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Cavendish Forest, dark and tangled home of towering giants, of dense undergrowth, flashes of light and splotches of dark, of canopies, branches and vines. The constant dripping of water from the rains and mist that so mark the place, the rotting, dying forest floor, and the sweet, musty odour of decomposition, all come together to fill the senses of any traveller drawn to this damp and shaded place.

But when the seasons change, when the weather turns warm and the breezes waft through the dangling growth, cool relief then for the animals, the squirrel, the deer, and the multitude of bird breeds that call these two thousand square miles home.

Through the heart of Cavendish Forest there runs a steady stream that bumps and tumbles its way down from the granite highlands to the north. The crystal waters foam and bubble across the polished river rocks, gather for a time in the flatter reaches, in the striking rock pools, then cascade further through the boulders and encroaching undergrowth, pouring in a series of small torrents over the many falls and rapids.

Soon enough the forest is left behind and the stream matures, rolling lazily through cattle pastures, winding and sweeping through romantic necks of shady willows, their limbs reaching and intertwining and caressing the slow-flowing river. It passes through the township of Cavendish, an ancient village of 800 people. Men with little else to do sit on the old stone bridge in Cavendish, and so, too, further on in Brookdale, and fish dreamily as each day wears slowly down.

By November the weather starts to bite, with the first hint of those icy, arctic winds, and by mid-December the place is usually snowed in. Few people are seen on the streets of Cavendish at this time of year, the townsfolk staying indoors, the glow from the windows and the smoke from the chimneys being the most obvious indications of life. Even the already quiet Cavendish Forest becomes even more silent, the birds having flown away and the full-time residents hibernating in trees or in holes beneath the ground. A rare exception might be a lone deer, seen darting away against the white canvas and beneath the frigid, snow-laden trees. It is uncommon for people to venture into the woods when the snows have set in. The cold can be deadly and there is little reason to be there anyway. There is precious little for the hunters, nothing for the lovers or picnickers, and nothing, too, for the fishermen. The stream is largely frozen, the rapids and waterfalls seemingly trapped in time, paralysed in mid-fall. It was, however, just this time of year when, in 1909, Eric Pagram and his friend, Matilda Burke, were stumbling through the deepening snows of Cavendish Forest and in so doing came upon a grisly and tragic find.

“Eric, I’m freezing,” called Matilda, heavily rugged yet hugging herself nonetheless, numb in her feet and struggling along behind her friend.

Eric kept on, seemingly determined to make his way to the top of Brierly Hill.

“Come on, Matilda,” he called back. “You have to see the view from up here. It’s not too far, then we can go back.”

Matilda rested for a time against a rock, then made her way up to be with her friend. Soon enough, she joined Eric, just shy of the top of Brierly Hill.

At that moment, something caught Eric’s eye.

“Look over there,” he said.

The pair was close then to the summit, but he pointed with his finger to a rough lean-to across the way, perched in amongst the trees. They diverted toward the crude structure, sinking in the ankle-deep snow.

“Somebody has lived here,” said Matilda, looking into the primitive snow-covered building, yet seeing very little to sustain life.

Eric cast his eye around and said, “No, I don’t think so. It’s just a fisherman’s overnighter.”

“But look,” she insisted, “there’s a rock here with a name scratched on it.” 

They bent to read it, then Eric turned and once more headed for the summit.

“Oh, can’t we just go?” moaned Matilda, her breath freezing in the air before her.

Eric did not answer, instead just pulled her along and up to the rocky peak of Brierly Hill.

“Look at that view,” he said, as a vast pastureland, cleared but blanketed in snow, opened out before them. Despite the biting cold, Matilda was impressed.

“What’s that below us?” she asked, pointing down the hill.

“It’s the Hargreaves Estate,” said Eric, “the mansion, the grounds. That’s what I wanted to show you.”

“Oh, my God,” said Matilda, putting a hand to her face and turning away.

“Look at it, Matilda - so still, so lifeless now.”

She turned back, her eyes now hopelessly drawn to it, finding that she was unable to look away.

“Oh, Eric, it’s so eerie.”

“And look,” said Eric, himself now pointing. “That’s the maze.”

The colour drained from Matilda’s face.

“Yes - all that snow, it’s hard to tell - but yes, I see its form.  Oh my God, Eric,” she said, shuddering, “look at the size of that thing.”

The pair stared in silence for a few moments before Matilda spoke again.

“Oh, Eric, please take me home.”

They turned to leave, Eric helping her down from the rocky summit.

“I’m so cold,” she said, “but I think seeing this has made me all the more so.”

They moved on down the hill, following as best they could the tracks they had already left. As they did, Matilda suddenly slipped, her boot glassing across the surface of an exposed rock. She tumbled down its side, coming to rest in the wet snow six feet below the trail they had been following.

“Matilda, are you alright?”

Matilda sat motionless, staring into a space between the rock and another alongside.

“Matilda?” repeated Eric.

Then, with surprising agility, she sprang to her feet. She made a low, guttural sound, but was barely aware. Standing erect, she pointed with one hand, the other firmly across her mouth. Eric climbed down to join her and looked to where she indicated. He turned his attention back to her for a moment then lowered his face for a better look.

“He’s dead,” she blurted out.

“Yes, he is,” agreed Eric, touching the frozen hand that extended from the snow.

“Let’s get out of here, Eric - now.”

Instead, Eric forced his way down between the rocks.

“There’s nothing to fear,” he said to his friend. “It’s just a poor old man, frozen to death.”
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Beneath the ivy-covered tower, George sat and rested his aching muscles. His eyes blurred with tears, the cause of which he could not understand. His head fell back against the old stone building, the salty tears running down his cheeks and in through the sides of his mouth.

The tower soared above as he wiped his face and gazed up through the gently rustling ivy that lined its walls, the myriad of leaves sparking in the morning sun. From his seat on the narrow, stony path that circled the building, he then looked upon the tangle of wild roses and other flowering plants that largely blocked his view of the grounds beyond. He gripped his tired face in his hands and sobbed into his palms. If only the emptiness he felt in his heart and mind would leave him be and no longer torment. But the sadness would not leave. It was always there, crushing him at every turn, ready to rise to desperation at any moment.

Before long, Ruby came for him. Faintly, he heard her calling, coming nearer. George wiped his eyes and used the building to pull himself to his feet. His body clicked and groaned, the pain stabbing in his joints. Ruby appeared around the corner of Enoch’s library at a point where the path split, one way leading into Bledlock’s wonderfully manicured gardens and the other to where George had stumbled.

“George,” she said, kindly, “it’s almost time for lunch. Please come back to the house.” She took him by the arm and gently led him back. “I worry about you, George. Please don’t wander too far. How are your joints today?”

George’s mind processed the question.

“Aching,” he said, finally. “Be slow, Ruby.”

Ruby led him back along the narrow path, past the library where the building changed direction, back along the great front wall, beyond the difficult steps that led to the massive front door of oak, then around the side and in through the servants’ entrance at the rear.

“Sky is blue,” said George, in a choking voice. “Blue today, Ruby.”

For him, words were a struggle. His thoughts were confused and disjointed, and expressions, with the small grasp of vocabulary that was his, always a supreme effort.

“Yes, my dear. Blue today.”

“Like it blue, Ruby.”

Ruby led him through the kitchen and into the dining room, seating him across from Crawford. Crawford eyed George suspiciously then rose from his chair. He moved to the fireplace and stood leaning against the mantle. George looked around the room, the heavy panelling, the dark architraves, the drawn blinds. A surge of panic went through him. He swung his head one way and then the other, then looked at Crawford.

“E-Enoch?” he stuttered at the ageing manservant. “Enoch?”

Crawford left the room for the kitchen, returning with Ruby.

“It’s alright, George. Enoch is doing his research. He will be with us later.”

George began to shake in his seat and his eyes glazed.

“Enoch,” he repeated.

Enoch missed lunch but joined the others for a meal later that evening.

“Your injection didn’t work for as long today, George. Ruby tells me your joints have been aching.”

Enoch waited for George’s reply.

“Aching, Enoch.”

After the meal, Ruby took George to his room on the second floor. The steps were always a struggle and she inwardly cursed Enoch for having given him a room upstairs. She left him in his room and headed back down. Enoch by then had returned to his work. It was eight-thirty and she and Crawford would read for an hour before turning in. Crawford was seated, sipping his evening brandy as Ruby re-entered the room. She knelt before him and gripped his elbows.

“Do be patient with George, Crawford. Do try to understand.”

Upstairs, George fell quickly to sleep. Stretched out on his bed, his muscles soon relaxed, and with the weight fully off his joints, his pain eased. For an hour, maybe two, he lay motionless. To anyone watching, he might well have been dead. His mind, like his body, was exhausted, and during that time it operated with only the barest functionality, empty, void, and black like pitch.

But later, when the giant house lay in darkness, Ruby and Crawford having both retired, George’s brain came suddenly to life. His eyes twitched under their closed lids and his head rolled slowly on the pillow from one side to the other. He was outside now, somewhere deep in the garden. The pain was gone from his joints. He felt light and alive, a feeling so totally foreign to him. He moved through the garden, through the rows of hedge, all manicured and fresh. The birds sang in the trees and chased one another in and out of the hedgerows. Robins, he smiled, as he strolled along between the beautiful shrubs. The sun was strong and shone down from its zenith, bathing each row of hedge in a warm, bright light. The deep green foliage glistened and sparkled in the sun, and he marvelled at the garden, at his wonderful, wonderful garden.

But a moment later it was over and George was awake, woken by a strange and urgent voice from outside his dream. His eyes flicked open as he lay on his back, staring first at the dark ceiling above, then at the cool light of the moon as it broke through his bedroom window. He waited for the voice but it did not come again, and as the minutes passed and he lay in semi-darkness, his mind began to wander. He recalled the dream he had just had and the feelings of happiness it had brought. Until he fell asleep again, he felt the sensation of that dream, the warmth of the day, the youthfulness of his wonderful, supreme body, the chirping robins, the bright sunshine, and the joy that had filled his heart as he marched through a garden he knew to be his own.

There were no more dreams that night and George re-awoke when the rising circle of the sun broke free of the hills and treetops of neighbouring Cavendish Forest. He lay for a while, watching as the morning light filled his room, seeing how it splashed through the pane, bouncing brightly off certain objects while others remained in shadow. He listened for movement downstairs. He knew Ruby would come for him when breakfast was ready. There was no sound yet, so he stayed in bed as he did on each and every morning and awaited her.

On this morning, however, he noticed that he felt somewhat different, more aware and strangely clearer of mind. Until this point, he had always seen the world as though through dirty glass, smudged and blurred. Everything that had ever happened about him had occurred with no understanding on his part as to what it was or in what way he might play a part. He had existed in a cloud, a haze, and even of that he had not been truly aware. He had simply existed, not questioning, detached, uninvolved, his needs taken care of by others. As he lay in his bed, he had a fleeting vision of himself in this light, of how he had been. But now there was a sense of clarity he had never known, a sudden clearing of the foggy vagueness that had always enclosed him, but of which he had remained oblivious. He thought of the dream he had had, and how contented he had felt as it ran its course. In that dream his mind had been clear and lucid, free like running water, his body light and without pain. In the dream, nothing had held him back or weighed him down. He had been outside, somewhere in the gardens of the Hargreaves Estate, somewhere he could not now remember having ever been. Yet, in the dream, that place had been so familiar to him, so very familiar. A tingling came over him as he recalled the dream. He recalled it over and over as he lay in bed, clinging desperately and repeatedly to the feelings of contentment he was able to extract from its memory.

But George’s mind soon grew tired and he found he could no longer bring forth the dream. The details were fading and he was not able to summon the emotion he had felt. Exhausted, he fell back to sleep again, and half an hour later when Ruby came for him, the entire memory of the dream was gone. He was unable to recall any part of it and once more his world was clouded and vague.

His joints cracked and popped painfully as Ruby led him along the upper passage, then slowly down the stairs, one at a time, and into the dining room for breakfast.

“Enoch,” said George.

George’s face had brightened as he and Ruby entered the room and George saw his brother. Enoch looked up from the newspaper he was reading and studied him.

“Seat him here next to me, Ruby,” he said, as he put down the paper. With Ruby’s help, George carefully took his seat.

“How do you feel, George?”

George was turned towards Enoch, his head wavering slightly as he battled to control his neck muscles, his eyes slowly blinking, bringing Enoch into focus. He processed the question.

“Body is sore, Enoch. Bones and muscles.”

“Follow my finger, George,” said Enoch, and carefully moved his raised index finger around in front of George’s face.

George concentrated and his eyes followed it.

“Good, George. That’s good. Now, tell me about your aches and pains.”

Again, George considered his response.

“Body aches, Enoch. Needle.”

“Yes, George, needle. But breakfast first.”

They discussed his pains a little more until the meal was ready.

As soon as breakfast was done, Enoch administered to George his daily injection of painkiller. It was Enoch’s own preparation, and within seconds the discomfort began to ease.

“Better, George?” asked Enoch.

“Better, Enoch.”

“You’re doing well, George. I have noticed your co-ordination is much improved. It improves daily. You were very good this morning with your cutlery.”

George nodded in the way he had seen others do it. Enoch nodded back.

“How is your memory coming along, George?  Do you recall anything from before your accident?”

George considered the question. He remembered nothing. All he knew was that he was here now, in the Hargreaves mansion, recovering in the care of his brother, Enoch. Everything was blank as to how he had arrived, of the accident he had suffered, of how he had fallen under the wheels of a carriage, and of the life he had led prior to that.

“Nothing, Enoch.”

Enoch smiled assuringly and put his hand on George’s shoulder.

“In time it will come, George, I feel sure. But, be brave. Should the worst happen and your memory never fully returns, we must learn to accept that. You’re very lucky to be alive so let’s not force things. You know there is always a place here for you.”

George processed what Enoch had said but again felt his eyes well up with tears, as so often they did. And yet he understood that he had indeed been fortunate, for Enoch had explained how he had fallen in the yard and gone under the wheels of the carriage. It was fortunate that Enoch had been there to rescue him, that he and Bledlock, the gardener, had brought him inside, that Enoch had spent days patching him and saving his life, and weeks watching him convalesce. How fortunate that George’s brother was Enoch Hargreaves, the esteemed medical practitioner, the man responsible for countless surgical innovations and scientific advancements. If anybody could restore George to the man he had been, it was surely Enoch. Yet, despite his good fortune, George was still struck by those dreadful feelings in his heart, the feelings of utter emptiness that existed within him. This was how he felt at every moment, as though he were being eaten out from within, barren and hollow. He never understood what drove the emotion, but now he thought, more than anything else, it had to be the loss of memory, the total lack of recall of any part of his life prior to his current state of convalescence.
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Enoch Hargreaves had lived for the most part of his life on the Hargreaves Estate. At the very least, it had always been his home base. The property had been in his family for generations, but it had been Enoch’s father, a medical man himself and prominent later in politics, who had developed the place to grandeur. Apart from his family, the property had been his one great love, but in saying so, he considered the Estate integral to the family unit he so treasured. Enoch had never really left it, a few years in medical school, a time in Richmond running his own practice, but he never in his heart considered that he lived anywhere else. He was rooted to his ancestral home. In his early thirties he moved his practice to Cavendish and again took up full-time residency with his father at the Hargreaves Estate. His mother had died the previous winter of consumption, and despite the wealth of knowledge and experience shared between father and son, nothing could save her. Edgar Hargreaves was heartbroken and welcomed home his son with open arms.

Enoch had never married, had never really had a relationship either. His mind did not function that way. Science and medicine had always been the interests to which his entire life was devoted. In the years that followed the death of Mrs Hargreaves, his father and he set up a research laboratory deep within the walls of the Hargreaves mansion. Its exact location remained a mystery to all but father and son. The household staff, Ruby and Crawford, had been sent away on a fully paid vacation, and when they returned, found much of the ancient and gigantic building no longer accessible. The outer structure remained the same but extensive work had been carried out within. Passageways stopped abruptly or turned in new directions. The only places that were accessible were the normal living and dining areas, kitchen, laundry, and a minimum number of bedrooms and storage areas. Edgar explained that no offence was intended, but that much of the work that he and Enoch embarked upon was sensitive and confidential, even dangerous at times, and security and safety were paramount. Despite their surprise, neither Ruby nor Crawford was offended by the limitations imposed. Indeed, to some degree, they were grateful; the mansion was massive, and the daily maintenance had been an enormous burden. The home had effectively become two houses in one, access to the rooms of the second being via an intricate system of hidden doors and passageways. Somewhere in that second house was the laboratory in which father and son conducted their research.

Edgar’s own father, Charles Hargreaves, had possessed an inventive and imaginative spirit that had since carried forward, firstly to Edgar and then to Enoch. He had not been a medical man but had made his fortune from stocks and speculation, and from his mining interests in Africa. He had pulled the Hargreaves family away from near bankruptcy, his own father having squandered wealth on drunkenness and gambling. The Estate was nearly lost and it was only the success and financial genius of Charles that had saved it.

Charles Hargreaves had a mind that would not stop, and despite his strong business sense and ability to see opportunity where others saw ruin, had another side to his nature that was playful and adventurous, like a boy who could not outgrow his imagination. Once the Estate was back on its feet again, when year followed prosperous year, thousands grew into millions, and everything was again safe and secure, Charles entertained a fantasy he had held since boyhood. He began work on a garden maze, an amusing feature designed of dense conifer hedges. He had always loved the mystery and danger of the garden maze, the thrill of being lost, of being frightened by the prospect of not being able to find one’s way out, of perhaps being trapped forever.

The design of the maze was of his own making and Edgar assisted with the laying out and planting of the many hundred, then many thousand, plants. The maze was positioned on a gently undulating piece of land at the far eastern end of the Estate, abutting directly the Cavendish Forest.

It was so positioned as to be clear of the normal gardens of the mansion, the front garden laying between the house and the maze, itself a wonder of design, with its lovely lawns and meandering paths, statues and fountains, shrubs and trees.

The maze, though, became an obsession, growing larger and more complex in its design as time passed. It was altered and massively enlarged in its first few years. The plants grew rapidly and spread into one another, the tight web of limbs quickly entangling until the maze gave the impression of being a single enormous plant.

When Charles grew old and finally died, Edgar took it upon himself to carry on the great vision of his father, to maintain and nurture the maze, which by then had covered many acres of land. Indeed, the gardens of the estate became his absolute passion, the mansion too, and never had the place looked so grand as it did under Edgar’s administration.

Edgar died on June 4, 1889, after a lengthy battle with cancer that both he and Enoch had fought. Once more, their wealth of medical knowledge, combined with their research and experimentation, had failed to prevent the inevitable. Edgar’s will was read out and everything that was his passed to Enoch - Hargreaves Estate and everything thereon, a holiday villa in France that was very rarely used, millions in cash and company stocks, and a vast holding of industrial real estate. And yet Enoch had not been an only child. In fact, he had been a twin. He was born seven minutes before George, his identical brother. But never did there live two more different twins. As a young man, George had been trouble, rapidly sullying the Hargreaves name in the Cavendish area. He fell in with the wrong people, drank heavily and brawled in the streets. He spent more than one night in the Cavendish Police lockup, as much as a protection to himself as to others. The Hargreaves family was greatly embarrassed by his actions, unable to comprehend the differences in behaviour and attitude between identical twins. George had been shown the same opportunities offered to Enoch, yet squandered each one, preferring to drink, gamble, fight, and even, it was thought, participate in robberies and break-ins, though no charges were ever brought.

Each household member secretly breathed a sigh of relief when, at twenty-six, George announced he was heading for Africa. He was going to emulate the success of his grandfather, Charles, and build his fortune on the Dark Continent.

Many months passed without news of George. Then came the occasional letter. Each time he asked for money, demanded it be sent as an advance on his inheritance. To begin with, Edgar went along, sent his son the money. The demands became more frequent, the letters less rational. Then news began filtering back of George. He was drinking and gambling, in and out of work, trying to live beyond his means. The letters finally stopped, and news came that George had gone missing in the jungle and was presumed dead. A partly eaten human carcass was found in an area populated by lions. Years passed without any word from George. His reported death was
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