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PART ONE









Chapter 1


If it had not been such a rain-lashed, windy evening, the people who jostled the pavements of Camden Town might have noticed something a little odd about a white-haired elderly gentleman who made his way against the steady flow of the crowd. But they shivered as they left the warm brightness of the Underground station and, burying their chins deep in the lapels of their coats, butted their way out into the driving rain seeing nothing but the puddled pavements and a great multitude of hurrying feet.


Perhaps the strangest thing about the old man was that he walked upright, untroubled by the cold needles of the rain. And though he moved against the press of the crowd, he never once stepped aside, but passed through the groups of burly workmen, the thin-faced office boys, the breathless, scampering girls, without seeming to touch any of them.


He moved purposefully, past the neon-lit self-service laundry and the shuttered fish-shop, past the busy greengrocer’s spilling its wooden boxes and pyramids of bright fruit across the pavement outside, until he reached a row of terraced houses which stood back from the road behind wilderness gardens. Here he paused uncertainly and stared at the first house which lay in a pool of shadow behind a stunted tree. A small light shone from the basement window, making a halo of brightness on the rain outside. The old man turned and, making his way along the path and down the steps, he tapped hesitantly upon the basement door.


The woman who opened it was still young and would have been pretty if she had not looked so tired.


‘Mrs … er … Mrs Allen,’ inquired the old man. He sounded strangely nervous.


The woman nodded cautiously and at once he launched into a little speech like a doorstep salesman uncertain of his reception. ‘I represent a firm of solicitors, madam, the firm of Blunden, Blunden, Claverton and … ’


‘I suppose it’s about the rent?’


The woman’s interruption seemed to throw the old man completely. He stopped his speech abruptly and looked deeply hurt at being suspected of so unwelcome a mission. He shook his head several times reproachfully and seemed to have difficulty in finding the broken thread of his thoughts.


‘Indeed no!’ he said at last. ‘I am not a debt-collector. I am a senior partner in the firm of Blunden, Blunden, Claverton and … dear me … now what is that young fellow’s name … ?’ He paused absent-mindedly and gazed up thoughtfully into the falling rain. ‘Well, no matter’ – he recollected himself – ‘the important thing is that the news I bring will, I am sure, prove entirely welcome.’


The woman looked doubtful, as if she no longer believed in good news. Then she shivered: it was cold standing in the doorway. ‘You’d better come in,’ she said, ‘out of the rain.’


The room was small and crowded and untidy. There was a pool of light over a table to one side where a boy and a girl sat eating their tea. The boy started to his feet as they came in but the old man stopped him. ‘No, no!’ he said with grave courtesy, ‘pray continue. It is I who must apologize for disturbing your meal.’


‘Do sit down,’ said the woman, moving some knitting from a chair by the fire, ‘and perhaps you would like a cup of tea?’


‘The chair I accept gratefully,’ said the old man, ‘but the tea I must decline. It is many years since I have been … er … allowed to drink it. But if you will pour some for yourself and sit with me for a moment, I will come straight to the purpose of my visit.’


The woman did as she was told. Clutching her cup in nervous hands, she perched herself on the edge of a chair and waited as if for another blow to fall.


The children ate steadily, watching their mother and their unexpected visitor with unmoving eyes. The boy thought: He’s a weird old thing. His clothes are so old-fashioned and he talks like someone out of David Copperfield. The girl noticed that his clothes were not steaming in the heat of the fire. They seemed to be quite dry although he had not carried an umbrella. But it was only a small fire, she told herself, and as he was outside the circle of the overhead light, it was hard to be certain whether he was wet or not.


‘I will not … er … stand upon ceremony,’ the old man began. ‘I shall come … er … straight to the point … ’ But he seemed curiously reluctant to do so.


The boy wondered if he was an encyclopedia salesman. If he is, he thought, he’s wasting his time on us. We couldn’t afford a Penguin between us.


But when the old man finally overcame his embarrassment enough to finish his sentence, it turned out that he was offering not twenty-eight matched volumes, but a job or rather, as he put it, ‘a responsible position’.


Mrs Allen was so surprised that she could not answer at first, and misunderstanding her silence the old man said anxiously, ‘I trust I have not offended you by making such a suggestion. I realize that a lady like yourself … ’ He paused miserably and then added by way of apology, ‘I had reason to believe that the … er … money might be useful to you.’


The woman took pity on him: she gave him a sad smile, half of gratitude and half of disappointment. ‘Why should I be offended?’ she asked. ‘It is true that the money would be very useful and I have often thought of taking a job, but I have the baby to consider. He’s not a year old yet and he has never been very strong. I couldn’t leave him with strangers while I went out to work.’


‘No, no, of course not!’ said the old man soothingly. ‘That is why the position I mention would be most suitable for you. Perhaps you would allow me to explain a little further?’


Mrs Allen nodded and he went on, ‘My firm is seeking a reliable person to act as … er … as caretaker to a property which is in our charge. The last owner, a Mr Latimer, died some time ago without direct heirs and we are endeavouring to trace more distant relatives. So far, alas, we have met with little success and indeed it seems at times that there are none surviving. In the meantime, the house must be cared for, and for … er … various reasons we have had difficulty in finding anyone willing to take the post. It is the … um … the remoteness, you understand. It is a very fine house and pleasantly situated but it stands alone some way from the nearest village. There is a rent-free, caretaker’s cottage attached to the house and your duties would be very light, nothing more than a regular inspection of the house to see that all is in order. A woman comes up from the village to do what cleaning is necessary and the local builder is at hand for any repairs that may be required, but we are anxious that there should be someone living on the premises at all times.’


The old man paused. The woman said nothing. She seemed almost unable to grasp what he was saying, unable to believe in an offer that so completely answered all her needs.


‘The country air would be most beneficial to the children,’ he continued, ‘and the remoteness may, perhaps, encourage you to concentrate on your music.’ He hesitated a moment and then added enticingly, ‘There is a very fine piano in the music-room.’


The girl stopped eating and stared at the old man. How had he known that their mother had once … ?


Mrs Allen said abruptly, ‘I don’t play any more. I haven’t played for a long time, not since … ’ Her voice trailed away.


‘Not since your husband’s death,’ prompted the old man gently and she nodded without speaking. ‘It was a tragic accident … A tragic accident,’ he repeated, ‘and our loss as well as your own. It is rare to find a young man with such great talent.’


The widow’s pride overcame her sadness. ‘They had only just begun to realize how good he was,’ she said. ‘We were so thrilled when he was invited to conduct some of his own music in New York.’


‘Ah, yes, indeed,’ said the old man. ‘It must have given him a particular satisfaction to know that his work was appreciated in his own country.’


‘Yes, it did, especially since he had been away for so long. We met in Paris, you know, when we were both students’ – she smiled as she remembered – ‘and after we were married and the children were born, we decided to settle in London. Dick had no close relatives in the States and he was happy here. He used to say that he was a throw-back because he felt so much at home in England.’


Listening to the conversation, the boy had grown uneasy. He wondered how the old man came to know so much about them. He had obviously been snooping around asking questions, but why? and why had he chosen them? Perhaps he was looking for a family with no relatives to miss them. He would lure them all to this dark old house, and they would never be heard of again. He remembered a book he had once read about a mad old professor …


The girl was watching her mother and she marvelled to see her talking so freely of the husband who was dead. She never talks to anyone about him, she thought, not even to us. The past is like a room with a locked door that we must never open. And yet she was talking away to the old man, almost as if she were talking to herself, almost as if he was not really there.


‘He wanted to take us all with him, but of course we couldn’t afford it and I was expecting the baby, so he went alone.’ She was silent for a moment, then she began again in a rush of words. ‘When the cable came we were all so excited. We thought it must be good news, you see, and then, when we saw … a car-crash … ’ She seemed to be on the point of tears and the girl rose quietly and went to put her arm round her mother’s shoulders. The movement startled her, as if she had forgotten the children; she even glanced at the old man with some surprise as though she had indeed been talking to herself. ‘Well,’ she said awkwardly, ‘I haven’t felt like playing since then.’


The old man sighed. ‘You have my deepest sympathy,’ he said, ‘but you must try to believe me when I say that time will heal your grief.’


The woman made no answer but almost unconsciously shook her head.


‘You don’t believe me now, but you will find that it is true. I am an old man … a very old man … and I have learned wisdom the hard way. It is not grief that scars, but guilt; not the blows we suffer, but the injuries we do to others … ’ His words faded and there was a long silence. Then he seemed to recollect his mission. He leaned forward into the light of the fire. ‘Come now,’ he said earnestly, ‘grasp this opportunity if only for the children’s sakes, to take them away from this place.’


The woman reddened slightly, feeling the criticism that his words implied. She glanced around the room with its gloomy paintwork and damp-stained walls. ‘It is awful, isn’t it,’ she said, ‘but it was the best I could find. Housing is such a problem when you have children. There were so many debts and so little money. Dick wasn’t one to plan ahead. He used to joke and say that musicians and artists are the lilies of the field and that God provides for them.’


‘Perhaps he does,’ said the old man, ‘perhaps he does … ’


Suddenly the woman smiled and the boy, watching her from the table corner, saw again for a moment why he had always thought her beautiful. She glanced up at the old man and asked, ‘Did he send you directly?’


But he seemed strangely flustered by the suggestion. ‘No, no!’ he said, ‘I am only an old man anxious to help.’ He seemed to withdraw into himself. ‘But he moves in so mysterious a way,’ he muttered, ‘it is possible that even I, unworthy as I am, may serve some purpose.’ A look of deep gloom spread over his face.


‘I’m sorry,’ said the woman gently. ‘I didn’t mean to distress you. But if you mean your offer of a house and a job, then to us you are a Godsend.’


Before the old man could answer, the sound of a baby’s piercing cry came from the back room.


Mrs Allen rose to her feet anxiously. ‘Oh, dear,’ she said, ‘he’s had such a cold and I think he suffers from earache. Please excuse me while I do something for him,’ and she hurried from the room.


Left behind, the children and their visitor sat in an uncomfortable silence.


After a while, the old man cleared his throat as if he were about to speak. Then he glanced anxiously at the children and cleared his throat again. But he said nothing.


The girl, feeling it her duty to put him at his ease, gathered up her courage and asked, ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t like a cup of tea?’


‘Thank you … um … er … Lucy, my dear. It doesn’t agree with me, I fear. But I wonder,’ he paused and seemed to search for the right words, ‘now that we are alone I wonder if I might ask you both a question. I hesitate because it is rather an unusual question and hope that you will consider it seriously.’


‘Of course,’ said the boy cheerfully, ‘you fire away,’ but he thought: if he asks whether we have any surviving relatives, I shall know just what he’s up to.


But the question took even him by surprise. ‘Do you think you would be afraid,’ asked the old man cautiously, ‘if you saw … um … er, that is to say, if you saw … a ghost?’


Lucy stopped trying to work out how he had known her name and shivered. But she considered the question seriously as he had asked. She decided that she would be absolutely terrified but she wasn’t going to admit that in front of her brother so she said, ‘I think I should be just a little bit scared.’


The boy thought her answer very dull. ‘I think it would really depend on what kind of ghost it was,’ he said. ‘I mean if it was just wandering around in a white sheet moaning a bit, well, it would be all right wouldn’t it? But I once read a story about a man who was going along a dark lane one night when he saw a figure in a long dark cloak and hood.’ He warmed to his subject, never noticing the growing gloom on the old man’s face. ‘Well, just when he was passing it the ghost, because it was a ghost, of course, turned round and threw back the cloak and it had no head, just a sort of grinning emptiness and below it a grisly skeleton. He screamed and ran away but it came after him and he felt its bony hand on his shoulder and … ’


‘I think that’s a lot of nonsense!’ interrupted Lucy. She could see that the old man didn’t like the story and she wasn’t keen herself. She knew that she would remember it if she woke up in the night. ‘After all,’ she said scornfully, ‘how could it grin if it had no head?’


The boy looked annoyed and the old man intervened.


‘It was not that sort of ghost that I had in mind, James, and indeed I do not believe that there are such visions. These ghosts would appear to you … well, very much like ordinary people: children of about your own age, perhaps, or even’ – he laughed creakily – ‘an old man such as myself.’


‘Oh, we wouldn’t be frightened of a ghost like that.’ Jamie was confident to the point of scorn. ‘I mean you wouldn’t know they were ghosts, would you? unless, of course, you could see through them and even that wouldn’t be very scary if their heads were in the right place.’


Lucy said nothing. She was looking at the old man closely: his narrow trousers would not have looked out of place on a teenager but they seemed odd for a man of his age. And there was something about his collar and the high folded cravat … He was gazing absently into the fire.


‘Sometimes,’ he began, ‘ghosts are people who come back seeking help. They are people who, during their lives, were not strong enough … or wise enough … or good enough to meet some challenge. They come seeking help because they cannot rest for the knowledge that they did harm and the longing to put it right … ’ His words were so soft they might have passed for an uneasy sighing but Lucy heard them. She dimly understood that he was talking about himself, but because he sounded so very sad, she was not afraid.


‘We would help you if we could,’ she said timidly.


The old man raised his head and she found herself gazing into dark, strangely transparent eyes. She shivered involuntarily and then smiled to make up for it.


The old man nodded. ‘I think you understand,’ he said. ‘Children do sometimes, but as they grow older they become less sensitive. They lose the power to believe … to believe … in the unlikely.’ He seemed to be murmuring to himself. ‘Once the meaning of words … have set rigidly in the mind, the incredible becomes the unbelievable … the possible and the impossible are irremediably sundered by a brief prefix … ’


The children listened in silence, having only the vaguest idea of what he was talking about, but pleased to find that he seemed to approve of them.


The old man made a sudden effort and gathered his thoughts. ‘When you come to the house,’ he told them, ‘you will hear strange tales. They will tell you in the village that it is haunted, but you must not be afraid. When the time comes … you will know what to do.’


‘We shan’t be afraid,’ said Jamie firmly, and Lucy added, ‘We will do what we can.’


‘Thank you,’ said the old man solemnly and he rose to his feet. ‘I must not stay,’ he said. ‘I fear I have already been too long.’


‘Shall I fetch Mummy?’ asked Lucy politely.


‘No time,’ said the old man nervously, ‘no time! But if you will ask her to call at my chambers tomorrow … ’ He moved in haste towards the door as though he might miss a train if he delayed.


‘Where is it?’ asked Jamie.


‘Sensible child … ’ The old man paused as Lucy opened the door. Fumbling in his pocket he produced a thin, yellowing card.


Jamie took it and read it and asked, ‘Will you be there?’


The old man shook his head. ‘I am … er, that is I was … ’ He seemed at a loss for words and Jamie suggested, ‘Retired?’


‘Retired!’ The old man gave a sad, hollow laugh. ‘Ah, if it were only so, an honourable retirement … But alas, the truth must be told: I am, or rather I was … struck off!’ He spoke the words in a whisper as if it was the most terrible thing in the world, but Jamie was quite relieved.


‘Is that all?’ he said. ‘I thought for a moment that you were going to say that you were dead!’


‘Dead!’ exclaimed the old man mournfully. ‘Why, death is nothing. To be dead is a mere detail, but to be struck off is the most shameful thing of all.’ He stood in the doorway, shaking his head sadly, and all the time he seemed to grow more frail and insubstantial. ‘Tomorrow,’ he said and his voice was faint. ‘Tell them … I sent you … Claverton will be there … or young … what’s … his … name … ’


Then he moved out into the shadowy garden and the wind and rain seemed to blow him away.









Chapter 2


Lucy poked her finger into the baby’s padded woollen tummy and watched him crow with delight. He thrust up his little thin arms at her and bubbled affection. She laughed and poked him again.


‘You two sound very happy.’


At the sound of her mother’s voice Lucy withdrew her finger hastily. I don’t know why I should feel guilty, she thought; but she did, perhaps because her mother could not hide the undertone of reproach in her voice. It isn’t that she doesn’t want us to be happy, thought Lucy; she just can’t understand how we can be, now that he is dead. It’s not so bad for us because we are old enough to understand, but it’s not fair to the baby. She loves him but she can’t play with him or laugh at him and, after all, it’s not his fault. She turned to look at her mother and seeing her lined face, went to put her arms around her.


‘He’s only a baby,’ she said defensively, ‘and I do love to hear him laugh.’


Her mother hugged her and looked down at her wriggling son. ‘My poor darlings,’ she said.


Lucy changed the subject. ‘What did Mrs Ryan say?’


‘Oh, she’ll be glad to keep an eye on him but I still wish I didn’t have to leave him. She’s always so busy with all those children and she is a bit slap-dash. But it’s too cold to take him out, so there’s nothing else for it. I only hope he doesn’t get one of those coughing fits; they wouldn’t even hear him with all that noise going on.’


Lucy thought the baby would love the cheerful rough-and-tumble of the Ryan household but she could see that her mother would worry so she said, ‘Why don’t you let me stay with him?’


‘Well, I don’t know … ’ Mrs Allen hesitated. ‘A house in the country, it’s such a chance for us, but I’m sure they’ll turn me down when they find there are three children.’


‘The old man seemed certain that you would get it.’


‘I know, Lucy, but you tell me he won’t even be there. Suppose they didn’t know when they sent him that there were three children?’


‘He seemed to know an awful lot about us,’ Lucy pointed out.


Mrs Allen frowned and considered. ‘No,’ she said, ‘I think you and Jamie had better come with me. People never believe you when you say that your children are quiet and well-behaved, but perhaps if they see you … ’


The door opened again and Jamie came in, loaded with shopping.


‘Phew!’ he said. ‘This lot weighs a ton but it’s mostly potatoes. I got everything on the list and there’s oneand-threepence change. I’ve almost given up Carter’s Stores, you know; there’s always a penny more on everything.’


Shopping was Jamie’s personal chore and he regarded it as a price war between himself and the local shopkeepers. He brought back the food like the spoils of battle and his change like a trophy.


‘You’d better put a clean shirt on,’ said his mother as she stacked the groceries in the corner cupboard. ‘And we mustn’t be long; I couldn’t bear it if someone else got there first. You have got the card with the address on it, haven’t you?’


Jamie fished in his pocket and brought out the small square of yellowed pasteboard. ‘Blunden, Blunden and Claverton, 7 Old Square Chambers, Lincoln’s Inn,’ he read from the fine copperplate. He frowned, ‘Now I wonder what could have happened to young whatsit?’


The sign on the polished brass plate said: Blunden, Claverton and Smith.


‘I suppose it is the same firm?’ said Mrs Allen doubtfully, already suspecting that the whole thing had been a dream.


‘Of course it is,’ said Lucy reassuringly. ‘Smith is the one the old man couldn’t remember.’


‘Ah!’ said Jamie solemnly, ‘and what became of the second Mr Blunden, that’s what I want to know?’


‘It might have been the first Mr Blunden,’ Lucy pointed out.


‘Oh no, I’m sure our old man was the first Mr Blunden, and he seemed all right.’


‘Yes, but he did say he had been … ’


‘James, Lucy, please! I’ve brought you along to show them how sensible you are. Don’t start one of your foolish arguments.’


The children’s faces fell. They could tell from the sharp edge on her voice how much the interview meant to their mother. Jamie took her hand and squeezed it.


‘Sorry,’ he said. ‘We’ll be absolute angels.’


She gave him a nervous smile. ‘I know, Jamie, but we mustn’t hope for too much.’


They made their way up a dark staircase until they found the names again on a glass door. After a moment’s hesitation, Mrs Allen drew a deep breath and they went in.


The room was larger and grander than they had expected from the outside, with sombre panelling on the walls. A young clerk rose from a desk at one side and came smoothly to meet them.


Mrs Allen went momentarily to pieces. ‘I’ve come about the job,’ she began, ‘a caretaker, Mr Blunden told us … ’


The young man raised one eyebrow in a rather superior way and said, ‘You have come about a job?’


Mrs Allen pulled herself together. ‘I understand,’ she said coolly, ‘that you are looking for a caretaker for a rather remote country house.’


The young man looked surprised. ‘The job has not yet been advertised,’ he said disapprovingly, ‘how did you come to … ’


‘Mr Blunden himself informed me of the vacancy and advised me to call on you. He gave me his card.’


Her mother’s manner was, thought Lucy, a shade uppity, but it seemed to impress the young man. Or perhaps it was the sight of old Mr Blunden’s card; he was staring hard enough at it.


Jamie wondered whether the young man was Smith and if he was upset at finding his name omitted.


The young man looked up from the card. ‘I see,’ he said, in the puzzled tones of one who obviously did not see. ‘You must forgive me if I was a trifle abrupt. Mr Blunden has not been at the office recently and I did not realize that he had taken a hand in this matter. If you will let me have your name, I will inform Mr Claverton that you are here.’


‘Well done, Mrs Allen!’ hissed Jamie while they waited for his return, and was pleased to see his mother smile. Funny, he thought, when people are kind and sympathetic, she gets sadder and sadder, but as soon as someone treats her unkindly she comes back fighting.


Mr Claverton came out of his office to greet them. He was a round, smiling, rather pompous little man.


‘Ah, Mrs Allen, this is a pleasure. And these are … er, your two children?’ He sounded as though he had not expected children and their hearts sank.


‘This is Lucy and this is James, and I have another child, a baby, at home,’ said Mrs Allen firmly. I might as well tell him the worst and have done with it, she thought.


‘Indeed. Well, they do you credit, I’m sure. Now perhaps you will come through to my private office and we will talk about the house.’


When they were all seated, he began, ‘I must confess that although Mr Blunden has been in contact with you about this matter, he unfortunately omitted to mention the fact to me.’


The children grew sick with disappointment, but he went on, ‘He is an old man and in poor health; he is virtually retired. No doubt he got in touch with you feeling that you might accept the post and then … another bout of illness perhaps, and the matter slipped his mind. So you will bear with me, I hope, if I ask you a few questions and explain again some of the details of the position.’


They listened patiently while he told them again about the house and the caretaker’s duties. Then he frowned and continued somewhat hesitantly, ‘You understand, of course, that it is a rather remote house and … er, for that reason we have had difficulty in finding a caretaker. The last couple we employed stayed only a week … ’ He glanced at the children. ‘They found the isolation too … ’ He eyed the children again. Then lowering his voice a tone he said confidentially, ‘Mrs Allen, I wonder if I might speak with you alone?’


In the outer office Jamie and Lucy sat side by side on straight-backed, slippery leather chairs. Jamie began to kick his heels on the rail but remembered just in time and sighed. Lucy stared at the panelled walls and then turning her head sideways considered the dim portrait above the mantelpiece.


‘It’s Mr Blunden,’ she said.


Jamie frowned at it. ‘So it is,’ he said, ‘only he looks a bit younger.’


The clerk coughed and looked up with a supercilious smile.


‘You are looking at Mr Blunden’s portrait?’ he asked, with a hint of suppressed amusement in his voice.


‘Yes,’ said Jamie. ‘He does wear rather odd clothes, doesn’t he?’


The young man fairly sniggered with pleasure.


‘I’m afraid we’ve caught you out,’ he said. ‘The portrait is in fact of Mr Blunden’s great-grandfather who died nearly a hundred years ago.’


Jamie and Lucy stared at the painting.


‘Oh, but I’m sure that’s the man we saw,’ insisted James. ‘I’d know him anywhere.’


The clerk smiled indulgently. ‘An understandable mistake. There is a very strong family resemblance. The Blunden nose in particular has been handed down from generation to generation.’


Lucy stifled a desire to laugh.


‘Yes, indeed,’ continued the clerk, ‘if it were not for the clothes, even I could believe that it was the present Mr Blunden.’


Jamie considered the clothes: the tight trousers, the waistcoat with lapels, the high old-fashioned collar … He began to say, ‘But that’s just what he was wearing when … ’ but Lucy interrupted hastily.


‘Is that the Mr Blunden who was “struck off”?’ she asked, just to change the subject.


The effect on the young man was alarming. He turned very pale and glanced around nervously as if afraid that she might have been overheard.


‘S-s-struck off!’ he stammered. ‘What an extraordinary notion. This is a most respectable firm, young lady, and none of its partners has ever been … ’ He seemed unable to repeat the terrible words and contented himself with repeating, ‘a most respectable firm!’


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Copyright



		Contents



		Dedication



		Part One



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2









		Part Two



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7









		Part Three



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13









		Part Four



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



















		Cover



		Table of Contents









OEBPS/images/9780349016603.jpg
3

e e O
FEEE /ff(f/f(ff(f/f{ E§>

ANNZoL V. forgettable
| A’AMA’A ’ £ >
'1 d 4 MARK GATISS
e :
s N
¥






OEBPS/images/fm.jpg





