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    This single-author collection brings together a series of narratives by Ethel M. Dell under one unifying banner, offering readers a concentrated encounter with her mature romantic craft. Rather than attempting to present a complete body of work, it assembles a coherent selection that displays range and continuity: an extended opening sequence arranged in chapters is followed by further self-contained pieces. The purpose is twofold: to showcase Dell’s command of sustained storytelling alongside briefer forms, and to trace recurrent images and concerns as they echo from one narrative to the next. Read as a whole, the volume functions as a portrait of an author’s methods, preoccupations, and tonal breadth.

The contents are prose fiction throughout, encompassing a mix of shorter tales and longer narratives that unfold across multiple chapters and, in one instance, a prologue. Some pieces operate with the concision and focus of short stories; others possess the amplitude of novellas, with room for reversals, deepened character arcs, and carefully staged climaxes. The variety of lengths and structures reflects Dell’s facility with different narrative tempos while maintaining a consistent emphasis on storytelling momentum. No plays, poems, essays, letters, or diaries are included; this is a unified selection of fiction designed to be read as individual works and as an interrelated suite.

A set of unifying themes binds these narratives into a larger design. Recurring images of currents, tides, voyages, circles, and havens furnish a vocabulary for charting inward movement—desire surging against duty, peril giving way to refuge, stillness disturbed by an unforeseen swell. Within these shifting conditions, Dell examines fidelity, courage, and the possibility of redemption. Her protagonists often face crises that demand steadfastness and sacrifice, and the drama lies as much in moral choice as in outward conflict. The collection’s metaphoric fabric turns elemental forces into emblems of psychological weather, linking story after story through resonant patterns rather than shared characters or settings.

The volume’s internal architecture enhances its thematic coherence. A multi-chapter opening arc modulates from quiet beginnings to gathering pressure, its sectional rhythm emphasizing thresholds and turning points. Subsequent narratives pivot to fresh situations and tonal registers, yet they continue the exploration of balance and imbalance—between watching and acting, solitude and solidarity, retreat and return. These pieces can be read independently, but their juxtaposition invites conversation among them: recurring motifs are reframed, questions posed in one story receive intriguingly altered answers in another, and the reader experiences variations on Dell’s key concerns as if moving across a series of linked chambers.

Stylistically, Dell favors clarity of line and an unembarrassed emotional candor that was widely read in the early twentieth century. Her scenes are built for impact: direct dialogue carries moral pressure, while compact descriptive strokes mirror inner disturbance or repose. Chapter divisions often coincide with decisive moments, preserving momentum and making even the longer pieces feel taut. She writes earnestly rather than ironically, cultivating sympathy for characters who must navigate competing loyalties. Familiar romantic elements—misunderstanding, devotion, risk—are orchestrated with a storyteller’s ear for crescendo and release, and with recurrent imagery that lends her narratives an added layer of symbolic coherence.

Considered as a whole, the collection is significant for how it distills the conventions and appeal of popular romantic fiction in its era while also displaying the author’s particular stamp. It demonstrates how narrative urgency can coexist with a marked moral compass, and how symbols drawn from the natural world can deepen the emotional stakes without recourse to elaborate exposition. The selection offers a compact vantage on Dell’s craft: not exhaustive, but representative, and attentive to the interplay of sentiment and suspense that helped define her readership. As such, it serves both as an introduction for new readers and a synthesis for admirers.

For contemporary audiences, the value of this collection lies in its layered readability. Taken one by one, the stories provide swift immersion and satisfying emotional arcs; read consecutively, they reveal a network of motifs—ebb and surge, loss and landing, distance and return—that enrich each subsequent tale. The prose is accessible, the stakes are clearly drawn, and the ethical questions remain recognizable: how to love well, how to be brave, and how to find safe passage through storm. This volume invites both enjoyment and reflection, illuminating why Dell’s narrative steadfastness and symbolic economy continue to register beyond their original moment.
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    Ethel May Dell (1881–1939), born in Streatham, London, wrote popular romantic fiction that bridged the Edwardian era and the interwar years. Her breakout success, The Way of an Eagle (1911), established the intense emotional register, moral earnestness, and frontier or coastal settings that recur throughout The Tidal Wave and Other Stories. Writing from England but imagining imperial and maritime worlds, Dell addressed a mass readership hungry for tales of courage, devotion, and redemption. By the time this collection appeared in London in the early 1920s, she had become a best-selling author whose narratives spoke to readers negotiating upheavals in love, class, and empire.

The imperial context of the British Raj underpins many of Dell’s character types and scenarios, even when scenes unfold in England. Anglo-Indian society—Simla in the Himalayan foothills, cantonments in the Punjab, the North-West Frontier—had long supplied British fiction with officers, memsahibs, and moral tests tied to duty and honor. The Indian Councils Acts (1892, 1909) and the reverberations of 1857 remained part of the cultural memory that lent gravity to desert marches, jungle risks, and colonial isolation. The oscillation between homeland and outpost—letters, furloughs, and long journeys—energizes recurring motifs of return, rescue, and reckoning found across this collection.

The First World War (1914–1918) profoundly shaped the emotional climate in which Dell wrote and her readers interpreted romance. Britain’s naval convoys, U-boat losses, and home-front vigilance produced a maritime imagination in which storms and shipwrecks resonated with national anxiety. The Titanic disaster (1912) and the sinking of the Lusitania (1915) had already framed the sea as both pathway and peril; hence titles evoking tides, deep waters, long voyages, and safe havens carried a heightened charge after Armistice. Demobilization, shell shock, and mourning—compounded by the 1918–1920 influenza pandemic—inflected themes of endurance, sacrificial love, and the hard-won promise of a harbor.

Shifting gender relations inform Dell’s heroines and heroes. The Representation of the People Act (1918) enfranchised many women over 30, and the Equal Franchise Act (1928) later extended the vote at 21. The Sex Disqualification (Removal) Act (1919) opened professions, while the Matrimonial Causes Act (1923) eased divorce, altering the stakes of courtship and marriage. Against this legal backdrop, Dell’s narratives balance chivalric protection with female agency, dramatizing negotiations between passion and propriety. Modern leisure—motoring, seaside holidays, dance halls—contrasts with inherited codes of guardianship and honor. Across these stories, domestic “safe havens” are claimed rather than merely endowed, echoing contemporary debates over companionate marriage.

Dell’s career unfolded within the late-Victorian and Edwardian book trade shaped by the Net Book Agreement (1900), which stabilized prices and fueled circulating libraries. Titles by London houses such as Cassell & Company and Hodder & Stoughton reached readers through Boots Booklovers’ Library and W. H. Smith’s railway bookstalls. Short stories and novellas flourished amid wartime paper controls (from 1917), encouraging compact forms later gathered into volumes like The Tidal Wave and Other Stories. Advertising in mass-circulation newspapers (e.g., the Daily Mail) and serialized fiction in popular magazines created national audiences that could follow Dell’s recurring concerns—crisis, rescue, and moral awakening—across multiple pieces.

Contemporary cultural debates helped define Dell’s reputation. The period’s “highbrow versus lowbrow” controversy—later codified by critics like Q. D. Leavis in Fiction and the Reading Public (1932)—targeted bestselling romances even as they sold in the hundreds of thousands. Writers and humorists such as P. G. Wodehouse and Saki jokingly invoked “Ethel M. Dell” as shorthand for passionate melodrama, confirming her fame. Silent-film adaptations of her novels in the late 1910s and early 1920s by British studios (including Stoll Picture Productions) and American companies widened her reach, reinforcing the cross-media appeal of tropes also present here: the perilous journey, the steadfast lover, and the hard-earned embrace.

Intellectual currents of the early twentieth century colored Dell’s imagery and choice of titles. The popularization of mythic thinking through James G. Frazer’s The Golden Bough (expanded 1890–1915) made figures like the Minotaur familiar metaphors for entrapment and ordeal. The spread of psychoanalytic ideas—Sigmund Freud’s work gained English readers before and after his 1913 London lectures—legitimized introspective “visions” and the language of inner storms. Postwar spiritualism and the Society for Psychical Research provided a vocabulary for yearning and presence across distance. Simultaneously, the Georgian poets’ pastoral revival lent dignity to midsummer light, moonlit coasts, and garden enclosures that serve as stages for moral testing and renewal.

Dell’s later life underscores the continuity of these themes. She married Lieutenant-Colonel Gerald Tahourdin Savage in 1925 and settled at Frinton-on-Sea, Essex, remaining within sight and sound of the maritime horizon that haunts this collection. She died in 1939, as Britain braced for another war, closing a career that had tracked a nation from Edwardian confidence to interwar uncertainty. Read together, the voyages, visions, boons, and returns in The Tidal Wave and Other Stories gather experiences common between roughly 1911 and the early 1930s: departures to imperial stations, separations and shocks of war, and the arduous search for a haven where love and duty may finally coincide.
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    The Tidal Wave (Ch. I–XII: Still Waters; The Passion-Flower; The Minotaur; The Rising Tide; Midsummer Morning; The Midsummer Moon; The Death Current; The Boon; The Vision; The Long Voyage; Deep Waters; The Safe Haven)

In a quiet coastal community, a seemingly steady attachment is overwhelmed by a surge of passion and peril; mounting emotional and literal dangers at sea push the principals toward a decisive choice between ruin and refuge.

The Magic Circle

A woman hemmed in by obligation and social pressure finds an unexpected sanctuary in steadfast devotion, as a protective bond challenges pride, fear, and the claims of the outside world.

The Looker-On (Ch. I–X)

A self-effacing observer is drawn from the margins into the heart of a romantic crisis, where intervention exposes hidden loyalties and awakens his own capacity for love.

The Second Fiddle

Long overshadowed by a more dazzling rival, the protagonist is forced by circumstance to take the lead, revealing the quiet strength and constancy that reframe a faltering romance.

The Woman of His Dream (Prologue; Ch. I–XI)

A man pursues the ideal he has long imagined, and the pursuit steadily confronts him with the gap between fantasy and reality as both parties learn what enduring love demands.

The Return Game (Ch. I–XIV)

Estranged lovers meet again and engage in a wary contest of wills; strategic pride gives way to candor as they test whether forgiveness and trust can restore them to each other.
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STILL WATERS
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Rufus the Red sat on the edge of his boat with his hands clasped between his knees, staring at nothing. His nets were spread to dry in the sun; the morning's work was done. Most of the other men had lounged into their cottages for the midday meal, but the massive red giant sitting on the shore in the merciless heat of noon did not seem to be thinking of physical needs.

His eyes under their shaggy red brows were fixed with apparent concentration upon his red, hairy legs. Now and then his bare toes gripped the moist sand almost savagely, digging deep furrows; but for the most part he sat in solid contemplation.

There was only one other man within sight along that sunny stretch of sand—a small, dark man with a shaggy, speckled beard and quick, twinkling eyes. He was at work upon a tangled length of tarred rope, pulling and twisting with much energy and deftness to straighten out the coil, so that it leaped and writhed in his hands like a living thing.

He whistled over the job cheerily and tunelessly, glancing now and again with a keen, birdlike intelligence towards the motionless figure twenty yards away that sat with bent head broiling in the sun. His task seemed a hopeless one, but he tackled it as if he enjoyed it. His brown hands worked with a will. He was plainly one to make the best of things, and not to be lightly discouraged—a man of resolution, as the coxswain of the Spear Point lifeboat needed to be.

After ten minutes of unremitting toil he very suddenly ceased to whistle and sent a brisk hail across the stretch of sand that intervened between himself and the solitary fisherman on the edge of the boat.

"Hi—Rufus—Rufus—ahoy!"

The fiery red head turned in his direction without either alacrity or interest. The fixed eyes came out of their trance-like study and took in the blue-jerseyed, energetic figure that worked so actively at the knotted hemp. There was something rather wonderful about those eyes. They were of the deep, intense blue of a spirit-fed flame—the blue of the ocean when a storm broods below the horizon.

He made no verbal answer to the hail; only after a moment or two he got slowly to his feet and began leisurely to cross the sand.

The older man did not watch his progress. His brown, lined face was bent again over his task.

Rufus the Red drew near and paused. "Want anything?"

He spoke from his chest, in a voice like a deep-toned bell. His arms hung slack at his sides, but the muscles stood out on them like ropes.

The coxswain of the lifeboat gave his head a brief, upward jerk without looking at him. "That curly-topped chap staying at The Ship," he said, "he came messing round after me this morning, wanted to know would I take him out with the nets one day. I told him maybe you would."

"What did you do that for?" said Rufus.

The coxswain shot him a brief and humorous glance. "I always give you the plums if I can, my boy," he said. "I said to him, 'Me and my son, we're partners. Going out with him is just the same as going out with me, and p'raps a bit better, for he's got the better boat.' So he sheered off, and said maybe he'd look you up in the evening."

"Maybe I shan't be there," commented Rufus.

The coxswain chuckled, and lashed out an end of rope, narrowly missing his son's brawny legs. "He's not such a soft one as he looks, that chap," he observed. "Not by no manner of means. Do you know what Columbine thinks of him?"

"How should I know?" said Rufus.

He stooped with an abrupt movement that had in it a hint of savagery, and picked up the end of rope that lay jerking at his feet.

"Tell you what, Adam," he said. "If that chap values his health he'll keep clear of me and my boat."

Everyone called the coxswain Adam, even his son and partner, Rufus the Red. No two men could have formed a more striking contrast than they, but their partnership was something more than a business relation. They were friends—friends on a footing of equality, and had been such ever since Rufus—the giant baby who had cost his mother her life—had first closed his resolute fist upon his father's thumb.

That was five-and-twenty years ago now, and for eighteen of those years the two had dwelt alone together in their cottage on the cliff in complete content. Then—seven years back—Adam the coxswain had unexpectedly tired of his widowed state and taken to himself a second wife.

This was Mrs. Peck, of The Ship, a widow herself of some years' standing, plump, amiable, prosperous, who in marrying Adam would have gladly opened her doors to Adam's son also had the son been willing to avail himself of her hospitality.

But Rufus had preferred independence in the cottage of his birth, and in this cottage he had lived alone since his father's defection.

It was a dainty little cottage, perched in an angle of the cliff, well apart from all the rest and looking straight down upon the great Spear Point. He tended the strip of garden with scrupulous care, and it made a bright spot of colour against the brown cliff-side. A rough path, steep and winding, led up from the beach below, and about half-way up a small gate, jealously padlocked in the owner's absence, guarded Rufus's privacy. He never invited any one within that gate. Occasionally his father would saunter up with his evening pipe and sit in the little porch of his old home looking through the purple clematis flowers out to sea while he exchanged a few commonplace remarks with his son, who never broke his own silence unless he had something to say. But no other visitor ever intruded there.

Rufus had acquired the reputation of a hermit, and it kept all the rest at bay. He had lived his own life for so long that solitude had grown upon him as moss clings to a stone[1q]. He did not seem to feel the need of human companionship. He lived apart.

Sometimes, indeed, he would go down to The Ship in the evening and lounge in the bar with the rest, but even there his solitude still wrapped him round. He never expanded, however genial the atmosphere.

The other men treated him with instinctive respect. He was powerful enough to thrash any two of them, and no one cared to provoke him to wrath. For Rufus in anger was a veritable mad bull.

"Leave him alone! He's not safe!" was the general advice and warning of his fellows, and none but Adam ever interfered with him.

Just recently, however, Adam had begun to take a somewhat quizzical interest in the welfare of his son. It had been an established custom ever since his second marriage that Rufus should eat his Sunday dinner at the family table down at The Ship. Mrs. Peck—Adam's wife was never known by any other title, just as the man's own surname had dropped into such disuse that few so much as knew what it was—had made an especial point of this, and Rufus had never managed to invent any suitable excuse for refusing. He never remained long after the meal was eaten. When all the other fisher-lads were walking the cliffs with their own particular lasses, Rufus was wont to trudge back to his hermitage and draw his mantle of solitude about him once more. He had never walked with any lass. Whether from shyness or surliness, he had held consistently aloof from such frivolous pastimes. If a girl ever cast a saucy look his way the brooding blue eyes never seemed aware of it. In speech with womenkind he was always slow and half-reluctant. That his great bull-like physique could by any means be an object of admiration was a possibility that he never seemed to contemplate. In fact, he seemed expectant of ridicule rather than appreciation.

In his boyhood he had fought several tough fights with certain lads who had dared to scoff at his red hair. Sam Jefferson, who lived down on the quay, still bore the marks of one such battle in the absence of two front teeth. But he did not take affront from womenkind. He looked over their heads, and went his way in massive unconcern.

But lately a change had come into his life—such a change as made Adam's shrewd dark eyes twinkle whenever they glanced in his son's direction, comprehending that the days of Rufus's tranquillity were ended.

A witch had come to live at The Ship, such a witch as had never before danced along the Spear Point sands. Her name was Maria Peck, and she was the daughter of Mrs. Peck's late lamented husband's vagabond brother—"a seafaring man and a wastrel if ever there was one," as Mrs. Peck was often heard to declare. He had picked up with and eventually married a Spanish pantomime girl up London way, so Mrs. Peck's information went, and Maria had been the child of their union.

No one called her Maria. Her mother had named her Columbine, and Columbine she had become to all who knew her. Her mother dying when she was only three, Columbine had been left to the sole care of her wastrel father. And he, then a skipper of a small cargo steamer plying across the North Sea, had placed her in the charge of a spinster aunt who kept an infants' school in a little Kentish village near the coast. Here, up to the age of seventeen, Columbine had lived and been educated; but the old schoolmistress had worn out at last, and on her death-bed had sent for Mrs. Peck, as being the girl's only remaining relative, her father having drifted out of her ken long since.

Mrs. Peck had nobly risen to the occasion. She had no daughter of her own; she could do with a daughter. But when she saw Columbine she sucked up her breath.

"My, but she'll be a care!" was her verdict.

"She don't know—how lovely she is," the dying woman had whispered. "Don't tell her!"

And Mrs. Peck had staunchly promised to keep the secret, so far as lay in her power.

That had happened six months before, and Columbine was out of mourning now. She had come into the Spear Point community like a shy bird, a little slip of a thing, upright as a dart, with a fashion of holding her head that kept all familiarity at bay. But the shyness had all gone now. The girlish immaturity was fast vanishing in soft curves and tender lines. And the beauty of her!—the beauty of her was as the gold of a summer morning breaking over a pearly sea.

She was a creature of light and laughter, but there were in her odd little streaks of unconsidered impulse that testified to a passionate soul. She would flash into a temper over a mere trifle, and then in a moment flash back into mirth and amiability.

"You can't call her bad-tempered," said Mrs. Peck. "But she's sharp—she's certainly sharp."

"Ay, and she's got a will of her own," commented Adam. "But she's your charge, missus, not mine. It's my belief you'll find her a bit of a handful before you've done. But don't you ask me to interfere! It's none o' my job."

"Lor' bless you," chuckled Mrs. Peck, "I'd as soon think of asking Rufus!"

Adam grunted at this light reference to his son. "Rufus ain't such a fool as he looks," he rejoined.

"Lor' sakes! Whoever said he was?" protested the equable Mrs. Peck. "I've a great respect for Rufus. It wasn't that I meant—not by any manner o' means."

What she had meant did not transpire, and Adam did not pursue the subject to inquire. He also had a respect for Rufus.

It was not long after that brief conversation that he began to notice a change in his son. He made no overtures of friendship to the dainty witch at The Ship, but he took the trouble to make himself extremely respectable when he made his weekly appearance there. He kept his shag of red hair severely cropped. He attired himself in navy serge, and wore a collar.

Adam's keen eyes took in the change and twinkled. Columbine's eyes twinkled too. She had begun by being almost absurdly shy in the presence of the young fisherman who sat so silently at his father's table, but that phase had wholly passed away. She treated him now with a kindly condescension, such as she might have bestowed upon a meek-souled dog. All the other men—with the exception of Adam, whom she frankly liked—she overlooked with the utmost indifference. They were plainly lesser animals than dogs.

"She'll look high," said Mrs. Peck. "The chaps here ain't none of her sort."

And again Adam grunted.

He was fond of Columbine, took her out in his boat, spun yarns for her, gave her such treasures from the sea as came his way—played, in fact, a father's part, save that from the very outset he was very careful to assume no authority over her. That responsibility was reserved for Mrs. Peck, whose kindly personality made the bare idea seem absurd.

And so to a very great extent Columbine had run wild. But the warm responsiveness of her made her easy to manage as a general rule, and Mrs. Peck's government was by no means exacting.

"Thank goodness, she's not one to run after the men!" was her verdict after the first six months of Columbine's sojourn.

That the men would have run after her had they received the smallest encouragement to do so was a fact that not one of them would have disputed. But with dainty pride she kept them at a distance, and none had so far attempted to cross the invisible boundary that she had so decidedly laid down.

And then with the summer weather had come the stranger—had come Montagu Knight. Young, handsome, and self-assured, he strolled into The Ship one day for tea, having tramped twelve miles along the coast from Spearmouth, on the other side of the Point. And the next day he came again to stay.

He had been there for nearly three weeks now, and he seemed to have every intention of remaining. He was an artist, and the sketches he made were numerous and—like himself—full of decision. He came and went among the fishermen's little thatched cottages, selecting here, refusing there, exactly according to fancy.

They had been inclined to resent his presence at first—it was certainly no charitable impulse that moved Adam to call him "the curly-topped chap"—but now they were getting used to him. For there was no gainsaying the fact that he had a way with him, at least so far as the women-folk of the community were concerned.

He could keep Mrs. Peck chuckling for an hour at a time in the evening, when the day's work was over. And Columbine—Columbine had a trill of laughter in her voice whenever she spoke to him. He liked to hear her play the guitar and sing soft songs in the twilight. Adam liked it too. He was wont to say that it reminded him of a young blackbird learning to sing. For Columbine was as yet very shy of her own talent. She kept in the shallows, as it were, in dread of what the deep might hold.

Knight was very kind to her, but he was never extravagant in his praise. He was quite unlike any other man of her acquaintance. His touch was always so sure. He never sought her out, though he was invariably quite pleased to see her. The dainty barrier of pride that fenced her round did not exist for him. She did not need to keep him at a distance. He could be intimate without being familiar.

And intimate he had become. There was no disputing it. From the first, with his easy savoir-faire, he had waived ceremony, till at length there was no ceremony left between them. He treated her like a lady. What more could the most exacting demand?

And yet Adam continued to call him "the curly-topped chap," and turned him over to his son Rufus when he requested permission to go out in his boat.

And Rufus—Rufus turned with a gesture of disgust after the utterance of his half-veiled threat, and spat with savage emphasis upon the sand.

Adam uttered a chuckle that was not wholly unsympathetic, and began deftly to coil the now disentangled rope.

"Do you know what I'd do—if I was in your place?" he said.

Rufus made a sound that was strictly noncommittal.

Adam's quick eyes flung him a birdlike glance. "Why don't you come along to The Ship and smoke a pipe with your old father of an evening?" he said. "Once a week's not enough, not, that is, if you—" He broke off suddenly, caught by a whistle that could not be resisted.

Rufus was regarding the horizon with those brooding eyes of vivid blue.

Abruptly Adam ceased to whistle. "When I was a young chap," he said, "I didn't keep my courting for Sundays only. I didn't dress up, mind you. That weren't my way. But I'd go along in my jersey and invite her out for a bit of a cruise in the old boat. They likes a cruise, Rufus. You try it, my boy! You try it!"

The rope lay in an orderly coil at his feet, and he straightened himself, rubbing his hands on his trousers. His son remained quite motionless, his eyes still fixed as though he heard not.

Adam stood up beside him, shrewdly alert. He had never before ventured to utter words of counsel on this delicate subject. But having started, he was minded to make a neat job of it. Adam had never been the man to leave a thing half done.

"Go to it, Rufus!" he said, dropping his voice confidentially. "Don't be afraid to show your mettle[2q]! Don't be crowded out by that curly-topped chap! You're worth a dozen of him. Just you let her know it, that's all!"

OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
®
e e 000000 0 0
o o o o °

o 08 060 0 o

®© ® 000060000000 0 0
* e 20 00 0 0 0 °
© o000 0 0
o o

The Tidal

Wave and
Other Stories






OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4057664146960.jpg
Ethel M. Dell

The Bars 0f Iron

i Radied





OEBPS/text/00002.png





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066244705.jpg
Ethel M. Dell

The Obstacle Race





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066242640.jpg
Ethel M. Dell

The Odds





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066227272.jpg
Ethel M. Dell

The Safety
Curtain, and
Other Stories





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/4064066243760.jpg
e

Rosa Mundi
and Other
Stories






