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CHAPTER ONE

Curiously enough, the part of the whole horrible business of the Chiltern murder that returns to plague me, is the part I myself played in its final unravelling. I don’t mean that I discovered the murderer, but I was in at the death, so to speak. And the fact is that during the whole course of the inquiry I was never entirely aware of what was actually happening. Clues turned up and were discussed in my presence without my ever having subtlety enough to see where they led. And now when I face myself in the shaving mirror, my chin covered with lather, I regard myself with amazement, and wonder how I could have been so completely fooled.

And certainly I’d never have been absurd enough to get involved in a business so fantastically foreign to my usual well-ordered and sober existence, if I hadn’t been in love with Catherine Chiltern since she emerged from the nursery. But that — being in love with Catherine — is one of my big mistakes, and I’ve got so used to wanting her and knowing I’d never have her that I can afford to be philosophical about it. I forgave Nelson Scoville when he married her, and didn’t have more than a little pain — except for her — when I learned that it was Hartwell Davidson she really loved. She sent him off to South Africa just before the wedding — which, I might add, came as a surprise to most of us who knew her. She had refused Scoville flatly for over a year, when old Lord Scoville was making overtures on the subject.

I’ve known the Chilterns a long time. I’m about fifty now, just in the prime of life, and I can recall quite clearly that when I was still a “devil” at Lincoln’s Inn Lord Redall sent me with some papers to Chiltern Hall. He was too heavy and gouty to stir out himself, although the picturesque stage of his disturbance that made him the stock figure in political cartoons came later.

I’ve known many poor land-owners; most of our old families that have hung on to their property are as poor as mice. It’s the beer, whisky, and soap lords that have the fine well-kept places. But I don’t think I ever saw any country place in quite such a state as Chiltern Hall. It was the most extraordinary place! The drive between unclipt yews was so overgrown that the few visitors to the place used a footpath to the back of the house. The gardens that were once as fine as any in England were little better than a jungle, and the cats they kept about the place, plus the cats that came for prolonged visits, gave it an air not far from savage. I shouldn’t mind it in the least now, but of course that’s all changed and the park is beautifully kept.

Lord Chiltern was thought rather peculiar, but I fancy any peer who suddenly retrenched so drastically would be thought peculiar. In fact, I think he was peculiar. You see, the Chilterns were always people of importance. They made a vast fortune under Elizabeth, by a wine monopoly, and built Chiltern Hall by royal grant under James I, and then managed with a dexterity that was significant, I suppose, to weather the storm of the Protectorate and the Restoration. Later they were favorites of Dutch William while they remained friends of Anne, and confidantes of Sarah Duchess of Marlborough. It was said that they were closely concerned with Marlborough and Godolphin’s schemes to help the Pretender, and I see no reason for doubting it. They were colorful figures in England’s turbulent days, but their color always ran so that it was equally brilliant in all camps.

Then there came one Chiltern who was a sort of summing up of all the other Chilterns. That was Ronald the first lord. They had been offered a peerage in every reign, but they were shrewd enough to see discretion as the better part until George I’s reign. Then old Francis Chiltern on his death bed told his son Ronald that peace had come, and as the Chilterns would never have to fly several banners of allegiance again, the time was ripe for a title. Soon after he succeeded, Sir Ronald undertook a delicate mission to Russia for the second George. It seems that missions to Russia have always been delicate. Certainly they are none too robust in this age of open diplomacy. And it seems that Sir Ronald stayed in Russia some years. Being a man of resource as well as delicacy, he became, it appears, the close friend of Catherine II. Of course in England we’re broad minded. In fact I don’t suppose any nation are more broad minded than we English. But there are some things I think I may rightly say we don’t approve of, and I rather believe the personal conduct of the Russian Empress is one of them. But of course I don’t wish to judge too harshly of people who haven’t our enlightenment.

In any case, Sir Ronald returned in 1764, the grateful and proud possessor of the Muscovy Diamond, the gift of the Empress. It was understood that he had undertaken a delicate mission for her; it was rumored that he had been a successful rival of Orloff; indeed, it was breathed that he knew more of the death of Peter II than was proper. But in any case it was known that the great diamond was a royal token of respect for English reserve and English discretion. Be all that as it may. The handsome and discreet Ronald came back to England with one of the famous jewels of the world, was made a baron and entailed his property.

The Chilterns had always been products of their times in one sense or another, and under George III they added their zest to the general scene. The second Lord Chiltern lost £5000 to Charles James Fox at White’s one evening, and similar sums to less famous but equally fortunate friends on other occasions. When the fifth lord, a florid gouty old gentleman who wept at the impotence of a generation that could neither drink, fight, nor gamble, was gathered to his fathers and uncles who had done all three excellently, the sixth and present Lord Chiltern spent three days trying to find enough ready money under a mountain of debts to bury him properly.

He was a young man then. I remember my mother describing him as one of the handsomest men in England, and my father’s contempt for what he called a woman’s evaluation. The situation in which he found himself soon showed that he had more to recommend him than brown hair and a good figure. He bitterly cursed Chiltern blood and Chiltern waste, and threatened to sell the Chiltern diamond. But everyone said he did that because he knew he couldn’t. That was one thing no Chiltern would dream of doing. They said that the very life of the Chilterns was ice-bound in the fiery heart of the Muscovy stone. So he struggled with poverty to ease the estate. He refused all suggestions. Some one offered him the daughter of the herring knight. He said he was having no red herrings dragged across his path, and because the girl happened to have red hair everyone was rather annoyed. My father was, I remember, because his sister had just married the herring son. But he had black hair.

It was then that everyone decided he was peculiar: to get the estate away from the Jews he went into retirement instead of going into trade or getting a pension. There’s no doubt he set himself a fearful task nor, in fact, that he was a man of ingenuity and strength worthy of the ancestor who had brought home the regal diamond. In fact, whatever may have been said — and a great deal was — against the wildness of his forebears, their marriages, though not always discreet, had always been fruitful of sound minds in sound bodies, as the Greeks had it.

Lord Chiltern became — for all of being peculiar— a sober conservative English gentleman. My father respected him highly and so did Lord Redall. One thing was clear to everyone, and that was that the wild strain in the Chilterns had run out. Lord Chiltern neither gambled nor raced. Nor did he drink to excess. Then in 1895, when by appalling parsimony and excellent management he had brought the estate, still horribly dilapidated but undiminished, into some sort of working order, he suddenly showed his blood by marrying a wild French beauty from the Comédie Franҫaise. He was then forty years old and hadn’t a thing in the world unmortgaged except the diamond.

She went to Chiltern to live in the cobwebby hall with one servant, no company, and no friends. Almost the only person Chiltern ever saw was Dr. Norland the rector, who lived on the neighboring estate. He and Chiltern had been rocked in the same cradle, but he and his wife, a silent English girl, were no company for gay Lady Chiltern. And she found out, it seems, that the diamond really couldn’t be sold; and perhaps feeling that adorned by it alone — if indeed she was ever allowed to touch it — she merely advertised her bad bargain, she retired, taking the title with her and leaving behind a daughter three months old.

All the daughters of the Chilterns since the first lord’s Russian trip were named Catherine. He named this one accordingly, and set out to forget his brief flyer into life. One morning he read of Lady Chiltern’s death in a motor accident at Cannes. Horace, the butler, told me years afterward how his Lordship read and re-read the notice, then carefully cut it out and tossed it into the fire. He was then fifty-three.

That brings me to the time I first met Catherine Chiltern, when she was five. Lord Redall sent me down to Sussex with a sheaf of papers for her father to sign. I well remember what a dainty quaint little thing she was, moving about the great dark hall very quietly but with immense self-possession.

She and her father, with Horace, who was ancient even then, lived in the main portion of the house. That is, in a part of it — the hall, library, a morning-room and three rooms upstairs. I don’t know where the two servants slept — it must have been somewhere, of course — but the rest of the great mansion, as far as one could see, was shrouded in dust and linen. They say dealers used to go down there to try to buy the furniture that was in the old rooms to sell to Americans. But Lord Chiltern drove them off furiously. He had never sold anything from Chiltern Hall and he was not beginning. And I’m sure he was quite right. I don’t see why the Americans should have all the Queen Anne furniture in England. I understand they buy anything, no matter what it is, if it’s either old or new. I’m told it has to be one or the other.

Lord Chiltern managed to send Catherine to school in France for a few years and a distant cousin took her for the Season in London. But I fancy she didn’t have to learn to be a grande dame. It was born in her, or she got it from the portraits of Chiltern ladies in the old gallery. She probably practised it in the old hall or the Louis XV drawing-room later in the new wing.

Her father had known mine, as I’ve said, and also Lord Redall for many years, and he took a liking to me. I was invited down frequently in the summer. I don’t think that either of them ever said it in so many words, but I know that I’d not gone there very long before I understood quite definitely that both Catherine and her father planned that she should make a brilliant marriage. That is, of course, financially brilliant. In the old Dutch garden one summer day Catherine — she was seventeen then — said very gravely, “You see, the Chilterns have no son to bring back their fortune, so I must do it.” So three years later, when she married Nelson Scoville, the second son of the whisky lord, I thought I understood the brief glance she gave me as she squeezed my hand before leaving the church.

And now to the events I have to tell about. It had been rumored that young Hartwell Davidson had gone to South Africa the week before the wedding with some sort of an understanding with her. In any case, I was a little surprised when I met him at my club five years later (in fact only the day before my story begins) when Catherine was still the most beautiful and exclusive of the younger hostesses in London. We had all thought he had quit London for ever, and here he was back again, tight-jawed and white, looking perfectly ghastly. I wondered about it, knowing how desperate he’d been; and I should, I suppose, have been prepared for the shock I got just as I was sitting down to my kipper one Wednesday morning in late November. Catherine was on the telephone. I can still hear her lovely voice calling hopelessly to me, “Oh, Peter! please come over at once…something dreadful…my husband. Oh please come!”

I’ve never cared very much for kippers, and I went at once.


CHAPTER TWO

As my rooms are in Hans Crescent I think I didn’t take more than five minutes in getting to the Scoville house in Moreton Gardens, South Kensington. As I got out of my taxi I saw the drawing-room curtains thrust suddenly into place and before I got to the top step Flora, Catherine’s scatter-brain maid, opened the door for me. She was white and trembling and obviously on the point of collapse. I think I may say I’ve never approved of a display of emotion in any one but in the servant classes such lack of reserve is unpardonable. Even then I fancy I was sharper than necessary when I said, “Come, my girl, pull yourself together and tell your mistress I’m here.”

“Oh, sir, it’s dreadful, oh, it’s dreadful!” she was sobbing brokenly, but she went up stairs quite rapidly. I always think firmness is worth a good deal on such occasions.

I put my hat and stick in the corner. I hadn’t worn my overcoat for all that it was the last of November and pretty crisp. I was still in the small reception hall that always impressed me so pleasantly every time I came into Catherine Scoville’s house. It was elegantly furnished with a quiet richness that promised worlds for the rest of the house. At that moment Catherine herself came slowly down the stairs. Certainly the ridiculous people who write the gossip in our London dailies are right in all the superlatives they use about her. She looked more lovely than usual coming down toward me in some sort of dark clinging gown. Her face was like a delicate ivory mask, expressionless and almost lifeless except for her beautiful living eyes, full of a myriad conflicting changing lights and shadows. I tried anxiously to read what was in them: was it peace, or grief, or was it stark naked fear that seemed to leap out like a flame and die again, leaving them great wells of emptiness to complete the ivory mask?

She took my hand without a word and drew me into the library that opens off the hall away from the front door.

“My dear, listen.” Her lovely husky voice was barely audible but she seemed to gather strength from holding tightly to my hand. I suppose it’s a sort of magnetism that affects people that way. “It’s Nelson. He’s dead. He’s shot himself.”

She made a futile little gesture and sat down on the sofa.

“Have you called a doctor or the police?” I asked.

“Oh no, no. I didn’t call the doctor because I knew he was dead, and I wanted you to come first before the police.” Her voice was a little stronger now. “I wanted you to see him, you know; just see him.”

I nodded.

“But I’d better call the police first,” I said. I picked up the telephone and spent the usual interminable time trying to get in touch with the police. Not that they are harder to get than anyone else. Finally I got the Commissioner, whom I know — my firm looks after his affairs — and explained to him what Catherine had told me. He didn’t seem particularly excited about it. In fact he was quite normal and even asked me how my cold was getting on. However, he said he’d send someone out and I hung up.

Catherine hadn’t moved during all this. I was a little surprised that she took it so terribly. I suppose it was a reaction now that a man was there to take charge. She sat quietly, her long white hands motionless in her lap, completely stunned, and I had to speak twice before she heard me.

“Shall I go up now?” I asked.

“Oh yes. In his sitting-room,” she replied with an effort. “And…and you’ll tell me if I need to do…anything. Or just wait.”

I confess I was bewildered and must have shown it, because she added quickly, “Yes; you see I mean, ought I to get some one to…to protect me?”

“But, my dear, I thought…you say it is suicide?”

I believe women are naturally more suspicious and distrustful of duly constituted authority than we are, but I was surprised when she answered a little sharply, “But the police! You know what the police are!”

She stopped, then added more calmly, “I’m sorry. Don’t mind me; I’m a wreck. Of course you know best, but it’s all so ghastly. You can go upstairs. In his sitting-room — but I told you. And look at him!”

She shuddered violently. I did not know what she meant, exactly, but thought best not to question her and so simply nodded and stepped through the open door out into the hall. I can’t say what it was, perhaps a sudden movement, perhaps a smothered exclamation; but something made me turn around and look back at her. She was sitting just as I had left her, staring rigidly at the French windows at the end of the room. I went a few steps toward her.

“What is it, Catherine?” I said.

She turned her eyes that instantly, I thought, had shown something of panic in them, to mine.

“Nothing. I was just thinking that…that you’re quite right. I can’t imagine why I thought I should need anyone but the police.”

She smiled for the first time that morning, although not too brightly. I went upstairs glad that she was feeling rather better.

The Scoville house is a fairly large affair, that is for a town house. It has a garden at one side of it and at the back. The side plot is flagged, with a fountain in the centre and a few shrubs along the walls, while the back space is laid out in a small formal garden. A porch extends around the two sides of the house, and French windows open from the drawing-room and dining-room onto the side porch, and from the dining-room and library on the back porch. The entrance to the house is from Moreton Gardens some hundred feet from the corner, but there are two garden entrances, one in the intersection of the high walls at the corner, and the other, for the servants, about a hundred feet further along the side wall.

I am familiar with the general economy of the place, partly because my firm drew up the deed of gift when old Lord Scoville presented Catherine with the freehold at her marriage; and also, of course, because I’ve been a frequent and privileged guest since her residence there.

She and her husband had occupied the first floor. Her sitting-room, bedroom, dressing-room and bath are at the front of the house along the Richmond Road. Her maid’s room is on the east side, between Catherine’s apartment and her husband’s. Nelson Scoville’s rooms faced the back garden, and consisted of a sitting-room next to the maid’s room, directly over the library, a bedroom, and bath. The bath was also used by the adjoining guest chamber that looks out over both gardens, a room reserved, I believe, for old Lord Chiltern, though he uses it very seldom. He prefers the country, having got used to it, I suppose. Then, of course, he’s getting on. He must be seventy now, though he’s an extremely vigorous man and looks much younger. In fact, he’s an excellent example of what English stock should be.

The other guest rooms are on the second floor. The nursery is also there, although Catherine’s young son Ronald — he’s just over five —now lives at Chiltern with his nurse and grandfather, whose heir he is. The domestics sleep on the third floor, except Hicks, the furnace man and gardener, who has a room in the basement next to the offices.

Catherine had said her husband was in his sitting-room, and I went straight to it.

I don’t know what I expected to see, or if indeed I had actually expected anything, but certainly I was totally unprepared for the ghastly sight that flashed upon me as I opened that door.

Nelson Scoville, in evening clothes, lay sprawled across the mahogany writing table, his eyes staring wildly into nothingness, his hands clutching at empty space. On the table, at his right, a few feet from him, lay a revolver. I think I simply stood there gazing in horror at the scene before me. It was the man’s face! It was a bloated horrid mask, sensual and lascivious. I tried gropingly to associate this awful thing with the Nelson Scoville I had known. Although I had seen him very rarely — he was from home most of the time, and seldom went with his wife to the functions she attended (nor was he often present when she entertained) — I hadn’t remembered him as this puffy-jowled creature. I closed my eyes to blot out that loathsome face and turned away. As a matter of fact, I’m afraid I was a little sick; and I now knew why Catherine, Heaven pity her, had told me to look at him.

As I closed the door, she came up the stairway.

She stopped, her hand on the balustrade, and my eyes fell beneath the infinite sadness of her unwavering gaze. She turned slowly and I followed her into her sitting-room. She was the first to break the silence that hung between us like a heavy mantle.

“That is what he was, Peter. That’s what I’ve lived with for five years when I couldn’t get away from it. Oh, I know he covered it up. No one guessed. But he didn’t try to hide it here.”

She stared dry-eyed into the fire that burned silently on the hearth.

“Why did you stay with him, Catherine?” I cried helplessly. “Why didn’t you tell some of us, before this? There’s the settlement…”

She raised her hand.

“It was just because of that. I was afraid; not for myself but for my boy. He threatened to kill him if I did anything.”

“Good God, Catherine!” I cried. “What are you saying? Are you mad?”

She shook her head silently. Suddenly we both started; the door bell rang clamorously through the empty house.

“Shall I bring them in here first?” I asked.

“Do as you think best, Peter,” she said. “My father will be here later. I telephoned to him at Chiltern.”


CHAPTER THREE

Four men from Scotland Yard were waiting in the drawing-room. As I went in, I couldn’t help notice particularly one of them because he was obviously a gentleman and obviously at his ease, which the others were decidedly not. He was tall and blond, rather good-looking and, as a matter of fact, exactly like all the other tall, blond, good-looking young Englishmen of the upper classes that one meets.

He stepped forward to meet me. “Mr. Braithwaite,” he said cheerfully, quite as though he were not a policeman in a house of bereavement, “the Chief said you’d be here. I’m Inspector Boyd of Scotland Yard.”

I bowed a little stiffly, but he went on.

“Will you tell Mrs. Scoville that we’re here? The doctor will be along in a few minutes. And I’d like to talk to her as soon as I’ve seen the body.”

I suppose police work hardens people. I admit I felt a certain repugnance at hearing this bright young man refer to that ghastly thing upstairs, that had once been Catherine’s husband, as “the body.”

I said, “I’ll take you up now, and tell Mrs. Scoville you are here,” and led the way upstairs. Boyd came behind me, followed by the three stolid policemen, who seemed to move in unison without saying a word. It occurred to me then that this was probably the first of a string of processions that would march up those stairs to what the press (not The Times of course) would call “the Death Chamber.” I even imagined this bright young man leading them. (“This way, boys, to The Body.”) I realized sharply that this business was getting on my nerves, for I make it a point never to imagine anything at all. Facts are what I’m used to and what I like, although I can’t say I exactly liked that very ghastly one in the room ahead of us.

I indicated the door and stepped aside. I noticed that for all his aplomb Boyd hesitated an instant on that terrible threshold. Then he went in, followed by the three mutes. They closed the door and I went to notify Catherine.

She was sitting just as I had left her, staring into the fire. She moved her head in assent when I gave her the detective’s message and neither of us spoke for some time. At last she broke the silence.

“Forgive me, Peter, but there’s nothing to say. I feel as if I’d been shouting at the top of my voice for days and days. Now I’m very tired and empty. Everything has simply stopped and I just don’t want to move or speak.”

So we sat. I don’t know what she was thinking, but I know I was thanking God that she was free again, even if so terrible a thing as this had freed her.

Flora, still badly shaken, her voice hardly above a whisper, announced Inspector Boyd.

“I say, Catherine,” he exclaimed to my amazement and horror, “I’m beastly sorry and all that, old girl.”

“Thanks, Dickie,” she answered, to my utter bewilderment, and held out her hand. “Peter, this is Richard Boyd, Colonel Sir Compton Boyd’s son. He’s a very good friend — you must help him all you can.”

I was considerably astonished, I must admit. Of course, I’d heard something about Boyd’s son being in the police force, but if I’d thought about it at all, I’d assumed he was standing on a corner somewhere.

“I know you’re pretty low, Catherine,” he went on, “but if you’ll answer a few questions, I’ll try to leave you alone for a while. It’s pretty serious, I’m afraid.”

“I know it is, but there’s nothing we can do, is there?” she returned wearily. “I don’t want to seem callous, Dickie, but if he’s shot himself, and…” She broke off a little hysterically. “Isn’t that enough?”

Boyd glanced at her rather curiously, I thought, and said, “Buck up, old girl.” He was full of such admonitions, I noticed, but I confess he was more decorous than I’d expected.

He hesitated an instant. Then he drew out a note-book. “When did you see Nelson last, Catherine?” he asked.

“Night before last.” She was quite calm again. “I came up to town a week earlier than I intended and got here in the afternoon. He came about midnight after I was in bed. I didn’t expect him for a couple of weeks. He’s been abroad, you see.”

“You didn’t see him yesterday?”

“No. I left in the morning before he was up and was in bed before he came back.”

“He didn’t dine here?”

“No. You see I only keep the staff here in the winter. Hicks is here all summer, and if I come I bring Flora. She gets my breakfast, and I dine out. Nelson would do the same.”

“How long had he been away?”

“Six months, about.”

“And you didn’t see him his first day back?”

She flushed. “No,” she said shortly.

“I’m ghastly sorry, Catherine, to have to be nosey. It’s part of my job.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but it’s rather difficult. Nelson and I weren’t very good friends, you know.”

Boyd let the matter drop there with more tact than I had anticipated.

“Who was in the house last night?”

“Myself, Flora, and Hicks. No one else.”

“Catherine,” he continued earnestly, “the doctor says Nelson has been dead about eight hours.”

She looked up at him.

“Did you hear nothing at all?”

“I’ve been thinking of that,” she answered slowly, “and I recall hearing a sharp noise. I assumed it was the backfire of a motor-cycle. There’s a garage down the Road and we’re used to such noises. I suppose it woke me but I didn’t think anything of it.”

“What time was that?”

“I don’t know surely. I should say something after one.”

“It was just a single sharp noise?”

“I’m not sure about that at all, Dickie,” she replied.

He was busy with the note-book for a few minutes. Then he asked, “Do you know if Nelson had any enemies?”

“Enemies?” Her surprise was evident. “None that I know of. I don’t know many of his friends even.”

“Had he any trouble recently, then?”

“Not that I know of. He needed money. But that’s not recent. Certainly that wouldn’t make him shoot himself. He’d have been much more likely to shoot someone else,” she added bitterly.

Boyd put his note-book away and looked at her a moment. He seemed to be searching for the easiest way to say something.

“I’m beastly sorry about this, Catherine,” he said, after a minute. “I hate to distress you, but I’m afraid there’s every probability that Nelson didn’t shoot himself.”

Her eyes met his and grew wide with terror.

“Dickie!” she whispered. “What do you mean…murdered?”

She stared before her in the silence that followed. She seemed to be seeing a vast panorama of events hidden from us. Only her eyes told us that she was thinking, quickly, urgently.

“Murdered!” she whispered again. “Oh my God, how funny!”

And she broke into a high hysterical laugh that made my blood run cold.

We hadn’t noticed Flora standing quietly in the background until she stepped forward.

“Madam needs rest very badly, sir,” she said, speaking to Boyd. “Do you think the doctor might give her something? A few hours’ sleep will make things so much easier for her.” The girl had lost all traces of her terror and was extremely level-headed in her devotion to her mistress. Her efficiency was a blessing in such a moment.

Boyd looked down at the quivering convulsive figure on the sofa and gravely nodded. He beckoned to me and I rather reluctantly followed him into the hall.

“We’ll send the doctor in, Mr. Braithwaite. That girl is quite right about it. None of us can do anything with her in that state.” He went into Scoville’s room and emerged at once with a man whom I hadn’t seen before.

“This is Dr. Philpotts, Mr. Braithwaite,” he said shortly. “Will you go in, please, and let me know how she gets on.”

We watched him enter Catherine’s room. “I’d give a lot, Mr. Braithwaite,” Boyd said, staring after him as he closed the door behind him, “to know whether it’s the hell that’s over, or the hell to come, that’s wrecked her. Mm. Yes. I think I’d give an awful lot.” He turned and went in Scoville’s room, leaving me standing there in the hall without so much as a word.

It’s rather queer that one never quite knows what to do in such a circumstance. I glanced around a little self-consciously, and finally decided to go downstairs.































































































OEBPS/CoverDesign.jpg
ZENITH BROWN

WRITING AS DAVID FROME






OEBPS/navtoc.xhtml


    

    Table of Contents





    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    		

        IN AT THE DEATH, by Zenith Brown

        

        		

            COPYRIGHT INFORMATION

        



        		

            CHAPTER ONE

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWO

        



        		

            CHAPTER THREE

        



        		

            CHAPTER FOUR

        



        		

            CHAPTER FIVE

        



        		

            CHAPTER SIX

        



        		

            CHAPTER SEVEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER EIGHT

        



        		

            CHAPTER NINE

        



        		

            CHAPTER TEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER ELEVEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWELVE

        



        		

            CHAPTER THIRTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER FOURTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER FIFTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER SIXTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER NINETEEN

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

        



        		

            CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

        



        



    



    



    

    

    Guide



    

    		

        Table of Contents

    



    



    





OEBPS/image0.jpg





