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  ››› This title is part of The Murder

  Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we

  are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent

  of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  Chapter One




  HE CAME one blustery afternoon in October, swinging down the hill briskly to a marching tune he was whistling. He was wearing a raincoat like any other

  and carrying a shabby canvas grip. Mavis Green was the first to see him; as usual, Mavis was at a loose end. Sitting on her brother’s bicycle, which she could not yet ride, she was propped

  against the brick wall of her father’s garage, eating pink and white puff balls out of a Cellophane bag.




  As she was to say innumerable times later, she thought: coo-er, a film star! Keeping his face slightly turned from her, he gave her a slanting look, saying: “What is this place?”

  No please or would you kindly tell me; just: what is this place?




  Mavis was eleven years old and, though wall-eyed, with a stunned, even stupid look, she was by no means backward. “It’s Stargill,” she returned. “It’s not

  anywhere really. Where do you want to get?”




  He put down his grip and lighted a cigarette; still keeping his face turned slightly away from her, he offered her the open cigarette packet. “You don’t smoke?”




  He looked at the house, the garage with its corrugated iron roof from which sounds of her brother’s labours came, at the row of pale blue petrol pumps.




  “Get much business?” he asked.




  “We don’t get no business; that’s what me Dad’s worrying about,” Mavis vouchsafed, dipping once more into her store of puff balls. “Miles off of the main

  road, what can you expect?”




  “Then you won’t be wanting any labour, a hand with the petrol, or anything?”




  Mavis shook her head. “Our Baz does the maintenance, in there. Mum and I look after the petrol, I’m on now; after school.”




  Puff balls, apparently, needed no chewing, as fast as Mavis was able to convey them to her mouth so they seemed to disappear without any movement of her jaws.




  “Maybe I could see your father?”




  Mavis shook her head. “He’s gone to the races. When he’s made his packet he’s buying a site on the main road for a proper nice petrol station and Mum running a snack bar

  and me serving in it. There’s no business in this here hole!” She missed out her H’s.




  “Mavis!” A fearful screech rent the afternoon. “Come on in. You know you’re not allowed to talk to strangers.”




  The child clambered clumsily down from her perch. “’Ow does she expect me to serve petrol if I’m not allowed to talk to strangers?” she asked, and then her knuckles

  flew to her mouth to stifle an exclamation. Having altered her position, she could now see both sides of the stranger’s face. From the roots of his hair, down his forehead and across the top

  of his right cheek, was a giant nævus, sometimes called a port-wine stain. But this was more vivid than port-wine and gave the appearance of quarter of his poor face having been stripped of

  skin so that his right eye looked out of liver-coloured flesh. No situation, however, left Mavis at a loss. “Oh my lord!” she cried, “had a accident?”




  He smoothed the angry flesh with the tips of his fingers. “No, no accident; I was born like this.”




  “Oh! Poor you! But the rest of your face is all right,” she comforted. Then, manœuvring herself round the bicycle she screamed: “Mum! There’s a gentleman here

  wants a job.”




  Mrs. Green was a lean, cross-looking woman but she was pleasant enough. She was sorry there was no work here; she suggested he try the Labour Exchange in the nearby town.




  There was nothing doing there for an unskilled labourer, he told her. Plenty of work for the skilled man but when you weren’t skilled they took you for a wastrel. He was ready to work, and

  work hard; ploughing, milking, carpentering, gardening, tree-lopping, anything.




  Mrs. Green bit a finger nail, thinking. She knew for a fact they didn’t want anybody down at the saw-mill but Wood, who was the owner down there and undertaker in his spare time, had been

  laid up three weeks with a pain in his back; there was just a chance . . . “But I tell you what,” she suggested, “go and see Ma Perkins, along at the shop; she knows

  everybody’s business.” There was a slight sneer in the words.




  The stranger burst out laughing. “Oh no!” he roared, “not the original Ma Perkins!”




  Mrs. Green did not see anything to laugh at, but she liked his voice, which was rich and dark, like the voice of a negro. “She’s my mother-in-law, the kid’s grannie. She was a

  Mrs. Green, see, and she married Perkins, who owned the shop. When he died, he left the shop to her and she’s run it ever since, but she’s getting on and between ourselves, I think

  sometimes it’s getting a bit beyond her, though she’d never admit it. If she took a liking to you, you never know . . .”




  Mavis was inclined to accompany the stranger to Perkins’s shop but her mother said no, she must stay and look after the pumps. He would have no difficulty in finding it; straight on down,

  past the Pack Horse and a row of cottages, of which one was the post office, with the telephone box outside, he couldn’t miss it. Turn sharp right into a dead end, a few steps along and there

  it was; he would not be able to go any farther because there was a stream. “Don’t tell her I sent you or you’ll have had it!”




  Mother and daughter watched him swinging away from them, down the road.




  “The Mark of Cain.” Mrs. Green fingered her lower lip thoughtfully.




  “He was born with it.” Mavis popped the last puff ball into her mouth and threw the crumpled bag to the ground.




  “Of course he was! And don’t you go having nothink to do with him, Mavis. I mean what I say, mind!”




  One didn’t pass the Pack Horse; its stone mullioned windows, the old wooden benches outside, the clean worn flag at the entrance and the ancient door gave it an altogether cosy look. The

  door stood wide-open as it was not yet two-thirty. Arthur Packer, licd. to sell beer, tobacco and cigarettes, it said over the door.




  The bar was empty; Packer of the Pack Horse was wiping glasses. The stranger ordered a pint of mild and, after a little desultory conversation, asked if there was any work going hereabouts.

  Packer was a squeamish man; after the first sickened look, he tried to keep his eyes from the stranger’s face. “What’s yer name, old son?”




  “Rockambole.”




  “Yer what?”




  “R-o-c-k-a-m-b-o-l-e.”




  “Rockambole,” the landlord repeated thoughtfully. “Where are you from?”




  “Nowhere!” The stranger threw back his head and the landlord marvelled at the powerful neck, in which the throat was working as the beer passed over it. He emptied the

  glass-bottomed tankard and banged it down on the bar indicating that he wanted a refill. He wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. “That is, everywhere. Been round the world I dunno how

  many times. I’m sick of foreign parts. Forty odd; I think I should stay in my own country a while.”




  The landlord started to laugh. “And why not? Rockambole must stay and rock-and-roll, eh?” He laughed so much that his eyes watered and he was obliged to wipe the tears away with

  his pocket handkerchief. “What sort of a name is that, eh? Rockambole!”




  “As good an old English name as Packer anyday,” and to take away any ill feeling he stood the landlord a pint. “Call me Rock!” he said, raising his renewed tankard.

  “May I never be poor, and never rich,” he prayed and, opening his mouth, poured the beer into it like somebody emptying a bucket.




  “Here’s to you, Rock.” Once you got your eye in, as it were, you could look him straight in the face. It was a handsome face, too. “About work,” the landlord

  said, “there’s always an opening for a good worker and, if you’ve been at sea, you’ll be able to work, handy, likely enough. You been to the Labour Exchange? I’d say

  your best bet was the saw-mill and I’d tell you to go and tackle Wood but he’s a pain in the small of his back that’s been driving him screaming mad these last three weeks, they

  tell me. There’s only the two apprentices down there. If you could come back when Wood’s a bit better . . .”




  “Maybe I could find some odd labour; hang around till the sawyer could see me?”




  “Could do.” The landlord was liking him. “I’m sorry I’ve nothing to offer you. I run this dive single handed; there’s not a lot to be had on beer, as you

  probably know, and the brewery are that mean they won’t spend money on the place, won’t smarten it up a bit and let me apply for a spirit licence. Oh dear me no! They’re not

  willin’ to put their hands in their pockets these days, not they. There’s not even a bathroom yet and that means the wife won’t take lodgers. She’s gettin’ past it and

  she won’t face the carrying water upstairs, emptying slops, and there’s only the outside privvy.” He finished his beer. “Just let me win a few thousand on the pools and

  I’d show them!”




  “You think I’d have a chance to get work at the saw-mill if I stick around?”




  “It’s only an opinion; between you and me I’d say Wood needs an older man to take control when he’s away sick; but don’t say I said so for the love of

  Mike.”




  “Thanks! I’ll be back.”




  The row of cottages was identified by the one bearing the sign: Stargill Post Office. He turned into the lane which ran at right angles and at once saw a notice hanging out: “Perkins,

  Grocer and Provision Merchant.” As Mrs. Green had told him, the cul-de-sac ended in a tangle of elderberries and the sound of running water could be heard clearly.




  He pushed open the shop door which gave a loud ping; inside there was a very old-fashioned smell: hard soap and mice. There were three women with shopping bags; they all stopped talking

  and regarded him for a moment, looking away quickly in the manner to which he was accustomed. Then unobtrusively stealing glances again. He waited his turn, by which time the shop was, as he had

  hoped, empty. Was there any work going, he asked. He had been to the Labour Exchange but they could not offer him anything immediate. He was home from the sea and ready and anxious to start work at

  once, he didn’t mind how hard he worked or what he did. His name was Rockambole and he had no chits to offer; but if given the chance, he hoped he would be able to show his worth.




  Ma Perkins looked at him through her glasses, then, in order to confirm what she saw, over the top of her glasses, then through her glasses again. What she saw being in no way changed by the way

  she looked at it, she accepted it. She was a tiny scrap of a woman and, though she looked frail, she was obviously wiry and energetic by the way she had darted to and fro about the shop, serving

  the customers quickly and efficiently.




  She swung right to the point: “It’s a daft idea coming to Stargill looking for work!” she snapped. “There’s a population of three hundred or so and three

  quarters of them go to work ten to twenty miles off. There’s no light industry round here. The farms don’t take up more than twenty pairs of hands. There’s buses come at

  seven-thirty every morning taking our people off to jam factory, engineering works, needle factory, printing works. Local buses comes from the town, night and morning, taking folk to serve in

  shops, offices, hairdressers. It’s a dead-alive’ole,” she ended, her hands flat on the counter, elbows akimbo.




  “I’m an outdoor chap. Never worked in a factory. Couldn’t stand it. I understand there’s a saw-mill where I might get employment.”




  “Sam Wood, the owner, is laid up; you’ll have no luck there!”




  He shifted restlessly. “Isn’t there anything you want done? The outside painting? Some gardening?”




  “I can’t understand why you want to come to Stargill!” she nagged.




  “You don’t need to understand!” he shouted.




  The shop door pinged open to admit a customer. Angrily he turned to leave. “Wait a minute, you,” she squeaked. He hesitated, then took out a cigarette and lounged by the door until

  she had served the customer.




  She came out from behind the colourful piles of boxes of detergent, a miniature person, her lisle stockings wrinkling round her skinny ankles. She was wearing black shoes with a buttoning strap

  over the instep, a black skirt, a grey cardigan and a flowered pinny, looking exactly as she must have looked for a great many years. “How about tree lopping?” She peered up into his

  face, a long way above her, like a sightseer trying to get a glimpse of the top of the Eiffel Tower. “Can you do some tree lopping for me?”




  





  Chapter Two




  FERNCROFT was a rectangular brick villa, its slate roof rising to a point, like a paper hat, a long brick chimney holding up an admonishing finger. It

  had a mean-looking narrow front door which was never used, and the curtains in the four front windows were parted as neatly as an early Victorian woman’s hair. It was the epitome of

  respectability.




  Clancey Ash stood in front of her dressing-table mirror, tidying her pale hair. It being half-closing day in the town where she worked as waitress in the Co-op tea room, she was home early. Mr.

  Chapel, the minister, had brought her home in his small car, with the hood down, and her hair was in tangles. She looked at herself rather more carefully than usual; though she did not put it in so

  many words, she noted that, though her father had not been dead more than six weeks, her looks had improved considerably. She looked less tired about the eyes and her face was fuller. Her figure,

  too, had changed for the better.




  Downstairs Mr. Chapel was making himself at home in a way which he would never have dared when old Mr. Ash was alive. The kettle was on and he was cutting bread and butter. He had been courting

  Clancey for some ten years and, until the present time, had made little progress. He was now forty-two and Clancey was thirty-five; arranging the bread and butter carefully on the plate, Mr. Chapel

  was reckoning that they ought to be married by the end of the year.




  There was a knock at the back door. Rockambole was careful to keep his face in semi-profile. Mrs. Perkins had sent him, he said; he was doing some outdoor work for her and she had suggested that

  he ask Miss Ash if he could lodge there for a week or so.




  Mr. Chapel invited him into the kitchen, took one shocked glance at the nævus, and went to find Clancey.




  Since as far back as the days when Mrs. Ash was alive, they had always had a lodger at Ferncroft. The last one, a compositor at the printing works, and a widower, had stayed ten years. Some

  weeks before Mr. Ash died, he had left to retire to a bungalow at Peacehaven. A spare room was now available at Ferncroft.




  Rockambole was invited to tea; the three of them sat round the kitchen table and ate the bread and butter which Mr. Chapel had cut exquisitely, and home-made rhubarb jam.




  “I don’t know what to say,” Clancey murmured. “We’ve always had a lodger but I was looking forward to being a bit free now.”




  “That’s right,” Mr. Chapel put in enthusiastically. “You’re organising the teas at the Bazaar.”




  “There’s that and I was going to take a bit of time off to go and see my sister Edna and her kiddies in Edinburgh.”




  Mr. Chapel had a vague feeling that there was something not quite right about having a lodger at Ferncroft now that Mr. Ash was dead but so nebulous a feeling was it that he did not word it even

  in his own mind; he merely nodded corroboratively.




  “But there’s another side to it,” Clancey went on. “Dad paid the rates, electricity, gas, taxes, etc., out of his pension. Now that’s gone with him, I’ve

  got nothing above what I earn but the house.” She looked thoughtfully at Mr. Chapel. “I can’t keep on the house just for me, Cyril. It stands to reason I’ll have to take in

  someone.”




  Mr. Chapel was uncomfortable; he had not yet brought himself actually to propose marriage but, now that he kissed and hugged Clancey whenever opportunity offered, it was a foregone conclusion,

  he considered, that they would marry soon. It was only decent that there should be a lapse of time after Mr. Ash’s death before anything definite were arranged. And, of course, when something

  definite was arranged, Clancey would have to put the house up for sale because when they were married they would live together at the Manse, where he now lived alone.




  In the meantime, however, there was certainly the question of expense to be considered. Mr. Chapel studied the handsome, spoiled face of the prospective lodger; would he make a demanding

  boarder?




  “It is up to you, Clancey,” he said at last.




  “The last lodger used to bring in the coke for the little hot water boiler,” Clancey said; “and sometimes he mowed the grass at the back and cut the privet hedge in

  front.”




  Rockambole would do all that, and more.




  Clancey tentatively added a pound to the weekly terms and when it was accepted without question the matter was settled. Rockambole brought in the shabby canvas grip which he had left on the door

  step and Clancey went upstairs to make up the bed.




  “You’re very lucky,” Mr. Chapel observed. “Clancey is a fine cook. I hope you will help her all you can!”




  “I will that,” Rockambole returned fervently. “And if there’s anything I can do for you, too, I’ll be only too glad; though I must tell you I’m no

  churchman.”




  “We’ve no church here, in the strict meaning of the word,” the minister pointed out. “Though we’ve a fine chapel. You probably saw it as you came through the

  village. Built in 1884. The church fell down.”




  Rockambole laughed. “A house of cards?”




  “The roof fell in; they’re not enthusiastic churchgoers in this village. Nobody gave any money for repairs and so one windy night that’s what happened. And as there was no

  money to build it up again, they took it down altogether, sold the stone and built the village hall on the site. It is that red corrugated iron building you passed, near the Pack Horse. It is a

  good sturdy building; they rock’n’roll there Saturday nights, so it needs to be. We’ll be having our Bazaar there if it is wet. I wonder, Mr.—er—?”




  “Just call me Rock.”




  “Rock. I wonder if you would run the skittle alley as Wood is laid up?”




  “Only too pleased!” said the man from nowhere.




  He was laying the branches which he had lopped from the willows neatly side by side in the woodshed when Ma Perkins approached with the maximum of conspiracy in her manner.




  “You wouldn’t have a banking account now, Mr. Rock, would you?”




  Rock shook his head, surprised by the question.




  “I thought not. That means I’ll be paying you in cash.” She nodded. “That’s all right, I only wanted to know where I am.” But seeing that some further

  explanation was necessary she went on: “I don’t keep no money about the place. It wouldn’t do with me on my own. Miss Perceval at the Post Office, puts my day’s takings in

  her safe of an evening, see? And I bank it in the town every week. Thursday’s my half closing day, different from the town, see?”




  “Good idea, Mrs. Perkins,” Rockambole said vigorously. “It doesn’t do for an old lady like you to keep money about the place these days. I think it’s marvellous

  the way you manage!”




  Mrs. Perkins looked modest. “My boy Ezra Green comes round most days after he’s had his dinner, and unpacks the cases and boxes for me. That’s him from the garage. He’s

  a good boy to his old Ma. Always has been! His young brother was killed at Dunkirk so he’s all I’ve got left. Poor Ezra! If it wasn’t for me, he’d be off, getting good money

  some other place. But he won’t leave his old Ma.”




  “That’s right.”




  Ma Perkins put her head on one side and looked like an inquisitive sparrow. “You got a mother?”




  “I had,” he returned with a wry smile. “She’s been dead a long time. My dad, too.”




  “Um.” Ma Perkins’s head shook very slightly from side to side. “Well, you’re a good worker!” She left him, hurrying away on her incredibly spindly

  legs.




  Presently Rock took his packet of sandwiches and the thermos of tea which Clancey Ash had prepared for him and sat on a smooth stone by the stream to eat them. He was joined by Mavis Green, who

  had come with her father. As Mavis had been the first person in the village to see Rockambole she had a personal interest in him and she watched his face and the colourful nævus with a kind

  of gloating interest. “Does it feel funny?” she asked.




  “How do you mean, funny? It is not funny to have something which makes people look away, quick, if that’s what you mean.”




  Mavis was not sure what she meant. “It’s the Mark of Cain, they say.”




  “What does that mean?”




  Mavis had no answer to that one either. “Couldn’t you have it shifted?”




  “They do remove them these days—but not this one. It’s in a bad place, taking in my eye.”




  “Mavis!” came a shout from the shed at the back of the shop.




  “I’m’ere, Dad, talking to Rock.”




  Ezra Green came through the undergrowth and nodded. “Getting on all right? Don’t let the kiddy cheek you. They told her at school that she had an inquiring mind,” he laughed,

  “and she’s not going to let us forget it.”




  Tiny Ma Perkins had mothered a handsome, powerfully-built man with weak eyes and a slightly discontented expression on his face. Later, in the evening at the Pack Horse, he told Rockambole some

  of his troubles. Like many a spoilt son with an efficient mother, he had a kind of elderly helplessness, inclined to blame fate for his lack of success rather than his own ineptitude.




  “Everybody wants something,” Rock observed. “Except me.”




  Ezra Green was astonished; it was a long time since anyone had made an interesting remark in his hearing. “Is that so?”




  Rock nodded. “I’m a tramp,” he stated. “You hear a lot of talk these days about young men who decide to be tramps. But when do you ever see a tramp, a real

  one—other than that one who lies most of the day asleep on the shore at Brighton with all his possessions beside him in an old pram? He’s a self-conscious tramp and probably quite rich.

  Here,” he tapped his own chest, “you have a real, genuine, dyed in the wool, honest-to-goodness tramp. I don’t own a thing in the world other than what’s in that canvas

  case I came with.”




  “Go on!” Ezra Green begged. “I don’t believe it.”




  “It’s true.”




  “What about all the cash you’ve been earning at sea?”




  “I gave it away,” Rock said simply, “and I’m not Jesus Christ, though I sound like Him. I’m no better and no worse than any other bugger; I found life is less

  difficult without money than with it.”




  “You’re wrong there, old boy, you’re so wrong. Money makes life a lot easier.”




  “Maybe . . . for some people. It didn’t for me, that’s all.”




  Mr. Packer had been listening to this conversation. “It’s a pose,” he observed, sourly. “There was an Oxford undergrad. came in here one day last year and slung that

  line. ‘I’m a tramp’ he says, and a few days later comes in with some pals and brought out a fiver and asked for change. Kuh! Don’t you tramp me.”




  Rock laughed good-naturedly.




  Ma Perkins, standing on tiptoe and wearing her most conspiratorial air, hissed over the counter to all her favourite customers. “He’s a good worker! Good-tempered

  and works hard!”




  At least half her listeners made the obvious answer: why not take him on permanently to help with the shop?




  Why, oh why? Ma Perkins was economical to the point of parsimony; she would die standing up rather than spend a penny more on the shop than was strictly necessary. That was the reason why the

  shop remained exactly as it had been for the past thirty years, without a lick of paint or any alterations or improvement whatever other than the installation of electricity. Other village grocery

  stores enlarged, had rubber flooring, sunblinds, a cheerful exterior, installed a deep freeze, engaged smart young assistants. Not Ma Perkins. Nor could anyone persuade her that under the new

  financial system she could put any money spent on improvements down to expenses or against property tax. So the floor boards by the door were nearly worn through, mice had their nightly fun and

  games amongst the exposed goods, flies crawled about all over the chocolate-brown paintwork, and the door bell was the old original pinger of fifty years ago.




  But: “He’s a good worker,” Ma Perkins went on enthusiastically, handing this invaluable assistance over to someone far less needy than herself.




  Thus, when all the tree-lopping and odd-job gardening was done, Rock was employed by Wood at the saw-mill. The sawyer had been to the hospital and was found to have a slipped disc. He was put in

  plaster and immobilised for the time being. Rock was by no means an experienced sawyer but he had a natural ability for anything done with his hands and was apparently intelligent. He soon grasped

  what was required of him and was employed on a full-time basis as temporary “hand.” The stream which ran along the end of the lane where Ma Perkins kept her shop ran into a mill pond

  which, in the past, worked the machinery at the saw mill. Electricity was now used instead of water power but the sawmill retained its old-fashioned air. It was down a quiet lane and surrounded by

  trees from which the leaves were now dropping silently on to the surface of the still pond.




  It was very quiet indeed on the morning that Sergeant Owen walked down the lane to collect the coffin for the body of his still-born daughter. But Rock started to sing as he put the finishing

  touches to the small coffin, a tear-jerking negro song with the recurring refrain: “sleep, sleep honey-chile.” His voice was like the deepest, richest, lowest notes of a fine church

  organ, almost making the soles of one’s shoes vibrate. The Welshman in the policeman responded instantly; he snatched off his helmet, pressing it to his chest, and advancing into the saw-mill

  in a highly emotional state.




  The two young apprentices were listening with rapt expressions on their faces.




  “By golly!” Sergeant Owen said when he had finished. “You could make a fortune with that voice of yours.”




  “Maybe—if I wanted a fortune.”




  “But man! That’s Paul Robeson stuff!”




  “When I’m hard up, I sing outside theatre queues in London,” Rock returned modestly. “So I’ll never starve.”




  “Man! That’s beautiful,” the policeman was still dazed with delight. Rock thought he ought to be paying more attention to the job in hand. He handed over the coffin for

  inspection.




  “That will do nicely. How much?”




  Rock told him, making some attempt to introduce the solemnity which he considered correct for the occasion. Owen explained that he already had four daughters, (look you!) two sets of twins, the

  fact that this last one was still-born was a mercy, really it was, a bloomin’ mercy.




  Stargill was not quite big enough to have its own police station; it shared with a neighbouring village where the resident police officer lived.




  Sergeant Gryffyd Owen was attached to the subdivision in the nearest town and lived in the village only owing to an unusual set of circumstances.




  As the young police officer, he had served in various parts of the county but he had been “born and bred up” in the village of Stargill and, when his widowed mother died and left

  him her small house in Stargill, Police Officer Owen, recently married, applied for permission to live there and to go daily into the town to work. This was only allowed until a flat became

  available for him but by that time he had been promoted to the rank of sergeant and had become the father of two.




  New accommodation was being built and when it was ready for the Owens to occupy, Mrs. Owen’s continued fertility made it inconvenient to move, so, once again, the family were allowed to

  stay where they were. And though he knew it was only temporary, Sergeant Owen thoroughly enjoyed living in his native village as an ordinary inhabitant; he allowed his wife to hang rows of nappies

  to dry in the front garden; he played ball with his little girls on this same patch of grass; he drank with his friends at the Pack Horse and yet, when the occasion arose, he held forth on the Law

  and other arbitrary matters with authority and was treated with respect.




  News travels fast and on the evening of the day on which Sergeant Owen buried his still-born daughter, Rock was asked to sing the negro lament in the Pack Horse.

OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
JOAN
FLEMING

THE MAN FROM NOWHERE

‘Spooky, witty, always convincing’
Sunday Telegraph






OEBPS/html/docimages/logo.jpg





OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





