and roads that look like they’ve been bombed, who cares?”

A ripple of discomfort spread through the room.  Some patrons murmured their agreement, while others bristled.  Ffion quietly continued her work, refusing to be drawn into the brewing argument.  Dafydd, ever observant, leaned back slightly, weighing whether to intervene or let Hywel vent his spleen and burn himself out.

Dyzzy, however, had other ideas.  With the impeccable timing of an attention-loving Dalmatian, he sat up and barked—once, sharp and clear—right at Hywel.  The room froze for a beat, then erupted into laughter.  Tankards clinked, chairs creaked, and someone muttered, “Even the dog’s had enough.”

Hywel turned a withering glare toward Dafydd.  “Even your dog’s got an opinion, has he?” he growled, though the redness creeping into his cheeks betrayed his embarrassment more than his anger.

Dafydd tilted his head, one corner of his mouth twitching upward.  “Dyzzy’s a good judge of character,” he replied mildly, scratching the dog behind the ears.  Dyzzy thumped his tail, basking in the glow of the crowd’s approval.

Hywel grumbled something under his breath and stomped to the bar, ordering a pint with a glacier's warmth.  The tension in the room lingered like a sour note in an otherwise harmonious tune, but gradually, the pub’s chatter picked up again.

Dafydd kept one eye on Hywel, who was now nursing his drink like it had personally offended him.  Something about the man’s bitterness gnawed at Dafydd—not just the surface-level grumpiness but the deeper, festering wound beneath.  Trouble snowballed in Dolgwyn, and Hywel seemed determined to be at the centre of it.

For now, though, Dyzzy lay back down, content with his role as the night’s unlikely hero, and Dafydd returned to his pint, his mind quietly sifting through the ripples Hywel had left behind.
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Chapter 8  - Mari and Catrin’s Fraught Exchange
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The Green Dragon’s cheerful hum of voices seemed to soften as Catrin Llwyd and Mari Davies found themselves tucked into a quiet corner of the pub.  The heavy oak beams overhead framed their conversation like the opening act of a drama, the surrounding laughter and clinking glasses a muffled backdrop.

“Well,” Mari began, her voice polite but with a sharp edge that could slice through a fine thread.  “Fancy seeing you here. Never imagined you’d have time for a small-town pub, Catrin.  What with all your  engagements.”

Catrin tilted her head, her auburn hair catching the amber glow of the lanterns.  “Oh, Mari, you know I couldn’t resist coming back.  Dolgwyn has such charm, doesn’t it?  And, of course, it’s where I learned everything I know.”

Mari’s jaw tightened, her polite smile unwavering.  “Yes, everything you know.  Some of us learned a great deal here, too.”

Catrin folded her hands, a picture of graciousness.  “And didn’t we have the most wonderful times as students?  You always had such a unique style, Mari.  I remember thinking how natural you were with the harp.”

Mari’s smile faltered ever so slightly.  “Natural, perhaps.  But talent only gets you so far, doesn’t it?  It’s all about... opportunity.”

Catrin’s brows lifted just a fraction as if pondering the thought.  “True,” she replied lightly.  “But then, it’s what we make of those opportunities, right?  I’ve always admired your persistence, Mari.”

Mari’s fingers tightened around her glass, the tension creeping into her shoulders.  “Persistence.”  She let the word hang in the air, its weight unmistakable.  “Like when we both entered the Cymru Rising Stars competition.  Do you remember?  That was a learning experience.”

“Oh, I do remember,” Catrin said with a wistful sigh, her eyes sparkling with nostalgia that only irritated Mari further.” Such a prestigious event. You played beautifully, Mari. Truly. It’s a shame we never really discussed it afterwards.”

“No,” Mari said, her voice sharper now, her composure beginning to fray.  “We didn’t.”

For a moment, silence hovered between them, heavy with unsaid things.  Mari’s pride wrestled with the ache of old wounds, the sting of having been overshadowed by Catrin yet again.  She hated how much she wanted Catrin’s approval, even as she resented every word from her polished, elegant mouth.

Catrin, sensing the shift, leaned back slightly, her tone softening.  “Mari, I regret we lost touch.  Truly, I do.  But we’ve both made lives for ourselves.  Different paths, yes, but... well, I like to think there’s still room for us to support each other.”

Mari’s laugh was sharp and brief, like a harp string snapping under too much pressure.  “Support.  How magnanimous of you.”  She stood abruptly, her glass clinking as she set it down too firmly.  “If you’ll excuse me, I have a pressing engagement... elsewhere.”

Catrin watched her retreat with a mixture of pity and something steelier, her fingers lightly tracing the rim of her glass.  Around them, the pub carried on as if nothing had happened, but their exchange had left its mark—a ripple in Dolgwyn’s delicate web of alliances, one that would surely be felt in the coming days.
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Chapter 9  - Iolo’s Misadventures
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The Green Dragon’s hearth roared with cheerful warmth, crackling logs casting a golden glow over the crowd of chatting locals.  By the fireplace, Iolo Jones stood like an oversized scarecrow in a hayfield, his broad frame impossible to miss among the clusters of more relaxed patrons.  His hands fidgeted, his face a shade of pink that clashed vividly with his tartan shirt.

Dafydd, seated at his usual corner with Dyzzy sprawled at his feet, watched Iolo with the amused patience of a shepherd observing a particularly clumsy lamb.  Emboldened by the pub’s cosy atmosphere (or perhaps by his second pint), Iolo seemed to be psyching himself for something monumental.

“Evening, Dafydd,” Iolo muttered, though his gaze was fixed across the room where Catrin Llwyd stood in animated conversation with Ffion.  She looked every inch the graceful harpist, her laughter as light and effortless as the notes she played.

“Evening, Iolo,” Dafydd replied, leaning back in his chair.  “Planning to join us mere mortals anytime soon, or are you waiting for divine intervention?”

Iolo shot him a sheepish grin.  “Just... rehearsing,” he said under his breath.  “Don’t want to muck it up.”

“Ah, yes, can’t have that,” Dafydd said, his lips twitching.  “Best keep it short.  Maybe avoid quoting poetry.”

Iolo ignored him, inhaled deeply, and straightened his shoulders. Then, he began weaving through the crowd, his lips moving in what looked suspiciously like a rehearsed monologue.

“Excuse me, Catrin,” he whispered under his breath, practising.  “Lovely to see you here in Dolgwyn—no, too stiff.  Um, Catrin, your harp playing is—ah, no, sounds like I’m writing a review...”

Dafydd watched the unfolding drama with unhurried curiosity, sipping his pint.  Dyzzy, however, had a different agenda.  The Dalmatian chose this precise moment to shift positions, his tail unfurling lazily across the floor like a furry tripwire.
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