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After a weary journey I arrived with my wife in St Martins…



…and took my first sight of 

the magical doors of the 

saint martins inn.



My duties in the house were 

many…



…beginning with the 

reception of our guests…



…carrying the heavy trunks 

up to their rooms…



…making fires and heating 

water…



…serving food from the 

kitchen…



…And wine and spirits from the cellar.



Morning to night I was hard 

at work…



…while my good wife 

laboured at cleaning the 

house and the rooms…



…and taking care of the fine 

china and furniture.



We had become prisoners of 

the enchanted house…



…and all through the day a 

siren voice called to me to 

come outside.



The voice haunted my days 

and nights, always drawing 

my mind to the world beyond.



Like a drug it blurred my 

mind.  I wandered the house 

in search of peace.



For to approach those doors 

was to tempt the abyss.



Until one night I followed the voice across the meadow…



…to a revelry of nymphs & satyrs held captive by the house.



In the morning light, still drunk from the bacchanal…



My companions of the night 

returned to their stations.   

and i…



I too was cast into 

enchanted form, an eternal 

captive of the house.



I too was cast into 

enchanted form, an eternal 

captive of the house.



I too was cast into 

enchanted form, an eternal 

captive of the house.
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