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For Olli




I


My structure is not quite right. By this, I mean my bones – the part on which the rest of me is stretched, stitched into place. I have marrow and cavities; I have the smooth, rounded ends which are cupped by other bones, and no part is missing. But my skeleton is frail. I creak with any transference of weight. In my childhood, I fractured so frequently – with small gestures, with the simple act of looking up – that doctors winced and shook their heads. She is imperfect, they said.


Its Latin name is too long to be said frequently or well. Osteogenesis imperfecta. Twenty-two letters which click in the mouth and which, at first, we tried slowly. My mother would whisper the name like a prayer or incantation. I, too, mouthed it privately. But this name was soon discarded and, in its place, it became Clara’s bones. I heard it in hospital rooms and corridors, and this more accessible, intimate name implied that it was my complaint alone. That there was no other person in London or elsewhere whose ribs fractured on sneezing. Whose teeth might crack with a tap of a spoon.


These days, its grasp on me is less. I still have my curious shape. The whites of my eyes still retain their bluish tinge, as milk does, in a glass. Also, my skin is paler where it has stretched to accommodate a mended bone – a lifted rib, my indented clavicle – so I know I will never be truly free of this Latin name or its meaning. But I am, at least, fully grown. My bones have strengthened and settled themselves.


Yet as a child, I broke often. I lived in a world of doctors and splints, of tinctures which brought strange bone-dreams. Parts of me would swell; bruises would move over my body like storms or high tides – tender, and in every dark shade. The first break I can recall came in winter; I stood on the step, watching the snow, and what caused the audible crack in my arm was not the fall itself but the sudden grasp of my mother, lifting me up, hoping to prevent the fall. The instinct in her: no, no! But her act caused the snap in the humerus bone, and afterwards, she had her own pain. She rocked at my bedside, murmuring.


Later, a fractured jaw on Regent Street. Once, a stranger’s elbow cracked my ribs and I exhaled very quickly, lowered myself to the ground as if punctured. In Trafalgar Square, my left shoulder dropped from its socket as I reached for a passing bird, and my scream sent every bird into the air so that I felt their downward draught. After this, the doctors were clear: I must have an indoors life. Until I was fully grown, I must be kept within my own four walls for my safety. And when my mother protested – but she is a child! – they spoke of the other, smaller bones in my neck. Vertebrae, and their implications. ‘Do you understand, Mrs Waterfield? What might happen to your daughter?’ They named the delicate part of my skull that could crack like an egg.


Ours became a house of cushioning. Of velvet and goose down, embroidered pillows, Persian rugs and silk. There was, too, a globe. A rocking horse that I could touch but not ride. And they’d bring home what they thought I might miss from the blustery world: fir cones and pigeon feathers, the scent of horses on my mother’s red gloves which I’d inhale, eyes closed. Tales of how the river had looked at twilight. How the carol singers sang, despite the rain. When Mr Jamrah’s menagerie acquired a bear, my mother lifted her arms and said, ‘The bear was this high, Clara! This wide!’


Flowers in every room. Maps of distant countries on the walls. One autumn, I requested a real, physical offering of the leaves I’d read about in books – sycamore, beech, chestnut, oak – so my mother searched all the London parks. Daily she’d describe what she’d seen: the prettiest hat or the finest moustache, or a horse with a mark on its head like a star. She’d remark on chimney sweeps or fox-fur stoles, and if she’d not left the house that day, she’d offer her Indian stories, which made me feel travelled and wise. The corners of furniture were wrapped in cloth. Glassware was kept out of reach. For the sake of my teeth, Millicent – our maid – stewed fruit until it had no shape or flavour. She’d make softer gingerbread.


But above all, there were books. Books were my consolation. For if I could not walk into the bright, blowing world I could, at least, read of it; books, I was told, contained it all. So for my seventh birthday, the dining room was transformed into a library; a room of shelves and maps and tapestries, with a reading lamp with a fringed shade and a grand piano which I couldn’t play for the sake of my fingers and wrists but my mother could, and she played it well. There was a chaise longue which was, at first, the colour of moss. But in time – as I read more, studied more maps – this deep, velvety green became the shade of hummingbirds’ wings or Othello’s envy or the gems which hid in equatorial soil. The green of a tiny jungle frog.


My mother, as governess. She had insisted she knew far more than enough to educate her only child – and didn’t she? Chemicals and multiplication; constellations and verbs in French. And she knew, of course, the human skeleton; she’d learned every bone since my birth – its location and purpose, its Latin name. The sounds they made, on breaking. She’d list joints like continents.


We had books on the Arctic tundra. On seashells. On dinosaurs. How bees made honey. The Crimean War. We talked into the evening of the highest peaks on earth and the route of Magellan and the properties of mercury and the territories of owls and the name Pankhurst – Do you hear me, Clara? – and all the Greek gods and goddesses; later, their Roman names. Sometimes I would tap on Patrick’s door so that he’d look up from his desk, lower his pen. ‘What have you learned today?’ And I’d inform him brightly: Saturn is the planet with rings. King Richard led the first Crusades. And he’d say, ‘Goodness me!’ – as if he had not known this.


Novels, too. Or my mother read them, at least. She had an appetite for them: Fielding and the Brontës and such huge translations of Russian books that they might break a bone on their own. But mostly I preferred what was true. I wanted facts, laid out by those who had clambered or swum or danced or had done what they had claimed to, not solely imagined it. For birthdays, I asked for almanacs. I liked calendars, for their form. And I have since wondered if this was compensation; if, since my own structure could not be trusted, I looked elsewhere for what could be fully depended upon: dictionaries, charts, miscellanies. The leathery, scented book on human anatomy gave me far more than bones: organs and capillaries, musculature and words such as ventricle. Botanical drawings. Encyclopaedias of birds.


*


My stepfather provided these. In the evenings, Patrick would return with books in his arms; he’d stamp the rain from his shoes in the hall, and I thought this act might shatter him for he was thin, angular. Patrick: so pale that he seemed bloodless; a shy, bespectacled man who spoke economically. He rarely smiled with his eyes. Nor did he read books very often, and he’d never left London. It seemed strange, therefore, that such a man should make a library for his wife’s creaky daughter or buy a rocking horse. But perhaps he had sympathy, of a kind. For Patrick also knew the indoors life.


By day, he worked in a bank near Charing Cross; by night and at weekends, he’d spend his time in his study, a room of half-drawn curtains and mahogany wood, with a carriage clock that pinged on the hour. In there, he’d read newspapers. He’d smoke a pipe. On occasion, he’d play chess with my mother with the door ajar, so that I might watch them – a silent, slow enterprise in which they said very little; they’d only remark on the game itself or exchange a word or two on my bones. Yet they seemed contented with this – with their marriage, in which there were wide desert places. Sometimes Patrick played chess with his friend, instead – a cautious man with a scent of pomade. I could not observe their matches for he’d always close the door and the keyhole was too narrow to peep through. I’d loiter in the hallway instead, eyeing the trilby hat which hung there.


My mother – Charlotte – was a wholly different land. She was radiance and gestures and discovery. Also, she preferred the outdoors life, so that she’d often stand barefoot in our garden for no reason at all that I could tell. She was not tall but Charlotte had substance to her. She could fight, answer back; she’d march for women’s rights and, on returning, would lay herself down on the green chaise longue with a flush of rage or pride or exhaustion. She had, too, such strange, exotic stories of her childhood that I’d think of them for days afterwards: of the sorbets at Peliti’s hotel, or night-flowering blooms which lost their scent at sunrise. Of the leopards that slept in trees with their four paws and tail hanging down.


A peculiar pairing, Millicent said, as she removed crusts for me. And how could I disagree with her? They were a moon and a sun in their differences. One retreated to a darkened room. The other preferred the early mornings, seemed made of light.


My small, wallpapered world. I was studious and cared for – and I could chirp like a bird, on good days. But I also possessed a dark temper. I might withdraw into my books for weeks, eat nothing; I could rail against my confinement as if it were the worst of cruelties. I’d try to open windows or throw books across the room – both acts that my mother would flash her eyes at. ‘Your bones, Clara! Remember?’ Once, I announced that my bones were, in fact, perfectly fine, that I no longer required a monitored life, and I dressed as if intending to walk into London; I pulled on Millicent’s scarf and hat, requested my mother to let me pass, but she refused. She stood against the front door with her forefinger raised and a fiery expression. Reminded me of dislocations.


Petulant, Millicent called me – I heard her mutter the word to a chicken as she plucked it – and I’d not heard this before. In the dictionary I found its definition: childishly sulky. This was a new addition to my personal list of adjectives which I’d gathered and stored over the years: stubborn, indulged, unfortunate, rude. Sad. Demanding. Poor little thing. I was tired, too; an effect of my condition was a deep fatigue that would enter my bones like damp in the evenings. But I was also so tired of this way of living – of the long, monotonous days in which I knew wind only from how it sounded in the chimney breast, knew life only from the written word. My mother recognised this. She knew when I needed a careful embrace. And at night, as she moved the blankets around me, she’d speak of my adult days to come, in which I’d be strong, quick and unbruised. ‘One day you will ride horses.’


Yet the breaks still came. All the cushions and reassurances could not prevent the occasional splintered tooth or the snap of a toe against furniture. Knees unbuckled themselves. I broke ribs with bad dreams or a single, huge sneeze in midwinter – and one afternoon, in my teens, I knocked my hip on the banister. There was a clear, audible crack; the pain was so fast and violent that my mouth filled with bitter water and the world was black, momentarily. A femoral break: it asked for three months of a thick, drugged sleep, of being strapped to a wooden board so that I lacked all dignity. I lost weight in this time. When able to, I’d cry – silently, facing the wall. The only consolation came from my mother’s care and her best stories – of the country she’d lived in before me, where rain came on the hour. Where, in markets, men bartered with ice.


She had been born Charlotte Pugh. Daughter of a colonel in the British Army and his wife of proverbs and duty; a wife who had hated Calcutta. Hated the heat and the markets. Hated the smell of the harbour and the tiktiki lizards that ran across sideboards and left their droppings on plates. So every year, in the hotter months, they moved to Simla in the far north. Land of high tea and lawn tennis. Games of whist.


‘You liked it there?’


A shrine to a monkey god on Jakku Hill. Stray dogs sleeping beneath their casuarina tree. ‘Yes. I liked it there.’


‘So why did you leave?’


She spoke of a mynah bird being struck with a stick and released, for having said an ungodly word – and in this way I sensed that Charlotte had been instructed to go. Why? She did not answer directly. She only said that she’d been too bold and black-feathered for her parents, who’d favoured faith, discipline; they could not forgive her – and what did it matter? ‘I’m perfectly happy now.’


She smiled, yet I was not convinced by this. ‘Could not forgive you for what?’


But my mother would not answer. She tended to my blankets; believing she’d heard Millicent calling she stood, left the room – and I looked at her chair, detecting the lie.


I asked again. I would not be dissuaded. On an airless night in late summer, as I lay on my wooden board and my mother read beside me with one leg tucked beneath her, I said, ‘Was it my father’s fault?’


She looked up from her poetry, penny-eyed.


‘The reason they sent you away. For being black-feathered. Was it him?’


Charlotte seemed captured, stunned. She closed the book slowly, set it aside; for a while, she studied the opposite wall, and then she partly answered. ‘I was nineteen, Clara. I was young, yet I thought that I was older than that; wiser – but I was not wiser. And afterwards, I boarded a boat called Persia and stood at the back. Watched as Calcutta grew smaller.’


She’d held the railing for hours, she said. She’d felt nauseous from far more than rough water. And I understood some of this tale, but not all. ‘They sent you away because of me? Because I was growing inside you?’


‘You? Oh no, not because of you. How could it have been you? You’re my best thing, remember? No – I lacked a wedding ring.’


‘Why did you lack it?’


‘I did, that’s all.’


‘Who was he? My proper father?’ Asked plainly, as if the question was small.


But the question was not small. It closed my mother suddenly, as a draught might close a door emphatically. She rose with the book in her hand. ‘Your father,’ she said, ‘is Patrick. Your surname is Waterfield. Now, Clara, do you need more water?’


A new understanding, that night. It felt like a curious exchange: hill stations and frangipani and family – for what? For London. For an emphasis on grey. For a life with a man who rarely touched her, knew nothing of books or monsoons. And why had that exchange been made? For decency’s sake, I supposed. A woman with child could not be alone; she’d needed to become a man’s wife. A child, too, needed a father in its life. And I thought, no wonder she marches. No wonder she tells me that a person’s strength does not, in fact, come from their bones.


As daylight came, I knew that my question had hurt her; I knew that I loved my mother too much to ever ask such a question again. And what did it matter anyway? I was a Waterfield. Patrick had tales of my first weeks of life – as a father should. So I would not ask again about the black-feathered bird or wedding rings. I dismissed Persia, rolling south.


As for the femoral fracture, it did not mend. Or rather, it mended in a fashion which disregarded measurements. My left leg shortened itself. I gained a rise and fall.


‘Perhaps,’ my mother offered, ‘it will improve with walking. With proper distances.’ For there were no long journeys to be made in those wallpapered rooms.


The doctors agreed with her: it was time. And on a bright, cold Thursday morning in late October – three days after my eighteenth birthday – I was deemed strong enough, at last, to leave the house with her.


I woke early for it. My mother pinned my hair, dabbed a little rose water on my wrists and admired my reflection; she stood behind me in the hallway with her hands on my shoulders, and we looked so alike in that moment. ‘Are you ready, Clara?’


I entered a world of leaf smells and pipe smoke, of the sound of geese overhead. Of bridges spanning the Thames and omnibuses and barrel organs and such air that it was like drinking cold water, over and over, and for a while, I forgot about my rise and fall. But then, I remembered. I caught my reflection in a shop window. And I walked deliberately, willing my limp to lessen or go. But it stayed. It would not leave me: a deep, rotational grind that meant I could not move quickly. My roll like seawater. I was my own pestle and mortar.


Cripple. This, too, entered my life that day. Did you see that girl? On hearing this, my mother tried to distract me with ornate iron railings and a poster for a circus act. But I heard and I did not forget it.


That evening, I said very little. My bones ached from walking. I was exhausted, coal-scented. But mostly, I was bereft; I could not bear the knowledge that I would limp all my life. I would be cripple for always, now; I’d never be as others were. And where was the one day that my mother had whispered of, to comfort me? In which I’d ride horses? I’d never ride horses.


*


I had to use a cane. Patrick bought it for me and, in its way, it was beautiful. Walnut wood with a silver tip. A round silver handle that pushed into my palm so that, at first, I’d bruise there. My cane made a small tapping sound on the ground as I went.


I told myself that I would not retreat into half-lit rooms. I would not hide from cripple or cry in the evenings – secretly, childishly – because no explorer or queen did that. Rather, I’d walk forwards. I’d see the art and streets and monuments that I’d heard of; I’d walk into London’s maps. My mother came too. She stayed between me and the pavement’s edge; she’d flash her eyes at those who came too near or moved too quickly and in wet weather, she’d summon a carriage so that I might not slip. But mostly, she named what we passed so that I might know it, understand it. A hansom cab. A hobble skirt. The Alhambra Theatre in Leicester Square. The violet-sellers and the Baptist preachers and the penny-pies being sold on street corners by boys who looked half my age and size. She explained, too, currency. Named every fruit in the marketplace. And in the National Gallery she led me to art in which the Magi kneeled or Venus reclined or in which Samson’s hair was cut, so that books seemed tiny, insubstantial.


Afterwards, she took me for afternoon tea on the Strand. ‘What did you think of the paintings, Clara?’ The lace of the napkins was as delicate as breath; the cakes were topped with pink sugared roses. And as my mother poured the tea, I realised that beauty was in these perfections. It was in the intricate pattern on the teaspoons. It had been, too, in the flushed, naked Venus and every bared shoulder, in every plump thigh. Never mind what books had offered me: beauty was dark-haired and dark-mouthed; it was curved, in a way that I lacked entirely.


And as my mother used the sugar tongs, I realised that my bones were not my only strangeness. I seemed to be too thin. Too little – for I was less than my mother’s height and she was known for being small. And I was too pale, by far: I had milk-coloured brows and eyelashes and hair which, once, my mother had compared to moonlight. I’d liked these stories, when younger. But now I wondered what part of me was worthy or acceptable. Crippled, pale, petulant. I stared at this realisation as my mother stirred her tea.


At night, in the bathroom, I studied the fingers that could not fully straighten; the smooth, vacated gums where molars had been. But, in the mirror, I also examined my translucency. My small, hard structure. The veins in my wrists seemed to match no other blue.


I was so absorbed in my appearance at this time that I failed to see the change in hers. Failed to see my mother’s loss of weight, or her own, slower walking pace. But the seasons changed – and with them, I began to find my mother sleeping in chairs. On rising from them, she’d seem cautious; she’d reach for walls or furniture and these movements were new, did not suit her.


There was meaning in this. I understood that a woman who’d swum the width of Indian rivers should not have weakened so much that the piano lid required both hands. She should not fold at the waist for no reason. And in early September, with the swallows’ departure, I walked with my mother to the nearest stretch of the Thames. Here, she offered words to me. Uterine. Fibrous. ‘They say I have months, perhaps.’ She smiled as if these words were acceptable; and, as if I accepted them, I nodded and looked across the water to where the trees were losing their green.


My mother did have months, but not many. Her hair greyed; her cheeks hollowed themselves. Doctors closed their bags with care, as if for the last time. And I thought, but I am the one you come for. I am the imperfect one.


Patrick hovered on the landing. Millicent moved on the boundaries of sickness – changing linen, running baths. And I abandoned my new outdoors life for a chair by her bedside; it was my turn to soothe or offer water. In her final days, my mother turned to me and asked if I might read to her, from a book she had loved since her childhood. Indian Tales; a blue, clothbound, fraying book with a red ribbon marker and mildew stains. On its title page I found her name – Miss Charlotte Pugh – written in her teenaged hand. But I also found, in its pages, tales of a prince with jasmine-scented laughter, of tigers that spoke. Children grow into adults and adults, I realised, return to their childish state.


She faded, like cloth. She shrank as if in water.


Once, on turning, she smiled, so that I thought she was in London with me. But she said, ‘The mango, Clara. It is too high in the tree.’ And my mother, I knew, was not with me; she was in a land where white was the colour of mourning, where monkeys had learned the art of theft. And I thought, how will I navigate my life in her absence? She had been its heartbeat. She had been everything.


‘I was born in a monsoon,’ she said. ‘Did I tell you?’


‘Tell me again.’ But she closed her eyes.


In the first, early hours of 1914, my mother winced and softened; I thought this was merely a dream moving through her so I soothed her, stroked her hand. But in that moment, she died.


Later, I joined Patrick in the garden. It was nearly dawn. The air was sharp; above us, we saw the first pinkish light of day. We stood by the pear tree without any words for a long time, looking up.


‘You mustn’t think,’ he said, ‘that I didn’t love her.’


With this, he went indoors. Somewhere, Millicent prayed. I stood with my cane, watched the light change, so that rooftops and branches became clearer, and I considered the simple fact of her death. She had, for a time, been here. She’d been warm and scented. She’d played the piano, rallied for votes and she’d been able to whistle so loudly that horses responded. Where was she now?


I heard the city wake. Birds began to sing. I knew that the dictionaries and diagrams would tell me the truth: that her heart had stopped beating. That her lungs had stilled. She was dead and I would not see her again.


In the days that followed, I emptied the library of books. Millicent found me taking them down, filling boxes, running my hands over shelves to ensure that there were none left to be seen or read. She stood in the doorway, appalled. ‘What are you doing?’


‘We have no need for books now.’ I had read them all, so why keep them? Why maintain a library at all? ‘No one else reads in this house.’ I gathered my mother’s sheet music. Lifted maps from the walls.


Millicent stayed away from me that afternoon. She had endured two decades of various tempers from me but this was, she sensed, a new territory. She had glimpsed my grief and did not wish to go near it. On hearing Patrick’s key in the door, she rushed to him. ‘Clara is … ’ Furious. Quite mad, even.


After this, Patrick entered the library as if it contained a wild creature; he held his hat to his chest, looked at the shelves with unblinking eyes. ‘What’s happening, Clara? What are you doing? Stop this – do you hear?’ But such orders did not suit him; he was too thin and ill at ease with himself. He lacked all authority, and so I kept placing books in boxes. I dropped a cloth over the globe. Patrick, I’m sure, wished to stop me; they were his books, after all. But he could not grab my wrists, could not clutch my upper arms. He could only give orders, which I chose to ignore, and he backed away, closed the door.


Sometimes I’d stare at the piano keys. Find her indentations in chairs.


But mostly, I walked. I walked because there was nothing else to do; because I wanted to be away from the house, in which the cushions and bath taps and spoons still retained a sense of her. Where the stairs echoed with the sound of her rushing down. I wished to be away, too, from the grief of others which I could not bear. If I wasn’t crying, why should they? Wasn’t my loss far greater than theirs? Patrick would look out of windows. Millicent prayed as she wandered the house or wept into her floury hands.


So I walked – through parks, over bridges. I looked down the stairs in the warm, lit cavity of the Underground. I stood in the polished halls of department stores and galleries. I limped down alleyways so narrow that my hands brushed the brickwork on either side of me, emerged into squares. I passed cathedrals and fountains and monuments and rallies and arrests and market stalls and, one afternoon, I found a flight of dark, rotting steps that led down to the shoreline. I stood by the Thames at low tide. Its shores were slick with weed and decomposition; under bridges, men sat by fires. And I missed her so much, as I stood there. By the river, I longed for her singing voice or piano scales or explanations and I returned at dusk with a blackened hem, exhausted and shaking with cold.


Millicent threw her hands in the air. ‘Look at the state of you!’


Patrick stepped forwards from his room like a ghost and asked, ‘Where have you been? Where do you go? Clara, what were you thinking of ?’


Hyde Park, I answered. Piccadilly. The shoreline.


‘The shoreline? And what if you had fallen? What of the people there?’


‘Which people?’


That night, we talked until twelve. Patrick suggested I knew very little of the world. That yes, I might be able to list the Plantagenet monarchs or explain refraction – but what of other matters? Such as crossing Oxford Street safely? ‘Do you even know,’ he demanded, ‘how to board an omnibus? Or the art of polite conversation? The world, Clara, is a dangerous place.’


The art of polite conversation? I was incredulous at this, for how many people did Patrick see or converse with? Only his friend in the trilby hat who seemed just as mute. ‘Are you,’ I retorted, ‘proficient in that?’ Fast, stinging words which surprised me, but I was angry and lost and heartsore; I missed her too much to find words for it. I was inexpressibly tired, too, so I bade him goodnight, climbed the stairs stiffly and requested a bowl of warm water in which to bathe my feet, so that I heard ungrateful muttered in my wake.


But I knew Patrick was right. I could stand before portraits in galleries and recognise their subjects, yet I had no proper friends. I was poor at conversation. And no, I’d never boarded an omnibus. So on a blizzarding day, I took myself to Regent Street; I watched how others boarded and alighted one. I observed who they paid and how, and overheard the words they used. And then, clutching my cane, I boarded myself – and like this I came to know the interior of buses, the neat brass buttons of the conductors and the sense of human proximity which meant breath and warmth and varying smells. I cleared the steam from the window with my sleeve. Sometimes I drowsed with the movement of it.


Daily I took the bus. Patrick provided the money; I insisted it was a new, good education for me, and he could not challenge this. I learned which seats I favoured, how to pull the rope to request a stop; I discovered such boroughs as Finsbury and Lambeth and the observatory at Greenwich this way. And on a February morning, I stepped down from the bus in a place called Kew. This was a name I knew. For here, there were famous gardens, with rhododendron walks and glasshouses and pagodas. I’d read of them in books.


I entered through the gates of Kew Gardens on the twelfth day of February. My mother had been dead for forty-two days – she’d been in the ground for thirty-nine – and Kew was grey, desolate. Its grass was cropped by wintering geese; its lake had thickened with ice so that I asked myself, what is this? Why is this known, or written of ? It seemed no different to other parks.


I decided to go home. But as I turned, I saw it: an extraordinary domed building of glass. A temple, or palace. I entered it and left February behind. England, too, was gone. For the Palm House at Kew contained canopies and ferns and damp wooden benches; palm leaves brushed my hair as I passed. Vines twisted on metalwork; condensation pooled on beams and, having pooled, dripped on my shoulders and the backs of my hands. A droplet hung so perfectly at the tip of a leaf that I stood by it, waiting. Small handwritten signs announced such words as Indochina or frangipani.


Now I wanted to be nowhere else. I was done with crowds and London’s streets. Here was a new beginning. The betelnut’s feathery leaves. The soursop and the kalabash tree. I’d move forwards to read their names. I’d wonder, too, how these plants might have looked in their homeland – if jewel-coloured birds had flown up to their branches, if they had offered shelter in rains that came without warning. And I began to write down what I liked of each plant: its brief, rare flowerings, or how, in its motherland, bats would sip from it. Their Latin names: Crescentia cujete. Ficus benghalensis.


Sometimes I’d drowse there; the heat and my own lasting fatigue meant I’d lower myself onto benches – and I was half sleeping, like this, when I met him. It was an overcast March afternoon. He stepped forwards. ‘Excuse me?’


I rose quickly, awkwardly. I gestured with my cane, protecting myself, and the man stepped back, lifted his palms as if to show he meant no harm. He wore a cloth cap that had softened with heat; he was grey-haired, unshaven. ‘Forgive me. I did not mean to startle you … You come here often, I think?’ He had seen me several times. Had simply thought to ask if I needed assistance, with my laboured walking and my stoop. Later, he’d confess to me that he’d thought I was a child.


Forbes. The foreman of the glasshouses – Temperate and Palm – with boots that creaked as I followed him. ‘These plants,’ he said, ‘are like children to me.’ In his wake, I saw how he praised the plants on either side of him. He’d speak of their history and purpose, list their characteristics. ‘This cycad plant is a male … see?’ And when I demanded more from him – brusquely, with appetite – he did not seem to object. Rather, he seemed pleased to speak freely: of how the banyan could outlive dynasties, how the brugmansia could cause hallucinations. There were, he said, seeds of trees which could drift across oceans like round, polished boats to find their new home. ‘Whole oceans. They find new continents. And these seeds might have many years at sea in all weathers and yet survive. Is that not astounding?’ Sea beans, he called them.


He’d press the aloe leaves to show their softness. Or he’d reach for the tendrils of jasmine, lower them to me in his cupped hand. ‘Smell them, Miss Waterfield. That smell … ’


‘Where does it grow?’


‘China. India. All parts of Asia.’


I had not gone to Kew for company. But here, I sensed an opportunity, firstly to converse politely as Patrick had wished for. (Forbes liked talking, after all: he preferred words to silence; if there were no words, he tended to hum.) Secondly, I wanted to learn beyond the page; to learn from a man whose botanical knowledge was, perhaps, worth twenty books. So I began to look for him. I’d seek his stepladder or a movement in the high branches; I listened for any sound that was not water or air. And on finding him, I sought his knowledge – the truths of these plants, their habitats and their practical uses.


Forbes never asked me why I wished to know. He’d simply clear his throat and show me how to clean ferns, explain why the citrus trees needed magnesium, how the pelargoniums were prone to blight. How he’d light huge fires of tobacco plant in the Temperate House twice a year to fumigate the plants from mites and flies and all manner of bugs. ‘And it works,’ he said, ‘although it does leave us all with a cough for a day or two.’ Also, he loaned books to me. I’d carry them home on the bus – ancient volumes with thick, distorted pages in which the nature and requirements of plants were laid down as if they were heroes. The onyanga plant of the deserts of German south-west Africa, which consisted of merely two leaves and a root and could live without water for five years; hedysarum, which danced of its own accord; the baobab, which offered such strange and sparse foliage that it was said it had been turned upside down by a vengeful god.


‘You were awake all night?’ Patrick asked this, having seen my light.


‘Yes. Reading.’


‘Books? Which ones?’ He was confused by this, for we had so few left in the house.


Linnaeus. White fly. How conversation was an exchange, of a kind. But also I learned about him: Edward Forbes. Whose thick, blackened hands were curiously adept at deadheading, or tying knots in string. Who’d push his tongue into his cheek in concentration. Forbes had his own phrases, too. He’d swap yes for right you are, and I understood that his accent was not the same as mine. By the banyan, I asked him. ‘Where are you from?’


Scotland. I knew it on maps and had, long ago, read of uprisings. Of Presbyterians and snow. But I had not, until now, known the sound of a Scottish voice and I marvelled at its musicality. ‘I’m from Auld Reekie,’ he said, brushing his hands of soil. And as he explained this further, I thought, there is so much to know.


I had little to offer in return. I had no proper tales of my own. And Forbes – sensing this – never asked for them. Yet one afternoon, as he was pruning the plumbago on his stepladder, he asked, ‘Miss Waterfield? May I ask if you have a mother who looks like you? Fair-haired and fine-featured? Also very small?’ He’d seen her, he said. She’d come to Kew from time to time, pressed her ear against the mango’s trunk.


I nodded. ‘That was her.’


Was. He understood. He had already known, perhaps, that I carried a bereavement. Detected the hidden anger in me. He adjusted his cap. ‘It never goes,’ he said. ‘You survive it – you do. But it is a different life to the one you had before.’


Later, too, he said, ‘Tell me. What is next for you?’


We were standing outside the Temperate House. Late April, and the tulips were shining; we stood side by side, admiring them. Did he mean in the next half-hour? Or in the weeks to come? But then I understood: he was asking about the years ahead. And I felt weak at that. This was a question I’d never asked myself, and as I stared at the tulip bed, I saw my whole future as if written down. Patrick would find a husband for me. He’d locate a man of wealth and fine social standing; he’d offer a dowry to compensate for my bones and my stubborn nature and the unlikelihood of children. A wife. To take a new name. To be governed and grateful. To return to a life of wallpapered rooms, in which travelling was done through books.


At that, I dropped my cane.


Forbes retrieved it. ‘Miss Waterfield?’ He led me to a bench with a view of magnolias, and here my words rushed out of me. Suddenly, I wished to speak to him: of breaks and dislocations. Of opiate dreams and yellowish bruises. How osteogenesis imperfecta had always seemed too strange to say but sounded, now, botanical to me: a twisted, dark-flowering vine which lacked beauty and would never relinquish its grip.


I spoke of globes. Of wallpaper. Of how I’d had hopes of riding horses and dancing or jumping from a height. I spoke of Millicent’s prayers for me; of her later, fervent prayers for my mother, who’d died in the first few hours of 1914 – and what good were prayers anyway? They’d served no purpose. I was still crooked; she was still dead. And I talked of the black shoreline. Of the omnibus and the galleries and the dark-haired beauties with wise shining eyes. How my mother’s name should have stayed Pugh, as she’d wished it to, but she’d been ordered onto a boat and had married a man she never knew, and this seemed so unfair to me. A travesty. A waste of a life. ‘Why can’t we simply live as we’d like to? Why are there rules? And more for women?’


Forbes was still. Such words needed time to move through, I knew that. He pushed his tongue into his cheek, eyed the far distance, and we sat in silence for a time. ‘Clara? May I call you that? I have something I’d like to show you.’


He stood, and I followed him.


It was a letter. A folded rectangle of perfect white. Handwritten, in such a slanting, decadent hand that I imagined the author had brought the words to his lips and blown. The letterhead was in gold.


‘What is this?’


‘A note from a gentleman. He wants to buy plants from Kew. To fill his own glasshouse in Gloucestershire with citrus trees and succulents. Such letters come, from time to time.’


A man called Mr Fox. And yes, in his letter, he was requesting all the finest plants – a small, private paradise for my glasshouse. But he was asking, too, for a person. For someone from Kew to travel with them, to lift these plants from their crates and establish a room of colour and scent and spectacle. I wish it to be the talk of other country houses. And I looked up at Forbes, shook my head.


‘I don’t know enough,’ I said.


‘You do. There would be no propagation. No task that you have not already witnessed or read of. These are simple duties that would ask little of you.’


‘Why not others? You?’


‘Me? I have Mrs Forbes and I don’t wish to leave her for a month, as Mr Fox requires. But you? The independent life that you seem to want? You will need money to have it, Clara. Look.’ He showed me. The sum that was written down, underlined. ‘For a month. That’s all.’


I saw my own reflection in his eyes. I knew his hands were restless, closing and unclosing like weathered blooms. And I said, ‘Who is dead, Mr Forbes?’ For I knew that someone was.


‘We buried a child of nineteen months old, one winter. It was many years ago now, but we buried a part of ourselves that day.’


He considered the tiled floor. And I understood that Forbes, too, had tried to lessen his loss with plumbago and citrus; he’d distracted himself with the intricate care of these plants. How old might his daughter have been, if she’d lived? I didn’t ask. But I wondered if she might have been twenty. If, in her infancy, she’d been fair-haired.


‘Clara, I thought you were a child when I saw you on that bench, but you rose as if wanting to fight me. You have a strength I’ve not seen in many men.’


He placed the letter in my hand, closed my fingers over it.


‘The house is called Shadowbrook,’ he said.


Did its name seem brighter for being in gold? Or for being seen in the afternoon light?


Later, Patrick blinked as if I’d spoken a new language. ‘Gloucestershire?’


I’d be met at the train station, I told him. There would be maids and a housekeeper and fine accommodation. I’d arrive a few days before the plants, so that I might settle, regain my strength. ‘I want to do this,’ I said.


Patrick shifted his jaw. I wondered if he’d try to forbid me. But perhaps he knew better than to do so. Also, wasn’t this an opportunity? For me to learn of the world, as he’d wished me to? I wondered, too, if he was thinking of a month without my compressed grief and indignance, without my muddied boots in the hall. His sigh, when it came, was extended. He removed his spectacles, closed his eyes and pinched the sides of his nose. ‘Yes, Clara, if this is what it takes. I know you are not happy here.’


I expected triumph, I think. But the feeling that came was, in fact, sorrow. It rushed in, like water; it began to rise. And as Patrick replaced his spectacles, hooked them carefully over his ears, I remembered the Christmas morning when he had revealed the rocking horse – a brocaded scarlet cloth, pulled aside. I saw him returning with books in his arms. And I’d never thought to ask why he’d married Charlotte Pugh. It hadn’t occurred to me to do so. Now, I could find no answer to it. What had he gained in doing so? A reduction of freedom, a strong-willed wife and twenty years of care and worry and expenditure for a child who was not truly his. A crooked child, too.


Later, Patrick offered to catch the train with me. He knocked on my bedroom door. ‘I could be,’ he suggested, ‘a form of chaperone.’ He could assist in such matters as locating the platform, carrying my trunk. And I was softer, at that moment; I saw his tiredness. I sensed my debt to him could not be repaid, and perhaps, therefore, I should say yes to him; yes, come with me to the station at Cheltenham Spa. But my pregnant mother had travelled from Calcutta to London without company and survived it. The warriors and adventurers in books had not had their stepfather to open their doors. And I felt a need to travel alone, to start my independent life with no one to help or depend on – for how else might I rely on myself? Live without assistance? So I thanked him, shook my head.


The twentieth of June 1914. The day before midsummer. I washed my hair and pinned it. I packed clothes, my hairbrush, and I set three books into my trunk: an encyclopaedia of plants and a guide to human anatomy – my two most reliable factual books. I packed, too, Indian Tales.


Patrick placed my trunk in the carriage. He closed the door and looked through the carriage window. ‘Promise me,’ he said, ‘that you will always use your cane. Clara?’


I promised. With that, he stepped back. He rapped twice on the carriage door with his knuckles to inform the driver to move away, and the horses strained. Patrick stayed still, moved out of sight.


Forbes showed his own concern. At Paddington, he turned the brim of his hat through his hands and spoke of the stations I’d pass through. I must not stand, he said, before the train had fully stopped. I must be careful of the distance between the platform and the door. ‘Cheltenham Spa,’ he reminded me. ‘His name is Fox.’


I lowered the train window and looked back. As Forbes grew smaller on the platform, I understood that Latin names and measurements could not offer this exact moment. They could not give me the scent of a train compartment or how sunlight could lie down on the floor in a perfect geometrical shape. How nervousness and excitement were similar in the way they quickened the heart. Paddington grew smaller until it was out of sight.


As the train moved into countryside, I had a sudden wish to unpin my hair. To set it free. It felt like the appropriate act – uncustomary, new. So, one by one, I removed the pins.


All summer, I would wear my hair like this. In time, I would be known for my cane, for my forthright manner of speaking and for this heavy, milk-white hair that swung in my wake and caught on low branches. It would grow even lighter, from sunlight, so that I’d be told, in August, that I glowed at dusk and belonged with the moths in the white garden. He’d say my hair was like phosphorescence.


I did not know this yet, of course. Nor did I know how Gloucestershire looked or sounded. But I’d felt fearless on the dark Thames shoreline and I felt fearless now, on this train. For what could be worse than the loss of her? This fact was as true as Darwin’s finches or the moon’s phases: my mother was gone. And the forty-two fractures in my life did not matter; nor did the bluish whites of my eyes or the list of adjectives I’d made, or my height. What mattered was that I had nothing left to lose. So I looked forwards as we raced under bridges, emerged from tunnels into light.




II


The train arrived at Cheltenham Spa in the early evening. I did what Forbes had advised: I asked for assistance with my trunk, thanked the gentleman and, on the platform, stepped back from the slamming doors. The train gave a warm, gritty blast of steam as it pulled away so that I saw nothing, at first. But when the steam thinned, I noticed a lone figure at the far end of the platform, with a cigarette and a nonchalant air.


I chose to stay as I was: I could not carry my trunk and required him to help me. On recognising this, the man flicked the cigarette away. He lifted himself from the wall on which he’d been leaning and walked towards me with a slow, casual gait.


‘Miss Waterfield?’


A moustache. The smell of tobacco. ‘Yes. Good afternoon.’


‘It’s evening. Your train was late. I’ve been waiting for more than an hour.’


This was not the response I’d expected. I stiffened, and was briefly inclined to speak sharply to him. The train’s lateness was not my fault, after all. But I supposed this would be unhelpful. ‘I will need help with my trunk, please.’


‘From me?’


‘Yes. Or from someone else. I can’t carry it.’


The man sighed heavily, glanced back down the platform. I thought he might refuse to help me, or walk away, but he stooped, lifted my trunk by one handle and dragged it away at a pace I could not match, so that when I reached his car – burgundy in colour – he was already seated, waiting for me. Drumming his fingers on the steering wheel.


‘Ready?’


I nodded. Entered the car awkwardly, knocking my wrist, so that I winced, cupped it. He witnessed this yet did not comment. He only cleared his throat, told me to shut the door. As we drove, I thought, I have landed on a strange shore, of tobacco stains and impatience and, it seemed, worse manners than mine. And I’d never sat in a car before.


‘Are you Mr Fox?’


‘No.’


‘Then you work for him?’


His jaw was hard and defined. ‘Yes, from time to time.’


‘A butler?’


He scoffed. ‘Do I look like a butler? If he needs to be driven, I drive him. If he needs something brought to him, I might oblige.’


‘That sounds like a butler.’


‘Not,’ he said, ‘a butler. But you speak as if you’ve had staff of your own.’


I studied his profile. He was offended by me, somehow. And whilst I knew the train had caused him to wait for an hour, his resentment seemed deeper than that. Perhaps I’d been impolite. Or perhaps he disliked my appearance or gender or crooked bones or my unpinned hair. My lack of chaperone.


The hedgerows passed. In places the grass was so long that it pattered against the side of the car. I might have stayed quiet. He did not wish to converse, I knew that. But nor did I wish to say nothing when there was so much to ask him, so much to learn. ‘Are you from Gloucestershire?’


‘London.’


‘Where in London?’


‘East.’


‘East? I’m from Pimlico.’


He scoffed, dismissive.


‘So why are you in Gloucestershire? If you are from London?’


‘Why are you? Work. Money. Mr Fox asked me to.’


‘You live at Shadowbrook?’


He gave a single, hard laugh. But he also tightened his grip on the steering wheel so that his knuckles whitened and his voice, when he answered, seemed softer. ‘No. I would not live there.’


‘Why not?’


He paused, glanced at a passing gateway. ‘Others will tell you.’


‘Others? But I’m asking you.’


His expression was one of disbelief at my tone, yet he still answered. ‘There’s been trouble at Shadowbrook.’


‘What kind of trouble?’


I thought he might say more for he opened his mouth again. But then he snapped it shut and pressed his lips together for emphasis. ‘No.’


I tried for other conversations. I gave the Latin for dog rose. I remarked on the car’s interior and speed – and what kind of car was this? I thought compliments might help. But even so, he would not say more on this trouble. And a tiredness had entered him, so that he seemed distracted, elsewhere.


Evening deepened. I noticed how the headlights found moths, cartwheel tracks, signposts that pointed to Winchcombe and Stow and other foreign names. And at a crossroads, he reached into his jacket pocket, retrieved a gold wrapper and pushed its contents into his mouth: a hard, glassy confection that clacked against his teeth, so that I thought of my childhood of stewed fruit and crustless bread. Even now, I could never eat such a thing as this. When I asked for its name, he told me; I learned the word butterscotch. I listened to the patpat of long grass passing under the car; the word trouble was its own strange moth.


Eight in the evening. Trees and fields were darker but could still be seen. We rocked over uneven ground.


‘There.’


With that, Shadowbrook was more than a name printed in gold. It was a house of pale stone. Clematis grew on its walls. Its courtyard was bordered with dark, leafy shrubs in which I could hear movement – roosting birds, or the scurrying of mice. Two storeys to it, no more. A small right-angled wing. On either side of its door there was a stone dog on a plinth with nasturtiums at its feet.


‘The maids will carry your trunk for you.’ With that, he turned.


‘Not you? Will you not carry it? As you did before?’


‘No. It’s late.’


‘Why does that matter?’


He said no more. He only returned to the car, turned the wheel so that its tyres crunched over the loose stones and moved away, through the gates and down the lane.


I listened as the car faded. Then I looked back at the house.


Later, I’d learn that this pale, honey-gold stone was not Shadowbrook’s alone. It was the stone of its landscape; I would find it in the flower beds, in the outer walls of the potting shed – and later, I’d find that all the buildings within the Cotswold hills were formed of this baked stone. Moot halls and bridges. Churches. Farmhouses and smaller homes. But I was not wise to this, at that moment. I thought this hue was only Shadowbrook’s; a house formed of solidified dust and autumn leaves and old sun.


I stared at its walls. I studied the mossed roof tiles and the gold-coloured stone and the drainpipes in their rusting brackets, and I looked at its upper windows, which were open, with curtains half drawn.


Above it all, I saw a weathervane. It was silhouetted against the evening sky: a hare with its ears flat against itself, its limbs stretched fully, so that it did not touch the ground. A horizontal creature, between its compass points – a hare at its absolute fastest – and I was so taken with this weathervane that I did not notice, at first, the figure crossing the courtyard towards me. She carried a lantern, called my name.


‘Miss Waterfield? Is it you?’ She held up the lantern to see me better.


A small, inquisitive face. It peered at me; it seemed bright, unsure, and there was a youthfulness in this expression. Yet she was no longer young. Her hair was grey – a dark, metallic grey – and she wore it in a long, twisted plait that came over her shoulder and hung to her waist. Her hands had the texture of Millicent’s hands. And with her smile, I saw the folds and creases that she’d acquired over fifty years or more.


‘Welcome to Shadowbrook. We have been looking forward to your arrival. I hope very much that the journey was not too demanding. You have come such a long way to be with us, too. London! Gracious. You must be tired – and hungry. Are you? There is soup, if you will take some.’


‘My trunk,’ I said. ‘I can’t carry it. And the driver refused to bring it closer. I don’t think he liked me, although frankly I didn’t like him either. He was rude. We mostly drove in silence.’


Her smile never lessened. ‘Oh, I’m sure he liked you. And I’m sorry if it wasn’t the welcome you hoped for. Come inside, Miss Waterfield. Hollis,’ she said, ‘will bring it to your room. He has not yet retired for the night and would be perfectly happy to help. Leave the trunk and he’ll find it. Come! You must eat and rest.’


She was Mrs Bale. Both young and old. She crossed the courtyard with small, rapid footsteps; she had a restlessness in her hands, so that she gestured constantly. ‘This door is made of ancient oak; in spring, there are tulips all along this border, and I am so very fond of tulips that I’ll take a stem or two indoors and … ’


I could not keep pace. I swayed in her wake, rotated – and at the front door she paused, looked back with a frown as if surprised that I was not beside her. I saw her embarrassment then. She flushed on seeing my gait, and I wondered if she’d been told that the girl from Kew would be crippled and slow; I wondered, too, if she’d comment. But when I joined her, she only smiled brightly. ‘This way.’


The hallway of Shadowbrook was lit by a single lamp. This was not enough for it: I saw the stairs and a grandfather clock, but the floor itself was hard to make out, and the wooden panelling on the lower half of each wall darkened the hallway further, so that it might have been midnight. I followed Mrs Bale down a corridor. I could barely see her as we went; my feet themselves were out of sight. Yet Mrs Bale seemed entirely unaware of this darkness as she pattered ahead, talking over her shoulder.


‘You’ll come to know the house very well, I’m sure. It isn’t large. The kitchen, the dining room and the maids’ quarters are all down at this end of the house. A bathroom and water closet, too. This door is the old library. And this’ – she pushed a door so that it opened a little, but not enough to enter by – ‘is the drawing room, which is a fine room to spend a little time in. Its French doors lead onto the terrace and the croquet lawn and it fills with afternoon light so that I wonder if it’s not the loveliest of Shadowbrook’s rooms, or of its downstairs rooms at least. Are you a reader, Miss Waterfield? It is an agreeable place to read a novel. If we had a gramophone, this is the room that would suit it, I think. Still, you need your supper, so let us carry on … Will pea soup suit you? Maud made the bread this morning and I must say that she tends to burn it but today was a good day for her. This way, Miss Waterfield, and then I will show you to your room.’


I had no chance to reply. She spoke so quickly – her words poured out like water – yet she did not seem to mind my lack of response. Indeed, as we entered the kitchen, with its copper saucepans, patterned tiles and cracked sink, she simply carried on, regaling me with tales of market day in Stow, of the butcher in Chipping Campden whose boy brought the meat on his bicycle and rang his bell incessantly which he had no need to do. She ladled soup into a bowl, set it before me.


‘And the gardens, Miss Waterfield. You are only here for a month, I know, but what a month you have chosen! The gardens are looking their best, I think. The roses are quite glorious. Did you know, we’ve had a robin nesting in the potting shed? Quite a foolish place to have chosen and I’m sure it’s a perfect nuisance to the boys, but I confess I am rather pleased by it; I see the birds dipping in and out and I hear the chicks, too, as I’m washing the clothes. It’s a good drying time. I can leave a sheet on the line and it’s perfectly dry by the afternoon, but this is often the way, for we catch a breeze here for being on the hill as the whole village is. Well, the village’s name will tell you this! Where else might Barcombe-on-the-Hill be? We have beech trees on one side of the garden and they protect us, yes, but the wind will always find its way. You might hear it at night. It can make the house sound like a boat on its mooring. Also, when the hayfields are cut, we can smell it on the breeze, and it is quite the most wonderful smell. Oh yes, Miss Waterfield. You’ve come to Shadowbrook at the most perfect time of year.’


She paused. ‘Would you care for more soup?’ She held up the ladle.


She was, I understood, expecting me to speak now. She wanted a response, at least. But I was exhausted. I could feel the throb of the growing bruise on my wrist; the pea soup was not warm, too thin – and I needed to rest.


Somewhere in the house, a clock struck nine.


‘Mrs Bale, I’m tired. Where is my room, please?’


I’d tried to be polite. Even so, I saw a shadow pass over her – a brief alteration in her eyes which suggested disappointment. Yet her smile did not falter. She lowered the ladle. ‘Of course, Miss Waterfield. This way.’


I expected to take the stairs. And she did, indeed, lead me back along the corridor to the hallway and the staircase. But we did not ascend. Rather, she ducked under the staircase; she moved past an umbrella stand and a single chair and turned to me. ‘Here we are.’


A door in the wall, tucked in the corner. A downstairs room.


I turned to her. ‘Mrs Bale, is this because of my bones? Did Mr Forbes tell you I needed care? I’m quite capable of stairs. I’m neither a child nor an invalid.’


She flinched, puckered her mouth. ‘I’m aware of that, Miss Waterfield.’ A clipped, fast response yet she quickly recovered herself. ‘Your bones? No. This has always been a guest room. Well, I say that; I believe in the Pettigrews’ day it was a morning room because it’s east-facing, so that they might take their coffee in there, and there’s a chance you will wake with the daylight, although the curtains are very thick in the hope of preventing that. But when Mr Fox bought Shadowbrook, he changed it. He thought it would make a fine sleeping quarters. The upstairs rooms are solely for his own use, so that this seemed an excellent choice to make. I hope you’ll agree.’


With that, she pushed the door to reveal, firstly, a bedside lamp with an amber glow. In this glow, I saw a bed with a white coverlet. A table, on which there stood a blue water jug in a blue bowl. A towel. A single pale rose in a vase.


My trunk sat on the floor, waiting.


‘Do you like it? You will have all you need, I hope. There is a wardrobe and a dressing table. The window opens if you wish it to.’


I saw the immaculate linen. I thought of the soup, which had been freshly made, waiting for me, and I understood that Mrs Bale had worked hard for my arrival. I felt the tang of shame in me. ‘Thank you.’


For a moment, she only smiled. Then she bade me goodnight, turned and walked into the hallway. I saw the door begin to close, so that I thought she had left me – but then she returned, stepping back into the room with purpose.

OEBPS/images/9780349007663.jpg
6 0
=)

T
O
T
2]
=
=
Z
<<
%)
)
»






