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Introduction

   When Sweet Poison was published in 1956, it was author Kathleen Freeman’s twenty-third Mary Fitt mystery novel in twenty years, an impressive rate of production indeed. Only three more Mary Fitt novels would follow before the author’s untimely death in 1959 at the age of sixty-one. A final Fitt was posthumously published in 1960 and then the rest was silence, with Mary Fitt rarely appearing in print again until her revival over six decades later by Moonstone Press in 2022. Sweet Poison also was the penultimate Inspector Mallett and Dr. Fitzbrown detective novel, preceded in 1954 by Love from Elizabeth and followed in 1959 by Mizmaze, the investigative team’s swansong. In tone, Poison strikes a balance between the serious character study of Elizabeth and the whimsy and seeming outright parody in Mizmaze: there is deliberate artificiality, dry humour and wit throughout Poison, but, at the same time, there are interesting points made therein about obsession with the past and the varied forms it can take. It was probably the most praised of the later Mary Fitt mystery novels, with, for example, Maurice Richardson in the London Observer exhorting: “Don’t miss… Has a splendidly eccentric victim… Full of odd twists. One of Miss Fitt’s most original capers.” Not to be outdone, Francis Iles, aka Anthony Berkeley, a co-member with Fitt in the Detection Club, raved: “A really flavoursome dish for the gourmet of crime.” More recently, in Jacques Barzun’s and Wendell Hertig Taylor’s A Catalogue of Crime, the novel was lauded as a “deft mixture of poison and archaeology.” I agree wholeheartedly with these enchanted reviewers. At around fifty thousand words, Sweet Poison makes a most refreshing light repast for classic mystery lovers.

   Mary Fitt derived the title of Sweet Poison from one of the more obscure Shakespeare plays, King John (“Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth”). Back in 1930, when Dorothy L. Sayers published the first Lord Peter Wimsey mystery in which there appeared Lord Peter’s future wife, Harriet Vane, Sayers titled the book Strong Poison, drawing this title from the traditional border ballad Lord Randall: “What did you have for your breakfast, my comfort and joy?/A cup of strong poison; mother, make my bed soon.” English mystery writer Rupert Penny followed Sayers a decade later with Sweet Poison in 1940, a detective novel which literally concerns poisoned sweets and does not include the Shakespearean epigraph. Mary Fitt seems to have come next in 1956, followed by crime writers T. C. H. Jacobs (1966) and Douglas Clark (1970). In the last half-century, the phrase has become something of a hackneyed mystery title, but Mary Fitt came early and was the first to use the term in both literal and metaphorical senses (see below).

   Appropriately for Kathleen Freeman, a distinguished classicist, her criminous alter ego Mary Fitt draws on the subject of excavated ancient Roman villas in Great Britain for the plot of Sweet Poison. The period of Roman control over the province of Britannia is traditionally dated from 43 to 410 AD. Rediscovered ruins of Roman villas have since been excavated in Britain for several hundred years, most recently just three years ago in the county of Rutland. In 1938 a local farmer discovered a Roman villa near the village of Low Ham in the county of Somerset while prosaically digging a hole to bury a dead sheep. During the Second World War the British government prohibited deep ploughing of the area, leaving excavation to be carried out between 1946 and 1955, the year Mary Fitt presumably wrote Sweet Poison. The Low Ham Roman Villa, as it is known, is famed for a large mosaic tile floor, lifted in 1953, depicting scenes from the lives of legendary lovers Dido and Aeneas. It has been called the earliest surviving piece of narrative art in Britain. Another excavated Roman villa, Chedworth Roman Villa, was discovered in 1864 by a gamekeeper digging for a live ferret. The broadminded and generous owner of the land, John Scott, the third Earl of Eldon, financed the resulting excavations as well as the construction of roofing for the elaborate mosaics and a mock-Tudor museum to house unearthed artifacts. Today Chedworth Roman Villa is a treasured historical monument.

   In Sweet Poison Mary Fitt creatively imagines what might happen were a rather dottier—if not outright barmy—individual owned the land whereon precious Roman mosaics lay buried. In the novel a Roman villa is unearthed in Siccard, a small, rocky seaside resort, and a team of experts, including the novel’s focal character Roger Royden, an archaeological chemist, descends to excavate it. The mosaics had been wonderfully preserved by a sandstorm which buried both the tiles and, tragically, the human inhabitants of the villa at the time. “These were mostly servants, animals and local women,” the author observes sardonically, “so that the disaster hadn’t mattered much at the time… But the archaeologists were not really interested in what happened to these obscure people some seventeen centuries ago; they were interested in the mosaics.” Sadly for them, their effort to rescue, restore and preserve the mosaics in impeded by Augustus Gale, the imperious gentleman who owns neighbouring Geffrye House, a Georgian country mansion. On the grounds of Geffrye House part of the Roman villa—along with a section of its mosaics—lies buried.

   Augustus refuses to allow his land to be dug up by the importunate archaeologists because he has an obsession with the past all his own which puts him in collision with the determined men of science. It seems that Geffrye House once was the home of noted Regency playwright Joan Farmer (1775–1817), who returned to the mansion to die after being deserted by her faithless actor husband. Once there stood a summer-house in the garden of Geffrye House (over a section of the Roman villa), making it sacred ground to Augustus, who has fallen, yes, madly in love with the dead woman. “It ought to be a national shrine,” Augustus declares fervently, “but the nation which spends millions on football won’t spare a few thousands for the preservation of its holy places.”

   In the grip of his overweening adoration of Joan Farmer, the infatuated man, as Maurice Richardson put it, “forces his family to live as if the clock had stopped in 1817.” And the family, which includes Augustus’ aged mother, adult son and daughter and a beautiful young second wife, Dulcibella, with whom Roger immediately becomes desperately smitten, are not too happy about this, to say the least. (There is also a much put-upon man-of-all-work named Robert Brooke.) Thus, there are plenty of people around at Geffrye House with reasons for wanting to see Augustus lying in the ground, just like those mosaics.

   Readers of this introduction may have noticed that Joan Farmer’s span of mortal years is identical to that of beloved real life English novelist Jane Austen, whose legions of devoted fans over the decades have been dubbed Janeites. Among male mystery writer contemporaries of Mary Fitt both American Rex Stout, creator of Nero Wolfe, and Anglo-American Richard Wilson Webb, one-half of Patrick Quentin, were devoted admirers of Austen, Janeites if you will, and both men named Austen’s Emma as their favourite novel. Although not a mystery novelist herself (though she parodied the Gothic mystery conventions in her novel Northanger Abbey), Jane Austen clearly influenced the manners school of mystery associated with the Golden Age Crime Queens Dorothy L. Sayers, Margery Allingham and Ngaio Marsh. A later Crime Queen, the late P. D. James, also was a great admirer of Austen and employed characters from Pride and Prejudice in her final detective novel, Death Comes to Pemberley (2011). Under her own name Kathleen Freeman published, the same year in which her manners mystery Sweet Poison appeared, T’Other Miss Austen, an admiring study of Jane Austen and her writing, which the website janeaustenbooks.net describes as a “witty bio ahead of its time in its treatment of Austen’s particular genius.” In the novel, however, Mary Fitt devilishly afflicts her characters with a privileged, deranged literary fanboy, or stan, who has crazily carried his fandom to the point of poisoning his own life and the lives of everyone around him. As such he makes an eminently worthy murder victim. But who actually does the dread deed? I leave that for you, dear readers, to discover for yourself, in this mordantly delightful and thought-provoking murder mystery.

  

 
  
   
About the Author

   One of the prominent authors of the classical detective fiction of the Golden Age and afterwards was herself a classicist: Kathleen Freeman, a British lecturer in Greek at the University College of South Wales and Monmouthshire, Cardiff (now Cardiff University) between 1919 and 1946. Primarily under the pseudonym Mary Fitt, Freeman published twenty-nine crime novels between 1936 and 1960, the last of them posthumously. Eighteen of these novels are chronicles of the criminal investigations of her series sleuth, Superintendent Mallett of Scotland Yard, while the remaining eleven of them, nine of them published under the pseudonym Mary Fitt and one apiece published under the respective names of Stuart Mary Wick and Kathleen Freeman, are stand-alone mysteries, some of which are notable precursors of the modern psychological crime novel. There is also a single collection of Superintendent Mallett ‘cat mystery’ short stories, The Man Who Shot Birds.

   From the publication of her lauded debut detective novel, Three Sisters Flew Home, Mary Fitt—like Gladys Mitchell, an author with whom in England she for many years shared the distinguished publisher Michael Joseph—was deemed a crime writer for ‘connoisseurs’. Within a few years, Fitt’s first English publisher, Ivor Nicholson & Watson, proudly dubbed her devoted following a ‘literary cult’. In what was an unusual action for the time, Nicholson & Watson placed on the dust jacket of their edition of Fitt’s Death at Dancing Stones (1939) accolades from such distinguished, mystery-writing Fitt fans as Margery Allingham (‘A fine detective story and a most ingenious puzzle’), Freeman Wills Crofts (‘I should like to offer her my congratulations’) and J. J. Connington (‘This is the best book by Miss Mary Fitt I have yet read’).

   If not a crowned ‘queen of crime’ like Allingham, Agatha Christie, Dorothy L. Sayers and Ngaio Marsh, Kathleen Freeman in her Mary Fitt guise was, shall we say, a priestess of peccadillos. In 1950 Freeman was elected to the prestigious Detection Club, a year after her crime-writing cover was blown in the gossip column ‘The Londoner’s Diary’ in the Evening Standard. Over the ensuing decade several of the older Mary Fitt mysteries were reprinted in paperback by Penguin and other publishers, while new ones continued to appear, to a chorus of praise from such keen critics of the crime-fiction genre as Edmund Crispin, Anthony Berkeley Cox (who wrote as, among others, Francis Iles) and Maurice Richardson. ‘It is easy to run out of superlatives in writing of Mary Fitt,’ declared the magazine Queen, ‘who is without doubt among the first of our literary criminographers.’

   Admittedly, Freeman enjoyed less success as a crime writer in the United States, where only ten of her twenty-nine mystery novels were published during her lifetime. However, one of Fitt’s warmest boosters was the New York Times’s Anthony Boucher, for two decades the perceptive dean of American crime-fiction reviewers. In 1962, three years after Fitt’s death, Boucher selected the author’s 1950 novel Pity for Pamela for inclusion in the ‘Collier Mystery Classics’ series. In his introduction to the novel, Boucher lauded Fitt as an early and important exponent of psychological suspense in crime fiction.

   Despite all the acclaim which the Mary Fitt mysteries formerly enjoyed, after Freeman’s untimely death from congestive heart failure in 1959 at the age of sixty-one, the books, with very few exceptions—Mizmaze (Penguin, 1961), Pity for Pamela (Collier, 1962), Death and the Pleasant Voices (Dover, 1984)—fell almost entirely out of print. Therefore, this latest series of sparkling reissues from Moonstone is a welcome event indeed for lovers of vintage British mystery, of which Kathleen Freeman surely is one of the most beguiling practitioners.

   *

   A native Midlander, Kathleen Freeman was born at the parish of Yardley near Birmingham on 22 June 1897. The only child of Charles Henry Freeman and his wife Catherine Mawdesley, Kathleen grew up and would spend most of her adult life in Cardiff, where she moved with her parents not long after the turn of the century. Her father worked as a brewer’s traveller, an occupation he had assumed possibly on account of an imperative need to support his mother and two unmarried sisters after the death of his own father, a schoolmaster and clergyman without a living who had passed away at the age of fifty-seven. This was in 1885, a dozen years before Kathleen was born, but presumably the elder Charles Freeman bequeathed a love of learning to his family, including his yet-unborn granddaughter. Catherine Mawdesley’s father was James Mawdesley, of the English seaside resort town of Southport, not far from Liverpool. James had inherited his father’s ‘spacious and handsome silk mercer’s and general draper’s establishment’, impressively gaslit and ‘in no degree inferior, as to amplitude, variety and elegance of stock, to any similar establishment in the metropolis or inland towns’ (in the words of an 1852 guide to Southport), yet he died at the age of thirty-five, leaving behind a widow and three young daughters.

   As a teenager, Kathleen Freeman was educated at Cardiff High School, which, recalling the 1930s, the late memoirist Ron Warburton remembered as ‘a large attractive building with a large schoolyard in front, which had a boundary wall between it and the pavement’. The girls attended classes on the ground floor, while the boys marched up to the first (respectively, the first and second floors in American terminology). ‘The first-floor windows were frosted so that the boys could not look down at the girls in the school playground,’ Warburton wryly recalled. During the years of the Great War, Freeman, who was apparently an autodidact in ancient Greek (a subject unavailable at Cardiff High School, although the boys learned Latin), attended the co-educational, ‘red-brick’ University College of South Wales and Monmouthshire, founded three decades earlier in 1883, whence she graduated with a BA in Classics in 1918. The next year saw both her mother’s untimely passing at the age of fifty-two and her own appointment as a lecturer in Greek at her alma mater. In 1922, she received her MA; a Doctor of Letters belatedly followed eighteen years later, in recognition of her scholarly articles and 1926 book The Work and Life of Solon, about the ancient Athenian statesman. Between 1919 and 1926 Freeman was a junior colleague at University College of her former teacher Gilbert Norwood, who happened to share her great love of detective fiction, as did another prominent classical scholar, Gilbert Murray, who not long before his death in 1957 informed Freeman that he had long been a great admirer of Mary Fitt.

   Freeman’s rise in the field of higher education during the first half of the twentieth century is particularly impressive given the facts, which were then deemed disabling, of her sex and modest family background as the daughter of a brewer’s traveller, which precluded the possibility of a prestigious Oxbridge education. ‘A man will do much for a woman who is his friend, but to be suspected of being a brewer’s traveller… was not pleasant,’ observes the mortified narrator of William Black’s novel A Princess of Thule (1883), anxious to correct this socially damning misimpression. Evidently unashamed of her circumstances, however, Freeman evinced a lifetime ambition to reach ordinary, everyday people with her work, eschewing perpetual confinement in academe’s ivory tower.

   Before turning to crime writing in 1936 under the alias of Mary Fitt, Freeman published five mainstream novels and a book of short stories, beginning with Martin Hanner: A Comedy (1926), a well-received academic novel about a (male) classics professor who teaches at a red-brick university in northern England. After the outbreak of the Second World War, while she was still employed at the university, Freeman, drawing on her classical education, published the patriotically themed It Has All Happened Before: What the Greeks Thought of Their Nazis (1941).* She also lectured British soldiers headed to the Mediterranean theatre of war on the terrain, customs and language of Greece, a country she had not merely read about but visited in the Thirties. During the cold war, when Freeman, passed over for promotion, had retired from teaching to devote herself to writing in a world confronted with yet another totalitarian menace, she returned to her inspirational theme, publishing Fighting Words from the Greeks for Today’s Struggle (1952). Perhaps her most highly regarded layman-oriented work from this period is Greek City-States (1950), in which, notes scholar Eleanor Irwin, Freeman uses her ‘uncanny eye for settings, as is often seen in her mysteries’, to bring ‘the city-states to life’. Freeman explicitly drew on her interests in both classicism and crime in her much-admired book The Murder of Herodes and Other Trials from the Athenian Law Courts (1946), which was effusively praised by the late Jacques Barzun, another distinguished academic mystery fancier, as ‘a superb book for the [crime] connoisseur’.

   In spite of her classical background, Kathleen Freeman derived her ‘Mary Fitt’ pseudonym—which she also employed to publish juvenile fiction, including a series of books about an intrepid young girl named Annabella—not from ancient Greece but from Elizabethan England, Eleanor Irwin has hypothesised, for the name bears resemblance to that of Mary Fitton, the English gentlewoman and maid of honour who is a candidate for the ‘Dark Lady’ of Shakespeare’s queer-inflected sonnets. Irwin points out that Freeman’s ‘earliest literary publications were highly personal reflections on relationships in sonnet form’. The name also lends itself to a pun—‘Miss Fitt’—which it is likely the author deliberately intended, given her droll wit and nonconformity.

   While Kathleen Freeman’s first four detective novels, which appeared in 1936 and 1937, are stand-alones, her fifth essay in the form, Sky-Rocket (1938), introduces her burly, pipe-smoking, green-eyed, red-moustached series police detective, Superintendent Mallett, who is somewhat reminiscent of Agatha Christie’s occasional sleuth Superintendent Battle. The two men not only share similar builds but have similarly symbolic surnames.

   Joined initially by acerbic police surgeon Dr. Jones and later by the imaginative Dr. Dudley ‘Dodo’ Fitzbrown—the latter of whom, introduced in Expected Death (1938), soon supersedes Jones—Superintendent Mallett would dominate Mary Fitt’s mystery output over the next two decades. Only after Freeman’s heart condition grew perilously grave in 1954 does it seem that the author’s interest in Mallett and Fitzbrown dwindled, with the pair appearing in only two of the five novels published between 1956 and 1960. Similarly diminished in her final years was Freeman’s involvement with the activities of the Detection Club, into which she initially had thrown herself with considerable zeal. In the first half of the decade she had attended club dinners with her beloved life partner, Dr. Liliane Marie Catherine Clopet, persuaded Welsh polymath Bertrand Russell, an omnivorous detective-fiction reader, to speak at one of the dinners, and wrote a BBC radio play, A Death in the Blackout (in which Dr. Fitzbrown appears), with the proceeds from the play going to the club.

   Presumably Kathleen Freeman met Liliane Clopet at the University College of South Wales and Monmouthshire, where Clopet registered as a student in 1919. Precisely when the couple began cohabiting is unclear, but by 1929 Freeman had dedicated the first of what would be many books to Clopet (‘For L.M.C.C.’), and by the Thirties the pair resided at Lark’s Rise, the jointly owned house—including a surgery for Clopet and her patients—that the couple had built in St. Mellons, a Cardiff suburb. In the author’s biography on the back of her Penguin mystery reprints, Freeman noted that a friend had described the home where she lived as ‘your Italian-blue house’, though she elaborated: ‘It is not Italian, but it is blue—sky-blue.’ There Freeman would pass away and Clopet would reside for many years afterwards.

   Born on 13 December 1901 in Berwick-upon-Tweed in Northumberland, Liliane Clopet was one of three children of native Frenchman Aristide Bernard Clopet, a master mariner, and his English wife Charlotte Towerson, a farmer’s daughter. Although Aristide became a naturalised British citizen, the Clopets maintained close connections with France. In 1942, during the Second World War, Liliane’s only brother, Karl Victor Clopet—a master mariner like his father who for a dozen years had run a salvage tug in French Morocco—was smuggled by Allied forces from Casablanca to London, where he provided details of Moroccan ports, beaches and coastal defences, which were crucially important to the victory of the United States over Vichy French forces at the ensuing Battle of Port Lyautey.

   Even more heroically (albeit tragically), Liliane’s cousin Evelyne Clopet served with the French Resistance and was executed by the Nazis in 1944, after British forces had parachuted her into France; at her death she was only twenty-two years old. In 1956, under another pseudonym (Caroline Cory), Kathleen Freeman published a novel set in wartime France, Doctor Underground, in which she drew on Evelyne’s experiences. A couple of years earlier, Liliane Clopet herself had published a pseudonymous novel, Doctor Dear, in which she depicted a female physician’s struggles with sexism among her colleagues and patients.

   Kathleen Freeman, who was rather masculine-looking in both her youth and middle age (boyish in her twenties, she grew stouter over the years, wearing her hair short and donning heavy tweeds), produced no issue and at her death left her entire estate, valued at over £300,000 in today’s money, to Liliane Clopet. In a letter to another correspondent she avowed: ‘My books are my children and I love them dearly.’ Admittedly, Freeman shared custody of her mysteries with that queer Miss Fitt, but surely she loved her criminally inclined offspring, too. I have no doubt that the author would be pleased to see these books back in print again after the passage of so many years. Readers of vintage mysteries, now eager to embrace the stylish and sophisticated country-house detective novels and psychological suspense tales of an earlier era, will doubtless be pleased as well.

   Curtis Evans

   

   
    
     * Under the heading of ‘Dictators’, Freeman quotes Solon: ‘When a man has risen too high, it is not easy to check him after; now is the time to take heed of everything.’ Timeless words indeed!


    

   

  

 
  
   
Sweet Poison

  

 
  
   “Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth.”

   Shakespeare, King John, Act I, Sc. 1

  

 
  
   
I

   When Augustus Gale died of poison, all observers who knew him would have said, if they had known the truth as well as the idiom, that he had “asked for it”.

   Nobody said this or its equivalent because they all believed, except some of the immediate onlookers, that he had committed suicide. There were obvious reasons why he should have done this, and when the coroner recorded a verdict of “Suicide while the balance of his mind was disturbed”, this was generally accepted, though most people who knew Augustus only superficially or by repute thought that the insanity was not temporary. This is the opinion held by all but a very few to this day.

   But the truth is that Augustus was poisoned—got rid of like a rat—and that he had “asked for it”. In order to understand how this came about, it is necessary to go back to that summer and show the first meeting between Roger Royden, an archæological chemist, and Dulcibella, Augustus’s second wife.

   2

   Roger had come down to Siccard, which is a small seaside resort, with a group of excavators who needed his services. A Roman villa had been discovered in the neighbourhood, with wonderful mosaics under several feet of sand which had covered them in a sandstorm many centuries earlier, and so preserved them while burying the inhabitants. These were mostly servants, animals and local women, so that the disaster hadn’t mattered much at the time; the owner, the rich Roman owner, had evidently been absent, and therefore there had not been any guests. This much the archæologists had already surmised, and each evening over dinner they were able to add something to their reconstruction. But they we not really interested in what had happened to these obscure people some seventeen centuries ago; they were interested in the mosaics.

   The mosaics were truly remarkable. They were not only works of art such as had not before been discovered in Britain; they also threw light on the way of life of the Roman occupying forces during the second century after Christ. And it was certain that in due course, when they had been properly cleaned and restored, they would bring hosts of visitors to Siccard and a great deal of money, for they were not only important archæologically but of interest to the Common Man. It was thought that they would in fact rival the mosaics of Pompeii and Casale, and it was already being proposed in the Urban District Council that some of them should be permanently locked up—hidden from the eyes of ladies.

   Difficulties of other kinds were arising for the archæologists; but let us postpone consideration of these while we watch Roger Royden coming in to dinner on a certain memorable evening, to join the party at the central table of Siccard’s only good hotel, the Imperial.

   3

   The hotel was large and luxurious. The food was often quite good, and the service also. The archæologists would not have been there if they had not been a party and so been able to come to a favourable arrangement with the management. The hotel could hardly have survived if it had not been for the occasional windfalls like this; for normally it was uninhabited except for Easter, Whitsun and the two months of July and August.

   It overlooked the wild sea, the glorious rocky coast, and unspoilt bleak country for many miles around; so that for the ordinary visitor there was nothing to do. Even bathing was prohibited; it was obviously dangerous, and often those who defied the prohibition lost their lives. Riding, motoring, golf, all were difficult or impossible. There was nothing to do at Siccard, except walk along the soft turf of the cliffs when it wasn’t too windy, or stare out from the hotel windows at the waves crashing on the rocks, and wonder why anybody ever came here, to live or to stay.

   Yet history clung to the place and eddied round it: tragic stories of shipwrecks and lost loves and far-off battles and ghosts, such as had appealed to nineteenth-century novelists but which have no appeal now.

   The seagulls were happier, rearing families on the high ledges where no one could disturb them, and waiting for the tides to bring them their food. But their joyous cries added to the melancholy of the place.

   4

   On this memorable evening Roger, as he reached the seat the head waiter pulled out for him at the central table, glanced first over his left shoulder to see if she was there.

   She was.

   He gave a start, for he had not expected her. Every Friday evening he schooled himself not to expect her—to be disappointed as one always must be in “real” life—and every Friday she was there.

   The dining-room at the Imperial Hotel—so called because the Kaiser had once stayed there for a night—was divided into two unequal parts. The main section was on a slightly lower level than the rest, which was like a stage raised one step above the restaurant proper; this upper stage had only half a dozen tables and these though seldom occupied were adorned and made to look special by chosen flowers. This part of the dining-room always looked as if it were waiting for distinguished guests who never came—except on Fridays.

   Every Friday evening there was this one guest: a woman, youngish, not too young, with smooth black hair parted in the middle. She wore jewels, usually diamonds and she was always in full evening dress as if she expected to be joined by someone. But though she looked towards the entrance she was never joined by anyone. She was always alone.

   She came in before the archæological party, by the time Roger entered late, she had finished her meal and was smoking over coffee and a liqueur. Roger wondered if she ever ate anything, because the archæologists

   
   
   
   5

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   6

   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
  

 
OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Sweer Poison

MARY FITT

With an introduction by Curtis Evans

@ Moonstone Press





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
n
n
w
(=%
a
w
Z
(®)
T
n
Z
o
©]
=








