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Apologies

I would like to apologise for not having a 'Thanks' section at the front of this book. Frankly, these are very dull to read unless you happen to be one of the people getting a mention, and, let's face it, you probably aren't. However, if you do happen to be one of the people who have helped with this book in some way, then well done. Without you, this apology section wouldn't have been possible.
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1
 Not so Young, Free and Single

'What do you mean you're not going to play any more?' said Kevin.

The dressing room smelt, we'd just been beaten 8–2, and I was close to exhaustion.

'I mean exactly what I say,' I replied. 'No more five-a-side football for me. I'm forty-four years old and this is clearly a game for a younger man. Like you, for instance – you're forty-three.'

'Don't be too hasty about this,' said Brad, a mere forty-one.

'Yes, are you sure you don't want to think this through?' said Tim, forty-three.

'There's nothing to think through,' I said firmly. 'My body's hurting too much. I can still meet you guys in the pub after the game and do the boysy catch-up. I just won't bother with the football bit.'

'It won't be the same,' said Kevin.

Of course it wouldn't be the same. Life changes. It's supposed to change. I wasn't going to make the mistake of trying to hang on to something that ought be allowed to become a pleasant memory. (Or, in this case, simply a memory.) Nothing stays the same. Our bodies get older, our children get bigger (or, in my case, godchildren), our pets die on us, our friends get jobs abroad and move overseas, our passions ebb and flow like the tides, governments rise and fall, and natural disasters destroy life with a callous contempt and an alarming regularity.

So why was giving up five-a-side football such a big deal?

'What are you drinking, Tone?' asked Tim from close to the bar.

Dave, the team's fifth player, had gone home to his wife and kids, so that left me sharing this smoky atmosphere with three of my oldest and closest friends.

'The usual please, Tim,' I replied before sitting down with the other two weary members of our heavily defeated team.

The pub opposite the sports centre was heaving, mostly with drinkers I recognised as being younger, if not healthier, than all of us. We watched the back of Tim as he fought for the barman's attention. He stood there: tall, good-looking – particularly from the angle we were now surveying him. His gentle, roguish sense of humour was something that had made him enormous fun in our younger days when, more likely than not, we would have been in a pub like this one with the sole purpose of trying to chat up women. Unlike me, Tim had settled down. He'd met Lucy when they were both jobbing actors specialising in poor quality adverts for German toothpaste, Belgian coffee or Norwegian shower gel. Shakespeare it hadn't been, but it had provided them enough money to get a nice house and the means to support their two boys, Archie and George.

'Tony, what's "the usual" again?' asked Tim, who had quickly popped back from the bar.

'A pint of lager,' I replied. 'Not one of the strong ones. Cooking lager please.'

'Righto.'

Tim's question revealed just how infrequently these vaguely sporting liaisons actually occurred. Many years ago, we'd played weekly in a five-a-side league, but now our busy lives prevented such frivolous indulgences. We were lucky if we managed three games a year. All the more reason, I would have thought, for my retirement from the game to have been accepted more readily.

'Well, I suppose you should listen to what your body's telling you,' said Brad, who was always the first to be conciliatory.

Brad looked younger than his forty-one years, boyish almost. I looked at him and remembered how much irritation his looks had caused me over the years. Too many girls thought he was 'cute', and it wasn't fair. I'd always taken some comfort in the fact that he wasn't a very good footballer (that's why we put him in goal), although regrettably my retirement from the sport now made that consolation redundant.

Brad's emotional life had always been much more complicated than mine. We'd met in 1985 as performers in a West End musical called Lennon, and at that stage Brad was already a father figure to Sarah, the daughter of Kate, the woman he lived with. He and Kate no longer lived together but they were great friends. In fact, Brad was now married to someone else – Claire – but then he didn't live with her either. Instead, they too were great friends, who happened to be waiting on a divorce. A pattern was beginning to emerge in Brad's love life, but this wasn't the time or the place to discuss it.

'Tony, if it feels right to stop the football, then you should do what you want,' continued Brad.

'Yes, but what do you want?' enquired Kevin.

'What do you mean?' I replied.

'Well,' said Kevin, somehow adopting the swagger of a courtroom barrister, 'if you had to pick two things you wanted – if you had to – what would you pick?'

I hesitated. This was a bigger question than was usually asked at these post-match debriefs. I resisted the temptation to opt for the easy way out – the humorous reply, so often the Englishman's refuge from confrontation with his true feelings.

'I suppose the honest answer would be,' I said, still accessing the last pieces of required data from a jumbled mind, 'the two things would be: meeting my soulmate, and finding an idyllic house abroad somewhere.'

'Where?' asked Kevin.

'Where what? If you mean where will I find my soulmate, then God knows.'

'No, where would you buy the house?'

'In France, I think. In the mountains somewhere – so we could ski in the winter.'

Kevin produced a satisfied smile of anticipation. Like me, he was a keen skier. He'd introduced me to the sport years ago in what now seemed like another lifetime. In 1982, he'd worked in a school in the French Alps as part of his university degree, and when I'd visited him he'd insisted I join in with the pupils' ski outing on Wednesday and Friday afternoons. Kevin had been my ski instructor, even though at the time he himself had no real idea how to ski. His tuition had taught me two things.

How to do an emergency stop when travelling at dangerously high speeds.

How to suspend all natural instincts for self-preservation or feel any concern for the safety of others who were foolish enough to be 'in the way'.

Kevin had been married, but despite a promising start, matrimonial bliss had somehow disintegrated, and for the best part of a decade he'd been adapting to the life of a divorced man. I guess, along with the rest of us, the five-a-side football had been one of the things that helped him through it all. Kevin is roughly the same height as Maradona, but despite his best efforts doesn't resemble him greatly in any footballing sense. He's a nifty little player, however, and although I wouldn't go so far as to say he was the best in our team, he was definitely in the top five.

'Why France?' asked Brad.

'Because I speak pretty good French, and I've been there a lot and always liked the place.'

'France is good,' said Tim, who'd finally arrived with a large tray of drinks and crisps. 'That's where we've got our place.'

I turned to him in shock. 'Your place?' I asked.

'Yes. I thought I'd told you, Luce and I have bought a run-down house not far from Limoges.'

'I didn't know that,' I said, still surprised. 'You sneaky bugger. I thought it was always going to be me who'd be the first to buy a house abroad.'

The fact that Tim had omitted to discuss the purchase of a French house with me wasn't so much a sign that we were best friends who'd drifted apart, more that he was a father of two and I wasn't. Our lives didn't really coincide any more. I went to drinks parties and he went to PTA meetings at the local school. On occasion, when I'd been heading off to a book launch or a cocktail party, I might have noted a soupçon of envy in his eye, just as he might have spotted the same in mine each time his children leapt into his arms when he opened his front door.

'Tim, why on earth did you buy a house in France?' I demanded.

'We see it as a good investment. Property is cheap. We'll do the place up and it'll make money. Plus, it'll be a fab place for family holidays.'

'It makes sense, Tony,' said Brad. 'You should do it. Of all of us, you're the one with the most disposable income.'

'Yes,' I said, still somewhat confused as to how the conversation had turned to this subject from that of my retirement as a five-aside footballer. 'But just because it's disposable doesn't mean I want to throw it away.'

'You know that skiing weekend you have booked with Kevin next month?' said Brad.

'Yes.'

'Well, maybe you should take some time off to look at houses then.'

'No, Brad. It's a ski trip, and ski trips are for skiing.'

'Yeah, but you could take an afternoon off and—'

'No. That's final. The house thing can wait.'

And at the time I meant it.

It had been Kevin's idea to try the Pyrenees.

'We've skied just about everywhere else in Europe,' he'd said. 'It would be wrong not to give the Pyrenees a go.'

A comment that revealed the lack of research that had gone into our choice of destination. The plan hadn't gone much beyond flying to an airport called Pau Pyrenees. Only on arrival were we going to decide which ski resort to go to. We had indulged in this slightly anarchic approach to travel before and we both liked it, not least because we could occasionally revel in the following exchange with people we met on the journey:

'Where are you guys headed?'

'We don't know.'

What we did know was that there were plenty of ski resorts in the Pyrenees, some to the east of Pau and some to the west. Perhaps it was something of a metaphor for the current state of our lives, but we simply had no idea what direction we would take. We were both at a kind of forty-something crossroads. Kevin had been dating Nic for a couple of years now and they seemed nicely matched, but I had no idea whether he wanted to marry again. Happy though they seemed, would he risk the pain once more? And did he want to become a father? Kevin and I were close, but not geographically – we lived in different cities, and the only times we'd got together in the past couple of years had been on social occasions when a heart-to-heart hadn't been possible. Not being female, for us the subjects of marriage and fatherhood didn't fall into the category of small talk, sexual stereotyping requiring us instead to favour discussions about football or comments on the breasts of passing women.

If I was unsure what Kevin wanted, then I was just as uncertain of my own aspirations. Some of the questions Kevin was having to ask himself were less pressing for me since I wasn't even going out with anybody. I wanted to, of course I did, but my soulmate hadn't had the common decency to make herself known. When people asked me about the state of my romantic life, I tended to offer up a stock reply: 'I'm still interviewing for the position of Mrs Hawks.'

Up until this point I'd conducted a lot of interviews, some more fun than others, but I didn't seem to be any closer to making a permanent appointment. Was it because I enjoyed the freedom of being a bachelor too much? Or was it because the 'right person' hadn't come along yet?

'It'll happen when you least expect it.'

This was what I was always being told, usually by people that I didn't know very well and who might have been better off minding their own business.

The trouble was that I'd been 'not expecting' it to happen for such a long time now that I simply wasn't expecting not to expect it any more.*

*A team of linguistic scholars has studied this sentence for weeks and they are still split fifty/fifty as to whether it makes sense or not.

I looked across at Kevin. He was reading the in-flight magazine, presumably for the same reason that other people read it – because they've left what they really want to read in a bag in the overhead lockers and they can't be bothered with the rigmarole of fetching it. We were an hour and a quarter into the flight and we knew that the mysterious Pau couldn't be far away. Our imminent arrival was marked by the aircraft gently tilting its wings and swinging us slowly to the right, a move that provided us with a new and breathtaking view to our left.

'Wow!' said Kevin, wide-eyed and child-like. 'The Pyrenees.'

We were getting a privileged aerial glimpse of a spectacular chain of mountains that stretched for four hundred kilometres along the frontier between France and Spain. Beyond its pristine white peaks there were lush meadows and deep canyons, fast-flowing rivers and secluded glens, an abundance of wildlife and plants. This was a playground for the nature lover. Fortunately, there were quite a lot of mechanical ski lifts too. Kevin and I would need something to keep us happy.

'Cabin crew – ten minutes to landing,' announced the captain, as if the rest of us would be landing at a completely different time.

Soon we were shuffling off the plane and filing through passport control. I glanced at Kevin's old passport photo and it reminded me just how long we'd known each other. We'd met a quarter of a century ago when we'd been at the same school. I hadn't deigned to talk to him back then, mainly because he was in the year below me and, worse still, he was quite small. He was beneath me in every way. However, after A levels I'd taken a year off and he hadn't, so we'd ended up starting at Manchester University at the same time. During our first term there I'd bonded with Kevin, playing an enormous number of games of table football, some for very high stakes – the loser had to do the other's laundry. Bored by my degree in drama, I'd left early to pursue a career in 'not having a proper job' whilst Kevin had hung on until graduation, subsequently carving out a successful career as a consultant in tourism and leisure.

'I think we should head for La Mongie,' said Kevin, consulting the guidebook as I made my first tentative manoeuvres in the hire car. 'It says here that it's the biggest skiable domain in the French Pyrenees.'

'Sounds good to me,' I replied. 'We'll find a nice hotel, treat ourselves to a slap-up meal, and then get up early to take advantage of a full day's skiing.'

'It's a top plan.'

And like a lot of top plans, it all went horribly wrong.

'What's the matter?' I called as I looked back up at Kevin, who was halfway down the slope, reaching down to his ski boot and grimacing.

We'd been skiing for less than half an hour. The conditions were excellent – a smattering of fresh snow the previous night, and although it wasn't a clear day, visibility was good.

'It's my ankle,' he called back. 'I thought it was going to be OK.'

Tentatively, and clearly in some pain, he skied down to join me.

'What do you mean – your ankle?' I said accusingly the moment he drew level. 'Since when did you have an ankle problem?'

'Since Thursday evening.'

'And what happened Thursday evening?'

'We played five-a-side football.'

'Oh no. You bloody idiot! Does this mean . . .?'

'Yes, I think it does.'

And that was it. Our long weekend of skiing ended there. Kevin was clearly in too much pain to carry on and I didn't fancy skiing on my own, despite my mate's reassurances that he'd be 'fine' if I did so. He wouldn't be 'fine' and I knew it. Besides, skiing alone has never been my thing. It's a sport that I've only really enjoyed if I can push myself to the very limits of my ability, and that means I need someone with me who can regularly pick me up and dust me down after each spectacular fall.

So we adjourned for a drink in a bar at the foot of the slopes, in a case of ridiculously premature après-ski.

'What are we going to do with our weekend?' I said, as brightly as I could.

I was trying not to reveal just how miffed I was. Why hadn't Kevin, like me, had the wisdom to hang up his football boots?

'We could go sightseeing,' he replied with an apologetic shrug.

'Kev, it's February. The only sights to see are covered in snow. Snow is going to make us want to ski, and we can't ski because you've got a bad ankle.' I scratched my head, enabling an idea to strike me, just as it does in cartoons. 'I know! There's nothing else for it! We'll just have to go to the nearest town and visit the estate agent instead.'

'What?'

'Look for a house. For me to buy. I think your ankle might be fate's way of telling me to become a French home-owner.'

'Fine by me. But don't these things need more research? I mean, you don't just come on a skiing weekend somewhere and then buy a house because your mate injures his ankle.'

'Of course not, but you've got to start looking some time, and what else are we going to do?'

'Fair point.'

I reached for the map.

'The nearest big town to here is Tarbes,' I said. 'Let's head there straight away. You have to admit, Mr Ankle, that anything is better than watching other people ski.'

Kevin agreed.

Tarbes is not an exciting place. For me, anyway, the distant promise of the mountains left it feeling like a town where you might stop for refreshments before continuing to where you really wanted to be. However, it was pleasant enough and it had what we wanted – an estate agent – just off the pretty main square.

'I'll let you do all that stuff,' said Kevin, as I prepared to go inside.

I could see that he was eyeing a Prisunic store, a kind of French Woolworths, with an obvious yearning.

'You're just going to buy lots of pants, aren't you?'

Kevin always did this. He likes buying his pants abroad. I'm not sure if it's a fetish or not, but if it is I don't know the name of it.

'I might do,' he said innocently. 'I'll see you back here in half an hour.'

'What exactly is it that you are seeking?' asked the smug-looking thirty-something agent.

I toyed with saying that I was seeking 'enlightenment and spiritual fulfilment' but then I remembered that estate agents generally aren't good at that sort of stuff.

Monsieur L'Agent was smartly dressed in a dapper suit, with a trendy hairstyle that looked neat enough to make the photo in the window at a unisex salon. But for his dark complexion he was not unlike most of the British estate agents I'd encountered – well groomed, polite and adept at a sycophantic charm, undoubtedly nurtured to maximise profit.

'I guess I want somewhere with views of the mountains,' I replied. 'Without too much renovation work to do, reasonably private but not isolated, and within striking distance of a good-sized town where there's quite a bit going on.'

'I think that we have one just like this. It is brand new – we only took the instruction the day before today.'

Yeah, yeah, I thought. When estate agents say they have something that is 'just like' your request, it has usually involved them indulging in liberal interpretation. 'Striking distance' can be covered by 'anything reachable in just under an hour on the day when there happens to be no traffic on the roads'. 'Private' means 'own front door', and 'not requiring much renovation work' is their way of saying 'sky not visible through first-floor ceiling'.

'Can we look at it now?' I asked.

'Sure,' he replied. 'Just sign this.'

He produced a document and pushed it towards me. It was full of complicated French, but I glanced through it quickly. It seemed odd that I was having to sign something so early on in the proceedings but I guess that the agent needed to be sure that if I wanted to purchase the property we were about to see then I would do so through them and not with any other agent. I didn't bother reading the contract in detail, partly because I wouldn't have understood most of it anyway, and also I suffer from Formophobia.*

*Fear of bureaucratic paperwork.

'How far away is the property?' I asked, returning the signed form to the agent's outstretched hand.

'Twenty minutes,' he replied, smiling. 'And we can go right now.'

***

'From the particulars, it does sound like it's exactly what I'm looking for,' I said to Kevin as our car sped along behind Monsieur L'Agent on the way to the house in question. 'Usually they just talk bullshit, but I've got a feeling that he won't be wrong on this one.'

Kevin looked thoughtful for a moment, holding on tight to his big plastic bag full of pants.

'Tony, if you ended up buying this place, what would you do in it?' he said, as the drive into the mountains became ever more picturesque. 'I'm playing devil's advocate here, but isn't there a good chance that you'll just end up sitting on your own and admiring the view?'

'I'll invite friends over,' I replied defensively. 'I'll have parties. We'll go skiing in the winter and we'll have mountain walks in the summer.'

'I see,' said Kevin, who was patently aware of my deficiencies as a social secretary. I'd once invited everyone I knew to a party on my birthday, and then failed to attend it myself. (I'd been invited on holiday at short notice and had judged that to be the far better option. I left the keys to my flat with a mate, and the party was alleged to have been a great success, some of the more unkind guests saying that it had gone better than it would if I'd been present.) Kevin looked over at me with a cheeky glint in his eye. 'Yes, I'll look forward to you organising all that.'

'I can do my writing there – and it'll be a good place to practise the piano, too.'

'What?'

'No neighbours within earshot. I've always wanted that – I can bang away on the keys to my heart's content.'

'You're going to buy a house in France so you can practise the piano?'

'Let's not get ahead of ourselves,' I replied. 'I haven't even seen the place yet. I might not like it.'

The omens were good as our car nosed over the brow of a hill, revealing a large sweep of imposing mountains on the horizon. They rose up like white-helmeted granite centurions standing guard over the scores of villages spread out before them like powerless minions in the lush green rolling foothills. Monsieur L'Agent's car took a left and we followed him down a snaking single-track lane past barns and farmhouses that all seemed to overlook striking landscapes.

'So far, this is doing it for me,' I said, sensing a kind of adrenalin rush building within.

After several twists and turns we started to find that the lane changed in character, private residences taking the place of farm buildings. Most of these were modern but all seemed to be built in the characteristic architecture of the region – two-storey houses with high gabled roofs peppered with small dormer windows. We turned one more corner and then followed Monsieur L'Agent into a steep driveway on our right, where we parked and got out of the car. The view took my breath away. The house was perched on the side of a hill with a 270-degree view of undulating greenery, all against a backdrop of dramatic snow-capped peaks.

'This is it!' I said to Kevin.

'Aren't you going to look at the house?'

'Ah yes, the house.'

The house wasn't an old tumbledown farmhouse ready for loving restoration, but a twenty-year-old property that looked ready for immediate habitation. Three things made it special – location, location, location.

'That is the Pic du Midi,' said Monsieur L'Agent, pointing to a mountain in the distance, and possibly sensing from my open mouth that a quick sale was far from out of the question. 'You can ski in this place.'

I didn't tell him that we'd already done so – for half an hour, earlier that same day.

'The villages you can see dotted on the hills are all in the area called Les Baronnies.'

'Yes. It's quite a nice view,' I said, trying not to look too enthusiastic and attempting to subdue an ecstatic grin.

'Also, there is enough flat land to put in a pool if you want. Now, let us go inside.'

Oh yes. Inside. I'd forgotten about the inside, so enchanted had I been by the scenery that was stretching out before us.

The inside was pretty damn good too. 'Ready to move into' would have been the estate-agent parlance to describe it, but it would have been justified in this case. It had all the features that you're looking for in a house – windows, doors, ceilings, floors, bedrooms, a bathroom, radiators, a nice wood-burning fire, and all in excellent condition. The kitchen was a little small but that was more than compensated for by the large living room that ran the length of the house and off which was a large balcony that overlooked the view. The fabulous view. Did I mention that at all?

'You shouldn't have put an offer in there and then,' said Kevin as we drove towards Bagnères-de-Bigorre, the nearest town. 'It makes you appear too keen.'

'Well, I am keen,' I argued. 'What's the point of not appearing keen if I am?'

'It hinders the negotiating process.'

Kevin was right, of course. I'd had enough experience in the world of courtship to know that an element of duplicity in the 'negotiating process' was vital. Only the inexperienced reveal their true hand, and they usually pay the price. I often wondered what kind of God had created the absurd human trait that finds 'keen' unattractive. A mischievous one, probably.

'And what happens if they accept your offer?' continued Kevin. 'You do realise you'll be buying a house in France?'

'Will I? By God! That hadn't occurred to me. I thought we were just outside Portsmouth. I wondered where all those mountains had come from.'

'You know what I mean. I love the house too – but I'm just being a good mate and trying to stop you rushing into something that you might regret. Have you thought it all through?'

'Kev, sometimes in life you've just got to go for things. If you think too much, stuff doesn't happen.'

'Well, houses in France don't get bought, certainly,' Kevin pointed out.

Bagnères-de-Bigorre had seen better days. It was in an idyllic location, nestled in the valley between giant mountains, but it smacked of faded glory. All around were grand, venerable buildings desperately in need of a lick of paint.

'I like this place,' I said. 'Let's find a hotel and make this our base for the night.'

'Are you sure you don't want to visit some other estate agents in some other towns?'

'Of course I'm not sure, but life would be pretty boring if we were sure of everything.'

We checked into a hotel with a superficially majestic appearance that masked an interior that was borderline decrepit. This hotel had almost certainly been built when the town was at its most fashionable, back in the nineteenth century. In the early 1800s, Bagnères had become established as one of France's leading thermal resorts, the 'in place' for the likes of Rossini and Flaubert. Now, in the early twenty-first century, it was having to make do with a visit from Hawks.

I spent the rest of the day dragging Kevin around the town, reading to him from my guidebook as we went.

'It says here that in the twentieth century,' I announced as we stood before Les Grands Thermes, the elegant healing spa that conjured up images of the town's halcyon days, 'the Pyrenees became a haven for people who were on the run, either from the Republicans at the end of the Spanish Civil War, or from the conservative establishment after the failed '67 Paris revolution.'

'Hmm.'

'I mean, how romantic is that?'

Kevin pulled a face that seemed to mean 'not very', and I detected a hint of resentment that this cultural tour was preventing him from buying more pants. Ignoring this, I dived back into the guidebook and he braced himself for further trudging.

By dinner, he was exhausted.

'I feel like Britain's leading expert on this town,' he said, pouring us a second glass of a slightly heavy red wine.

'That's good. You'll appear very knowledgeable about the place when you come to visit me.'

'Yes, well, let's not get carried away. There's a long way to go yet,' said Kevin, looking rather serious. 'The vendors probably won't accept your offer.'

The hotel breakfast was rather disappointing. Coffee, French bread and a dollop of jam are often deemed by our Gallic hosts to be a sufficiently nutritious start to the day. I was mid-mouthful when I got the call that proved Kevin wrong.

'What is it?' he said, when he saw the look of horror on my face.

'Monsieur L'Agent says that my offer has been accepted!'

Suddenly, reality had kicked in. I felt weak. What had I done?

Kevin shook my hand, and I immediately began thinking about how I could get out of things. It wasn't too late to halt proceedings. A quick phone call to Monsieur L'Agent and it would fall to him to let down the vendors.

'I can still back out of this,' I said to Kevin as he picked at the crumby remnants of his breakfast.

'Yes, but I wouldn't do that if I were you,' he replied with an air of the statesman about him. 'I think you've got it at a good price and it's an excellent house.'

'Oh,' I said, now rather confused with this sudden approval. 'I thought you were of the opinion that I'd been too reckless.'

'Oh yes. You have been ludicrously reckless, but you should still go through with it.'

By now it was beginning to dawn on me. I worked out what had caused the sudden shift in Kevin's role from confirmed sceptic to enthusiastic supporter. Two words summed it up.

Free holidays.

It all made perfect sense. As one of my oldest friends he knew that he would naturally fall into the 'keys are yours whenever you want them' category. Overnight, he'd realised that the biggest beneficiary of my hopelessly ill-prepared lurch into the world of overseas ownership would be none other than his good self.

'So you think it's a good deal?' I said, feeling a little emotionally drained.

'Oh yes,' he said with a cheeky grin. 'Just think – soon you will be the proud owner of a home in France.'

I didn't reply. I didn't need to. The big gulp said it all.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/A_Piano_In_The_Pyrenees_F1.jpg
RANDOM HOUSE @BOOKS

A Piano In The Pyrenees

Tony Hawks






OPS/images/A_Piano_In_The_Pyrenees_02.jpg
1.0

RDESq
! BAGNERES DE BIGORRE






OPS/images/A_Piano_In_The_Pyrenees_01.jpg
EBURY
PRESS





