

    
        
          Shadowmaster

        

        
        
          The Thomas Knight Chronicles, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Philip Sealey

        

        
          Published by Wight Publishing, 2021.

        

    


Published in 2021 by Wight Publishing

Copyright ©  S.P.Sealey

The author or authors assert their moral right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988, to be  identified as the author or authors of this work.
All Rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, copied, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior written consent of the copyright holder, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent  purchaser.

ISBN: 978 1838409722


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Chapter 1 | Thief in the Minster

Chapter 2 | Cats and Coppers

Chapter 3 | To Spook a Thief

Chapter 4 | Crimewave

Chapter 5 | Return to Malgoria

Chapter 6 | Recovered

Chapter 7 | Trouble at Home

Chapter 8 | Hot on the Trail

Chapter 9 | A Gruesome Discovery

Chapter 10 | The Council of Iragoth

Chapter 11 | Battle of the Portal

Chapter 12 | Reunited

Chapter 13 | Surprise Attack

Chapter 14 | The Trap

Chapter 15 | The Witch

Chapter 16 | Battle of Marsham Common

Chapter 17 | A Sad Farewell

Also By Philip Sealey



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For Emma

      

    

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1

Thief in the Minster
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The echo of the large iron bolts being rammed home reverberated through the south transept as the huge doors were made secure after the last of the visitors left the historic church. The security guard checked the doors one last time before starting his patrol of the ancient building. His shiny black boots echoed on the steps of the crypt below the choir as he checked for any lingerers. The guard did a quick circuit of the crypt, ensuring no belongings had been left behind, then climbed the steps on the other side.

As his footsteps died away, there was a movement behind one of the tombs. With a bit of a struggle, a stocky and somewhat dishevelled man climbed out of the hiding place he had occupied for almost three hours. His many visits to the Minster had served him well in finding the best place to hide. He had wandered around the crypt for an hour before he was sure no one could see him secrete himself behind the ancient stone tomb.

The man flexed his aching body, trying to shake off the stiffness of being cooped up for so long. He pulled a rucksack out from his hiding place and made his way slowly and quietly to the steps leading out of the crypt and waited. He knew from watching the building from the outside that after the doors were locked, he had about fifteen minutes until the lights were turned off and the staff left through the side door. Then he would be alone until the cleaners came in at half-past seven in the morning to get ready for the next day’s influx of visitors.

After what seemed like an age, the lights went out, and the faint sound of voices faded as the side door was locked. The man could hear the beeping of the alarm panel signalling that the staff had just thirty seconds to exit the building before it was armed. This didn’t worry the silent figure now emerging from the crypt. He knew that the alarm only covered the gift shop and offices. He was, however, aware that there were closed-circuit TV cameras around the Minster and he would have to carefully keep to his well-planned route to minimise his exposure to them. It was impossible to avoid the cameras completely, so he pulled on a ski mask to hide his face.

He made his way towards the main entrance, next to which were steps leading down to the Undercroft. As he reached the stone stairway spiralling down to the excavations beneath the ancient building, he jumped at a noise behind him.

“I wondered where you had got to,” he said, relieved to see a cat that had jumped down from a ledge. “How can you be inconspicuous with that big white patch on your chest?

“Good grief! If you had told me a month ago, I would be talking to a cat ...” He tutted, then took a small torch out of his pocket and continued down to the Undercroft. He walked past the old stone pillars that supported the ceiling and the signs that explained all about the ongoing excavations until he arrived at a glass display case. The display contained a scale model of the Roman fort that had once occupied this very spot before it had been replaced by the first of several Christian churches. Over the centuries the church was destroyed and rebuilt twice, evolving over time into the magnificent Gothic Minster it is today.

For the hundredth time, the man studied the model, this time laying a faded ancient scroll of parchment on top of the case.

“Stupid archaeologists,” he grumbled. “They’ve got the orientation wrong.”

He lay a compass on top of the case and, taking hold of the corner, he pulled the whole model round on its heavy wooden stand. 

“That’s more like it,” he said. “Right, Puss, now let’s see.” He checked the model with the outline on his scroll, made a few calculations on the back of a well-thumbed guidebook. Then, carefully picking up the parchment, he walked deeper into the underground chambers, stepping over the barrier that protected the excavations from the trampling feet of the public.

“That’s it,” he said, looking at the cat. “That crumbling bit of stone is the only thing that remains of the Roman fort. This is our starting point.” 

The excited man took out his compass and a tape measure. “Right, assuming a cubit to be approximately eighteen inches, that’s about ... twenty-three feet in this direction.” He paced out the distance and stopped. “This is it,” he said. “It must be here.”

The cat jumped down from the beam where it had been sitting watching. It sniffed the ground and circled a couple of times before pawing at a particular spot.

“Come out the way!” the man said. “I’ll do it.” He took a folding spade out of his bag and began to dig while the cat sat and flicked its tail in anticipation.

For about forty minutes the stocky little man hacked and scraped away at the compacted earth replete with the broken remains of the ancient fort now long gone. He shed his jacket as the effort of the task showing in the sweat running down his face.

“There’s nothing here,” he said, coming across a large piece of compact masonry. Out of sheer frustration, he struck the stone with his spade. “Hang on,” he said. “This is hollow. There’s something under here.”

He dug away at the earth to find the edges of the stone. With an almighty heave, he managed to stand the flat rectangular slab up in the hole revealing it to be the lid of a stone box. Inside lay a long bundle wrapped up in rags and tied with a leather cord. Reaching down the man’s dirty fingers closed around the package, lifting it clear of its ancient hiding place. The filthy rags in which the item was wrapped began to disintegrate as soon as they were disturbed, revealing a shaft of blackened wood, carved with unintelligible symbols. He reached down with his other hand to try and bring the artefact out intact, accidentally touching the exposed shaft. Instantly a surge of images filled his mind. 

All at once, he could see a hand holding the artefact aloft. From his perspective, the hand appeared to be his, but the sleeve of the robe and the strange rings it was wearing were unfamiliar. Before him, an ancient people were fleeing in terror as a creeping darkness closed in around them. A warrior made it through the throng of frightened people and with a flash of metal, the blade of a sword was brought down, and the artefact fell with the hand still holding tightly onto it. 

The scene changed. A druid stood before a stone altar holding a newly wrapped bundle above his head. He chanted in Gaelic, then slowly he lowered it into a stone chest. Two more druids sealed the box with a heavy stone lid. As the cover was carefully dropped into place a darkness that surrounded the altar melted away like a morning mist in the sun. The chest was lowered into a deep hole, beyond which the walls of some great structure were being erected.

The frightened thief dropped the artefact and the Undercroft once more materialised before his eyes. “Wow, that thing has got power,” he said, rubbing his arm and making sure it was still attached.

Taking care not to touch the staff with his bare hand, he placed it into his rucksack, then kicked the disturbed earth back into the hole in a half-hearted attempt to conceal his presence. He quickly made his way back up to the Minster, the cat disappearing into the shadows. 

Covering his face once more, to protect his identity, the thief emerged at the top of the stone steps near to the main entrance. Passing beneath the central tower, he hurried into the north transept and past the altar of St Nicholas to the door leading into the Chapter House yard. Carefully negotiating the spiked railings, and already out of breath, the man ran across College Street and down Chapter House Street. He knew that the alarm he had just set off by opening the outside door would have the police swarming around the Minster in minutes.

Red-faced and panting like a shaggy dog on a hot day, the thief puffed down Ogleforth Street, collapsing on the bonnet of his car, parked in a small private car park. He got the car door open and fell in, pushing his rucksack containing the magical bundle onto the passenger seat.

Pausing for a moment to get some much-needed air into his screaming lungs, he started the car and drove off to a chorus of sirens.

As the thief climbed the railings of the Chapter House yard, two pale and shimmering figures appeared in the open doorway, watching him as he ripped his jacket on one of the spikes. They watched as he ran down the street, not so much keeping to the shadows, as being surrounded by them, moving with him as he hurried away.

“At last the dreaded day has come,” said one of the ghosts to another. 

“Yes, indeed,” answered his spooky friend. “Oh, terrible, dreadful day.”

“We must report this.”

“Oh yes, we must. That is our purpose, after all. Watch, wait and alert the appropriate authorities if ever that fearful object is discovered.”

“Best we make haste to the mirror.” They glided away from the door and passed through a solid stone wall.

“I say, do you suppose we are going to be made redundant now?”

“Oh, I shouldn’t think so. They would never be able to afford thirteen hundred years of redundancy pay.”
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Chapter 2

Cats and Coppers


[image: image]


In the dim light from the street lamp streaming in through the open curtains of his bedroom, Tom fidgeted in a restless sleep, disturbed by disjointed images. Flashes of violence and the sounds of battle filled his unconscious mind. 

In his dream shadows scurried from the darkest places, joining together to form a foreboding pool of blackness.

The menacing mire rose from the ground in a cloud that billowed towards the terrified warriors and druids as they tried to run. But the evil pall was too fast. It engulfed them in its smoke-like mass, draining every drop of colour from them, forcing its way into tightly closed eyes and screaming mouths. Their flesh and clothes dissolved, melting away into the black cloud until nothing but perfect skeletons remained, white against the darkness. These too faded, growing darker until the ravenous shadow finally consumed them.

All the while, on a hillside, a man in a long dark robe seemed to be directing the cloud with a short carved staff. Suddenly, a warrior fought his way through the fighting horde and managed to sever the hand holding the staff, before being impaled by an enemy sword. The cloud dissolved, and so did the scene. 

Now, a man in a druid’s robe was carefully wrapping the sceptre in a piece of soft leather and placing it into a box, chanting unintelligible words as it was lowered into a deep hole. As it was covered with earth, the clouds parted, and the brightness of day filled the vision. 

The scene changed again, this time into what looked like an archaeological dig; it was illuminated only by a powerful torch. There was a man in modern, though shabby dress digging in the ground while above him, on a glass case, a cat sat watching. The man reached into the hole and pulled out a bundle wrapped in rags. As the rags fell away, a cloud of darkness billowed slowly from it withering the man as it had the warriors on the ancient field of battle. The evil shadow lingered for a moment before rushing towards Tom.

Tom awoke startled and sat bolt upright in bed. He flicked on his table lamp to push away the lingering darkness that filled his mind. That can’t be good, he thought. He had dreamt quite a lot recently, which in itself was unusual, but this didn’t feel like a dream. It felt like he was actually there experiencing the events first hand. 

He wiped the sweat from his face onto his T-shirt and slumped back down onto the pillow. As he turned out the light, he heard the garden gate’s familiar squeak as it swung shut. He looked at the clock. It was just after two. He got out of bed and went over to the window. Across the road, standing at the bus stop was a hooded figure. The stranger was dressed all in black, and though Tom couldn’t see his face, he felt sure the person was looking directly up at his window. 

Tom felt distinctly uneasy. This person was just standing there watching him. The last bus had gone almost two hours ago. What was he doing there?

There was a loud noise from further up the road which captured both Tom and the stranger’s attention. An empty drink can clattered into the street, followed shortly afterwards by the raucous laughter of three youths. From their loud slurred voices and apparent inability to walk in a straight line; or at all without leaning on each other, Tom suspected that large quantities of alcohol had been involved. The loudest and rowdiest of the voices was unmistakably familiar. It belonged to James, Tom’s older brother. He was certainly getting better at blagging his way into clubs. 

Tom was so glad that he no longer shared a bedroom with his brother. Since their eldest brother had gone to university in January, Tom had moved out of the room he shared with James and into Matt’s room. Tonight more than ever he was glad of that. On the rare occasion, James had managed to get into a club he usually ended up passing out on top of his bed snoring like a prehistoric dino-pig. And, if he had gone to the burger van on his way home, the air in the bedroom very soon became toxic. 

After the last time, Tom had asked if he could have a canary in his room, but Dad said if any birds were brought within fifty feet of that room, he would report him to the RSPB.

As the tottering youths staggered nearer, Tom glanced back at the stranger at the bus stop. He had gone. Tom looked down the road, away from the approaching threesome, but there was no sign of him. Whoever it was, obviously didn’t want to come face to face with three drunken teenagers and, judging by the state of them, Tom didn’t blame him.

James and his friends drew level with the squeaky gate and were busily hugging and saying how much they loved each other when Tom’s wicked side kicked in. Forgetting the disturbing images of his dream and the unnerving stranger watching his house, he suddenly remembered all the times in the past that James had been mean to him: pinching his sweets; pushing putrefied socks into his face; tipping water in his lap and telling mum he had wet himself. The list went on. An evil smile crept across his face as he saw an opportunity to get his own back. Tom reached inside the neck of his T-shirt and pulled out the small crystal he wore on a loop of leather, fastened with a small piece of silver in the form of a snake. Concentrating on the gate, he said, “Sero.”

The little jewel glowed briefly with a yellow light then faded again.

James’s friends staggered on down the road holding each other for support, while he giggled and waved pathetically at them, then turned to open the gate. The grin on his face turned to a look of mild confusion as the gate remained firmly shut. 

He rattled it.

It resisted.

He shoved it.

It remained firm.

He scratched his head and swore.

The gate ignored him.

He tried to climb over it and landed on his bottom, still on the wrong side.

Now he was getting cross. He went to kick it and missed, landing in the hedge.

He meant business now.

He went into the road to take a run-up. He was going to knock that gate into the middle of next week.

He staggered about in the middle of the road, psyching himself up like a pitcher on a baseball mound, then he started to hurtle towards the gate.

“Patefio,” Tom muttered. Again a light radiated from the crystal around his neck.

As James reached maximum velocity, the gate, much to his surprise, sprang open, allowing him through. Unfortunately, his momentum was such, that the muscly youth was unable to stop himself from crashing into the front door. He bounced off and landed on his back, surrounded by scattered milk bottles.

Tom sniggered and got back into bed as the landing light came on, and angry voices could be heard as his parents came to investigate the commotion. 

A few hours later, Tom woke to the sound of a DJ who was far too enthusiastic for that time in the morning. He reached over and hit the snooze button on his clock radio to regain the peace of the early morning. Daylight was just beginning to chase away the night, but it couldn’t make the darkness of his dream disappear so quickly. He was left with an uneasiness by his restless night and wondered, as the events of the early hours began to come back to him, whether it was his dreams that worried him or the hooded man outside watching his house. He got up slowly and wandered off to the bathroom, mulling it over. 

As soon as he opened the bathroom door, he was hit by a gust of cold air from the open window. For a split second, he thought that the hooded stranger had broken into the house, then as his nose soon told him, the window had been opened by one of his family to remove the signs that James had experienced the full effects of his night out.

When Tom arrived in the kitchen, dressed in his school uniform, the top button of his shirt undone and tie loosened, James was sat at the kitchen table with his head in his hands and a glass of water in front of him. Mum was busy putting things in the washing machine. She was making very swift and deliberate movements as if she was expecting the washing machine to throw all the washing back out. The forcefulness with which the task was undertaken left the appliance in no doubt that she was having none of it. She slammed the door, making James wince, then she turned the dial as if she were twisting the head off a kitten. She marched over to the bin and stomped on the pedal with a deadly fluffy pink-slippered foot. The lid shot up so abruptly that the rubbish receptacle did an excellent job of looking startled. It received the pink rubber gloves that were noisily torn from mum’s hands before closing again as her fluffy foot released its prey. 

“Morning,” said Tom brightly. His brother groaned. 

“I hope you weren’t too disturbed by last night’s farce,” Mum said, brusquely.

“Erm, I don’t think... Why what happened?” Tom said innocently. 

“Someone was completely trollied when he got home, that’s what happened—trying to hurdle the gate. Attempting to get through the front door without opening it Scattering milk bottles over the path, milk bottles that the milkman fell over in the dark, making him smash all the full bottles in his crate. Going to the bathroom and mistaking the laundry basket for the toilet. 

Four times your father and I put him back to bed, and each time he fell out the other side. We had to lay his models of Napoleon’s army along the side of his bed with their bayonets pointing up to keep him from rolling out. Honestly, it looked like a massacre in Lilliput, and all the while Gulliver here was giggling away.” She banged a cereal bowl on the table in front of Tom, making James groan again. 

Tom made as much noise as possible as he poured the cereal and milk into his bowl and munched his way through it. Mum started on the packed lunches still muttering to herself. James did not move; he just groaned occasionally and made the odd gurgling burp followed by a half-whispered “Oh God!”

After Tom had finished his breakfast and left James trying to find a way to climb the stairs without moving any part of his body above the knees, he left the house. As he crossed the road, he passed the bus stop where he had seen the stranger the previous night and briefly felt a chill that had nothing to do with the nippy March morning. 

As Tom walked through the common on his way to school, he considered the odd things he had experienced since he returned from his adventures in Malgoria.

Almost three months ago, Tom had an unfortunate encounter with an inter-dimensional portal that had transported him to a strange and magical world. He discovered that he had been the unwitting hiding place of a mystical cypher that was the key to deciphering the Dragon’s Tome. This powerful book had been bewitched to filter out the most powerful magic and store it within its pages to stop it being used for evil. The Tome had been destroyed in a struggle between the boy and the evil sorcerer, Balfour. But the books magical power survived and joined with its key. From that moment on Tom became the guardian of magic, a role that he hadn’t the first idea how to fulfil, but it had given him the ability to stop the most terrible magic from escaping into the world. All he had to do now was work out how.

When Tom finally managed to get back from his adventure, he had some rather awkward questions to answer. He had been reported missing when he failed to return four days earlier, so after being thoroughly examined by the doctor, he was interviewed by two police officers, a man in plain clothes and a woman in uniform. They questioned him over and over and came back the next day and questioned him some more about what had happened, where he had been and who had he seen and spoken too. To Tom, it seemed that they did not believe the story he had spent most of Christmas Day concocting. He told them he had fallen and hit his head while on his way home from the Christmas party at Sam’s, the amusement cafe in the High Street. When he came round, he could not remember anything and wandered the countryside outside the town, lost and frightened. Then, early Christmas morning, he had slipped and rolled down a hill banging his head again, this time reversing his memory loss. He certainly had enough bruises to corroborate his story, and the doctor said it was an entirely plausible explanation, but the police kept saying that things didn’t add up. Eventually, they gave up when Tom refused to change his story.

Now, three months later, things had settled down. Tom’s friends had obviously been concerned about his disappearance. They rushed round to see him the moment they heard he was back, despite it being Christmas Day. They were not allowed to see Tom as he was exhausted but were reassured he was fine and they would be allowed to see him in a couple of days. Jack, one of his two best friends, was convinced that Tom’s cover story was a load of old tosh and that he had been off on some wild adventure. 

At school too, there was a lot of pointing and whispering when he returned after the holidays and people who had never spoken to Tom before suddenly came up to him and asked what really happened. The extra attention had all died down after a week or so, but it was here that Tom first noticed strange things beginning to happen.

A couple of weeks into the term, Tom was slumped in his chair in a maths lesson doing his best to stay awake, when he became aware of a whispered message spreading through the classroom. When it reached Tom, it drew his attention to the window where a skinny black cat with a white patch on its chest sat staring in. At first, Tom giggled with the rest of the class, but soon his amusement subsided as he became aware that the cat was staring at him. No matter how much his classmates tried to get the cat’s attention, it would not take its eyes off Tom. It was not until Mr Longford, the maths teacher, opened the window and shooed it away in an attempt to regain the attention of his class, that the cat’s green-eyed stare was finally torn away from Tom. 

Afterwards, Tom thought it might have been an optical illusion, like when you think the eyes in a portrait follow you around the room and maybe everyone believed that the cat was staring at them. But the same black cat with the distinctive white patch kept showing up, in a tree in the park, on a wall in town, on top of a car parked in his road and several more times at school. It was as if it were stalking him.

He started seeing things too or rather glimpsing things out of the corner of his eye. But when he turned to look at them properly, they turned out to be perfectly normal. A new teacher at school, for instance. Several times Tom imagined he saw long pointed ears and bare hairy feet when the little man was just on the edge of his field of vision. But when he looked straight at him, he looked normal, or at least as normal as any teacher could look.

Tom only had one lesson with the new teacher, Mr Gaylen. It was history on Monday mornings, but everywhere he looked at school, Mr Gaylen was there. He saw him walking past his other classrooms when he was in lessons or sat eating his sandwiches on a bench where Tom and his friends were kicking a football, despite the winter cold. The little man was not much more than four feet and always wore the same brown tweed suit with a bottle green waistcoat and maroon bow tie. He had untidy grey hair with long sideburns that almost met under his chin. 

Tom met up with Jack and Olly and told them of his brother’s antics during the early hours, purposely leaving out any reference to magic. By the time they reached school, they were in fits of laughter. They walked in through the main gate and Olly left them to head off to the science block for registration, while the other two walked down to the East block where their form rooms were.

“Hello, Tom,” said a voice Tom recognised.

“Inspector Mackenzie,” Tom said, taken aback. “What are you doing here?”

“Oh, I just thought I would pop down to see if you remembered anything else about your ordeal at Christmas.” 

“I thought we’d sorted that out,” said Tom. He was unprepared for this sudden assault on his ability to lie on demand. 

“Oh no,” said the policeman fixing the boy with a piercing stare. “It is an open case, you see. You said you were on your way back from a Christmas party at Sam’s and must have slipped and bumped your head after you left your friends in town.”

“At the common,” Tom interrupted. 

“Pardon?”

“I left my friends at the common. You said I left them in town.” At least that much was true. 

“Yes,” said Mackenzie, still staring at Tom. “We have questioned a lot of people who were at Sam’s that night, and it seems there was something you forgot to mention.”

“There was?” Tom was trying hard to remember what he had told the officer, so many weeks ago. 

“You had a run-in with a man.”

“Eh?” Now he was confused. 

“Several people said you had an altercation with a man in black just before you left.”

Tom suddenly realised he was talking about his first encounter with the evil sorcerer, Balfour, as he searched for the key to the Dragon’s Tome. “Oh that. It wasn’t anything. The bloke bumped into me because he was texting on his phone or something. Then we left. That was it.”

“That man caused a bit of trouble in the club,” explained Mackenzie. “He accosted several people saying he was looking for something, then when Sam went to intervene the man sent him flying across the room. Not an easy thing to do when you consider the size of Sam. The man then left the club and followed you and your friends towards the common.”

“Wow,” said Tom. “I didn’t know that. Sam was OK, though, I’ve seen him since.”

“Just bruises. But there was also a report from the parks officer at the council—vandalism on the common. Half a dozen lights smashed and a fire in the copse; a fire that scorched the bridge and completely destroyed the bushes in a radius of about two metres but didn’t even discolour the leaves of the bushes right next to it. Can you shed any light on that?”

“No idea,” Tom lied, fully aware that the damage had been caused by the magical gateway that had briefly appeared and snatched him out of this world. “Like I said, I can’t remember anything after I left my friends.”

“You are keeping something from me, Tom. Trust me; I will find out what it is.”

“I’ve told you everything,” Tom said, his voice raising with frustration. 

“Who are you trying to protect?”

“Why would I try to protect someone who kidnapped me?”

“So you were kidnapped, then,” the Inspector exclaimed.

“No,” Tom shouted, trying not to get confused. “I know you think I was kidnapped, but I just got lost,” Tom’s voice was getting louder and drawing the attention of fellow students.

“Lost, in a town this size? And not seen by anyone for four days? You can see why I’m a little sceptical.”

“That’s your problem, not mine,” Tom retorted. “I’ve told you all I can,”

“Ehm, excuse me. Is there a problem here, gentlemen? Your voices are carrying somewhat.” It was Mr Gaylen.

“Everything is fine,” snapped the Inspector.

“Tom?” 

“It’s OK, sir. This is the policeman who was investigating what happened to me at Christmas.”

“Ah,” said the teacher. “You have more questions for this boy?”

“Just need to tie up a few things,” Mackenzie said irritably, staring at Tom.

“I see. Now, do you know that Tom is fourteen, officer?”  “Yes, of course I do,” Mackenzie snapped, turning on the little man. “What of it?”

“Well, as I understand it being fourteen makes him a minor and therefore any official questioning must be conducted formally in the presence of a duly appointed Appropriate Adult, and not through the fence of a school playground. I’m afraid I will have to report this incident to the headmaster,” Gaylen said in calm, quiet, little voice that could be heard all around the playground.

“I was... There’s no need to...” Mackenzie stuttered, then with an infuriated glare at Tom, he strode off.

“Sorry to interrupt, Tom, I thought you could do with a little help,” Mr Gaylen smiled.

“Thanks, sir,” Tom sighed with relief. “Is that true what you said about a whatsit adult?”

“Not sure to be perfectly honest, but it seemed to work, didn’t it? Have a good day, Tom.” The little man turned smiling and walked off through the crowd of
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