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Prologue
Summer Term

It was the opening day of the summer term at Meadowbank school. The late afternoon sun shone down
on the broad gravel sweep in front of the house. The front door was flung hospitably wide, and just within
it, admirably suited to its Georgian proportions, sood MissVandttart, every hair in place, wearing an
impeccably cut coat and skirt.

Some parents who knew no better had taken her for the great Miss Bulstrode herself, not knowing that
it was Miss Bulstrode' s custom to retire to akind of holy of holiesto which only a selected and privileged
few were taken.

To onesdeof MissVandttart, operating on adightly different plane, was Miss Chadwick, comfortable,
knowledgeable, and so much a part of Meadowbank that it would have been impossible to imagine
Meadowbank without her. It had never been without her. Miss Bulstrode and Miss Chadwick had
started Meadowbank school together. Miss Chadwick wore pince-nez, stooped, was dowdily dressed,
amiably vague in speech, and happened to be a brilliant mathematician.

Various welcoming words and phrases, uttered gracioudy by MissVandttart, floated through the house.

“How do you do, Mrs Arnold? Well, Lydia, did you enjoy your Hellenic cruise? What awonderful



opportunity! Did you get some good photographs?

‘Yes, Lady Garnett, Miss Bulstrode had your letter about the Art Classes and everything’ s been
arranged.

‘How areyou, MrsBird?...Well?| don't think Miss Bulstrode will have timetoday to discuss the point.
Miss Rowan is somewhere about if you' d like to talk to her about it?

“We ve moved your bedroom, Pamela. Y ou'rein the far wing by the appletree...

‘Yes, indeed, Lady Violet, the westher has been terrible so far this spring. Isthis your youngest? What is
your name? Hector? What a nice aeroplane you have, Hector.

‘Tres heureuse de vous voir, Madame. Ah, jeregrette, ce ne serait pas possible, cette apres-midi.
Mademoisdlle Bulstrode est tellement occupée.

‘ Good afternoon, Professor. Have you been digging up some moreinteresting things?

Inasmall room on thefirst floor, Ann Shapland, Miss Bulstrode' s secretary, was typing with speed and
efficiency. Ann was a nice-looking young woman of thirty-five, with hair thet fitted her like ablack satin
cap. She could be attractive when she wanted to be but life had taught her that efficiency and
competence often paid better results and avoided painful complications. At the moment shewas
concentrating on being everything that a secretary to the headmisiress of afamousgirls' school should be.

From timeto time, as sheinsarted afresh sheet in her machine, shelooked out of the window and
registered interest in the arrivals.

‘Goodness!” said Ann to hersdlf, awed, ‘1 didn’t know there were so many chauffeursleft in England!”
Then she smiled in spite of hersdlf, asamagestic Rolls moved away and avery smdl Austin of battered
age drove up. A harassed-looking father emerged from it with adaughter who looked far calmer than he
did.

As he paused uncertainly, Miss Vangttart emerged from the house and took charge.

‘Mgor Hargreaves? And thisis Alison? Do come into the house. I’ d like you to see Alison’ sroom for
yoursdf. |—

Ann grinned and began to type again.

‘Good old Vangttart, the glorified understudy,’” she said to herself. * She can copy al the Bulstrode's
tricks. In fact she' sword perfect!”

An enormous and amost incredibly opulent Cadillac, painted in two tones, raspberry fool and azure
blue, sivept (with difficulty owing to itslength) into the drive and drew up behind Mgor the Hon. Aligtair
Hargreaves ancient Audtin.

The chauffeur sprang to open the door, an immense bearded, dark-skinned man, wearing aflowing aba,



stepped out, a Parisian fashion plate followed and then adim dark girl.

That' s probably Princess Whatshername hersdlf, thought Ann. Can't imagine her in school uniform, but |
suppose the miracle will be gpparent tomorrow...

Both Miss Vangttart and Miss Chadwick appeared on this occasion.
‘They’ Il be taken to the Presence,” decided Ann.

Then she thought that, strangely enough, one didn’t quite like making jokes about Miss Bulstrode. Miss
Bulstrode was Someone.

‘So you' d better mind your P.sand Q.s, my girl,” she said to hersdf, *and finish these letters without
making any mistakes’

Not that Ann wasin the habit of making mistakes. She could take her pick of secretaria posts. She had
been P.A. to the chief executive of an oil company, private secretary to Sir Mervyn Todhunter,
renowned dikefor hiserudition, hisirritability and theillegibility of his handwriting. She numbered two
Cabinet Minigters and an important Civil Servant among her employers. But on the whole, her work had
awayslain amongst men. She wondered how she was going to like being, as she put it hersdlf,
completey submerged in women. Well—it was al experiencel And there was dways Dennigl Faithful
Dennisreturning from Maaya, from Burma, from various parts of the world, always the same, devoted,
asking her once again to marry him. Dear Dennisl But it would be very dull to be married to Dennis.

She would miss the company of men in the near future. All these schoolmistressy characters—not aman
about the place, except agardener of about eighty.

But here Ann got asurprise. Looking out of the window, she saw there was aman clipping the hedge
just beyond the drive—clearly a gardener but along way from eighty. Y oung, dark, good-looking. Ann
wondered about him—there had been some talk of getting extra labour—but thiswas no yokd. Oh well,
nowadays people did every kind of job. Some young man trying to get together some money for some
project or other, or indeed just to keep body and soul together. But he was cutting the hedge in a very
expert manner. Presumably he was ared gardener after al!

‘Helooks,” said Annto hersdlf, ‘ he looks as though hemight beamusing. ..’

Only one more letter to do, she was pleased to note, and then she might stroll round the garden. ..

Updtairs, Miss Johnson, the matron, was busy dlotting rooms, welcoming newcomers, and gresting old
pupils

She was pleased it was term time again. She never knew quite what to do with hersdlf in the holidays.
She had two married ssters with whom she stayed in turn, but they were naturdly more interested in their
own doings and families than in Meadowbank. Miss Johnson, though dutifully fond of her Ssters, was
redly only interested in Meadowbank.

Yes, it was nicethat term had started—



‘Miss Johnson?
‘Yes, Pamda’

‘I say, Miss Johnson. | think something’ s broken in my case. It's oozed dl over things. Ithink it'shair
ail.

‘Chut, chut!” said Miss Johnson, hurrying to help.

IV

On the grass sweep of lawn beyond the gravelled drive, Mademoisdlle Blanche, the new French
mistress, was walking. She looked with appreciative eyes a the powerful young man clipping the hedge.

‘ Assez bien,” thought Mademoisdlle Blanche.

Mademoisdlle Blanche was dender and mouselike and not very noticesble, but she hersdlf noticed
everything.

Her eyeswent to the procession of cars sweeping up to the front door. She assessed them in terms of
money. This Meadowbank was certainlyformidable ! She summed up mentdly the profitsthat Miss
Bulstrode must be making.

Y es, indeed! Formidable !

V

Miss Rich, who taught English and Geography, advanced towards the house a arapid pace, sumbling a
little now and then because, as usud, she forgot to ook where she was going. Her hair, also as usud, had
escaped from its bun. She had an eager ugly face.

Shewas saying to hersdf:

‘To be back again! To behere ...It seemsyears...” Shefel over arake, and the young gardener put out
anamand said:

‘Steady, miss!’

Eileen Rich said * Thank you,” without looking at him.

\

Miss Rowan and Miss Blake, the two junior mistresses, were strolling towards the Sports Pavilion. Miss
Rowan wasthin and dark and intense, Miss Blake was plump and fair. They were discussing with
animation their recent adventuresin Forence: the pictures they had seen, the sculpture, the fruit blossom,
and the attentions (hoped to be dishonourable) of two young Itaian gentlemen.

‘Of course one knows,” said Miss Blake, ‘how Italiansgo on.’

‘“Uninhibited,” said Miss Rowan, who had studied Psychology aswell as Economics. ‘ Thoroughly



hedthy, onefeds. No repressons’’

‘But Guiseppe was quite impressed when hefound | taught at Meadowbank,” said MissBlake. ‘He
became much more respectful at once. He has a cousin who wants to come here, but Miss Bulstrode
was hot sure she had avacancy.’

‘Meadowbank isaschool that redly counts,” said Miss Rowan, happily. ‘ Redlly, the new Sports
Pavilion looks most impressive. | never thought it would beready intime’

‘Miss Bulstrode said it had to be,’ said Miss Blake in the tone of one who has said the last word.
‘Oh,” she added in asgtartled kind of way.

The door of the Sports Pavilion had opened abruptly, and abony young woman with ginger-coloured
hair emerged. She gave them asharp unfriendly stare and moved rapidly away.

‘That must be the new Games Midtress,” said Miss Blake. ‘ How uncouth!”

‘Notavery pleasant addition to the staff,” said Miss Rowan. *Miss Joneswas dways so friendly and
sociable’

‘She absolutely glared at us,” said Miss Blake resentfully.

They both fet quite ruffled.

VII

Miss Bulstrode' s sitting-room had windows looking out in two directions, one over the drive and lawvn
beyond, and another towards a bank of rhododendrons behind the house. It was quite an impressive
room, and Miss Bulstrode was rather more than quite an impressive woman. She wastall, and rather
noble looking, with well-dressed grey hair, grey eyeswith plenty of humour in them, and afirm mouth.
The success of her school (and Meadowbank was one of the most successful schoolsin England) was
entirely due to the persondity of its Headmistress. It was avery expensive school, but that was not really
the point. It could be put better by saying that though you paid through the nose, you got what you paid
for.

Y our daughter was educated in the way you wished, and adso in the way Miss Bulstrode wished, and the
result of the two together seemed to give satisfaction. Owing to the high fees, Miss Bulstrode was able to
employ afull staff. There was nothing mass produced about the schoal, but if it wasindividudidtic, it dso
had discipline. Discipline without regimentation, was Miss Bulstrode' s motto. Discipline, she held, was
reassuring to the young, it gave them afedling of security; regimentation gaveriseto irritation. Her pupils
wereavaried lot. They included severa foreigners of good family, often foreign roydty. Therewere dso
English girls of good family or of wedlth, who wanted atraining in culture and the arts, with agenerd
knowledge of life and socia facility who would be turned out agreeable, well groomed and able to take
part in intelligent discussion on any subject. There were girls who wanted to work hard and pass entrance
examinations, and eventualy take degrees and who, to do so, needed only good teaching and specia
attention. There were girls who had reacted unfavourably to school life of the conventiond type. But Miss
Bulstrode had her rules, she did not accept morons, or juvenile delinquents, and she preferred to accept
girlswhose parents she liked, and girlsin whom she herself saw a prospect of development. The ages of
her pupils varied within wide limits. There were girls who would have been labdlled in the past as



‘finished’, and there were girlslittle more than children, some of them with parents abroad, and for whom
Miss Bulstrode had a scheme of interesting holidays. Thelast and final court of apped wasMiss
Bulstrode' s own approval.

She was standing now by the chimneypiece listening to Mrs Gerad Hope' sdightly whining voice. With
great foresight, she had not suggested that Mrs Hope should sit down.

‘Henrietta, you see, isvery highly strung. Very highly strung indeed. Our doctor says—

Miss Bulstrode nodded, with gentle reassurance, refraining from the caustic phrase she sometimeswas
tempted to utter.

‘Don’'t you know, you idiot, that that iswhat every fool of awoman says about her child?

She spoke with firm sympathy.

“Y ou need have no anxiety, Mrs Hope. Miss Rowan, amember of our gaff, isafully trained
psychologist. You'll be surprised, I'm sure, at the change you'll find in Henriettal (Who'saniceintelligent
child, and far too good for you) ‘ after aterm or two here.’

‘Oh | know. Y ou did wonders with the Lambeth child—absolutely wonders! So | am quite happy. And
|—oh yes, | forgot. WEe re going to the South of Francein six weeks' time. | thought I’ d take Henrietta.
It would make alittle bresk for her.’

‘I'm afraid that’ s quiteimpossible, said Miss Bulstrode, briskly and with acharming smile, asthough
shewere granting arequest instead of refusing one.

‘Oh! but—" MrsHope' sweek petulant face wavered, showed temper. ‘Redly, | must ingst. After all,
she' sy child’

‘Exactly. But it'smy school,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘Surdly | can take the child away from aschool any time like?

‘Ohvyes,’ said MissBulstrode. Y ou can. Of course you can. But then,| wouldn’t have her back.’

MrsHopewasin area temper now.

‘Congdering the size of the fees| pay here—'

‘Exactly,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘'Y ou wanted my school for your daughter, didn't you? But it’ stakeit as
itis or leaveit. Likethat very charming Baenciagamodd you arewearing. ItisBdenciaga, isn'tit?lItis
S0 ddightful to meet awoman with red clothes sense’

Her hand enveloped Mrs Hope's, shook it, and imperceptibly guided her towards the door.

‘Don’'t worry at dl. Ah, hereis Henriettawaiting for you.” (She looked with approva a Henrietta, anice
well-balanced intelligent child if ever there was one, and who deserved a better mother.) ‘Margaret, take

Henrietta Hope to Miss Johnson.’

Miss Bulstrode retired into her sitting-room and afew moments later was talking French.



‘But certainly, Excdlence, your niece can study modern balroom dancing. Most important socidly. And
languages, aso, are most necessary.’

The next arrivas were prefaced by such agust of expensive perfume as dmost to knock Miss Bulstrode
backwards.

‘Must pour awhole bottle of the stuff over hersdf every day,” Miss Bulstrode noted mentally, as she
greeted the exquisitely dressed dark-skinned woman.

‘ Enchantée, Madame.”’
Madame giggled very prettily.

The big bearded man in Oriental dresstook Miss Bulstrode' s hand, bowed over it, and said in very
good English, ‘I have the honour to bring to you the Princess Shaista’

Miss Bulstrode knew al about her new pupil who had just come from aschool in Switzerland, but wasa
little hazy asto who it was escorting her. Not the Emir himself, she decided, probably the Minister, or
Chargé d Affaires. Asusua when in doubt, she used that useful titleExcdlence , and assured him that
Princess Shaistawould have the best of care.

Shaistawas smiling politely. She was also fashionably dressed and perfumed. Her age, Miss Bulstrode
knew, wasfifteen, but like many Eastern and Mediterranean girls, she looked older—quite mature. Miss
Bulstrode spoke to her about her projected studies and was relieved to find that she answered promptly
in excdlent English and without giggling. In fact, her manners compared favourably with the awkward
ones of many English schoal girls of fifteen. Miss Bulstrode had often thought that it might be an excellent
plan to send English girls abroad to the Near Eastern countriesto learn courtesy and mannersthere.
More compliments were uttered on both sides and then the room was empty again though il filled with
such heavy perfume that Miss Bulstrode opened both windows to their full extent to let some of it out.

The next comers were Mrs Upjohn and her daughter Julia.

Mrs Upjohn was an agreeable young woman in the late thirties with sandy hair, frecklesand an
unbecoming hat which was clearly a concession to the seriousness of the occasion, Snce she was
obvioudy the type of young woman who usudly went hatless.

Juliawas aplain freckled child, with an intelligent forehead, and an air of good humour.

The preliminaries were quickly gone through and Juliawas despatched via Margaret to Miss Johnson,
saying cheerfully as shewent, * So long, Mum. Do be careful lighting that gas heater now that I'm not there
todoit.’

Miss Bulstrode turned smilingly to Mrs Upjohn, but did not ask her to Sit. It was possible that, despite
Julid s gppearance of cheerful common-sense, her mother, too, might want to explain that her daughter
was highly strung.

‘Isthere anything specia you want to tell me about Julia? she asked.

MrsUpjohn replied cheerfully:



‘Ohno, | don't think so. Julia’ savery ordinary sort of child. Quite hedlthy and al that. | think she'sgot
reasonably good brains, too, but | daresay mothers usualy think that about their children, don’t they?

‘Mothers” said MissBulstrode grimly, ‘vary!’

‘It swonderful for her to be ableto come here, said Mrs Upjohn. ‘My aunt’ s paying for it, redlly, or
helping. | couldn’t afford it mysdlf. But I’'m awfully pleased about it. And sois Julia’ She moved to the
window as she said envioudly, ‘How lovely your garden is. And so tidy. Y ou must have lots of redl
gardeners’

‘We had three” said Miss Bulstrode, *but just now we' re short-handed except for local labour.’

‘Of course the trouble nowadays,” said MrsUpjohn, ‘isthat what one cdlsagardener usudly isn't a
gardener, just a milkman who wants to do something in his spare time, or an old man of eighty. |
sometimes think—Why!" exclaimed Mrs Upjohn, till gazing out of the window—' how extraordinary!’

Miss Bulstrode paid |ess attention to this sudden exclamation than she should have done. For at that
moment she hersdlf had glanced casudly out of the other window which gave on to the rhododendron
shrubbery, and had perceived a highly unwelcome sight, none other than Lady Veronica
Carlton-Sandway's, weaving her way along the path, her large black velvet hat on one side, muttering to
hersdlf and clearly in a state of advanced intoxication.

Lady Veronicawas not an unknown hazard. She was a charming woman, deeply attached to her twin
daughters, and very delightful when shewas, asthey put it,hersdf —but unfortunately at unpredictable
intervals, she was not herself. Her husband, Mgor Carlton-Sandways, coped fairly well. A cousin lived
with them, who was usualy at hand to keep an eye on Lady Veronicaand head her off if necessary. On
Sports Day, with both Mgjor Carlton-Sandways and the cousin in close attendance, Lady Veronica
arrived completely sober and beautifully dressed and was a pattern of what a mother should be.

But there were times when Lady Veronica gave her well-wishersthe dip, tanked hersdf up and made a
bee-linefor her daughters to assure them of her maternd love. The twins had arrived by train early today,
but no one had expected Lady Veronica.

Mrs Upjohn was il talking. But Miss Bulstrode was not listening. She was reviewing various courses of
action, for she recognized that Lady Veronicawas fast gpproaching the truculent stage. But suddenly, an
answer to prayer, Miss Chadwick appeared at abrisk trot, dightly out of breath. Faithful Chaddy,
thought Miss Bulstrode. Alwaysto be relied upon, whether it was asevered artery or an intoxicated

parent.

‘Disgraceful,’ said Lady Veronicato her loudly. ‘ Tried to keep me away—didn’t want me to come
down here—I fooled Edith al right. Went to have my rest—got out ca—gave silly old Edith
dip...regular old maid...no man would ever ook at her twice...Had arow with policeon theway...sad
| was unfit to drive car...nonshense...Going to tell Miss Bulstrode I’ m taking the girls home—want em
home, mother love. Wonderful thing, mother love—’

‘Splendid, Lady Veronica,” said Miss Chadwick. ‘We re so pleased you' ve come. | particularly want
you to see the new Sports Pavilion. You'll loveit.

Adraitly sheturned Lady Veronica s unsteady footsteps in the opposite direction, leading her away from
the house.



‘I expect wée'll find your girlsthere,” she said brightly. * Such anice Sports Pavilion, new lockers, and a
drying room for the swim suits—' their voicestrailed away.

Miss Bulstrode watched. Once Lady Veronicatried to break away and return to the house, but Miss
Chadwick was amatch for her. They disappeared round the corner of the rhododendrons, headed for
the distant loneliness of the new Sports Pavilion.

Miss Bulstrode heaved a sigh of relief. Excellent Chaddy. So reliable! Not modern. Not brainy—apart
from mathematics—but aways a present help in time of trouble.

Sheturned with asigh and a sense of guilt to Mrs Upjohn who had been talking happily for sometime...

‘...though, of course,’ shewas saying, ‘never real cloak and dagger stuff. Not dropping by parachute,
or sabotage, or being acourier. | shouldn't have been brave enough. It was mostly dull stuff. Office
work. And plotting. Plotting things on amap, | mean—not the ory telling kind of plotting. But of course
it was exciting sometimes and it was often quite funny, as| just said—all the secret agentsfollowed each
other round and round Geneva, al knowing each other by sight, and often ending up in the same bar. |
wasn't married then, of course. It wasdl great fun.’

She stopped abruptly with an gpologetic and friendly amile.
‘I'm sorry I’ ve been talking so much. Taking up your time. When you’ ve got such lots of peopleto see’
She held out a hand, said goodbye and departed.

Miss Bulstrode stood frowning for amoment. Some instinct warned her that she had missed something
that might be important.

She brushed the fedling aside. Thiswas the opening day of summer term, and she had many more
parentsto see. Never had her school been more popular, more assured of success. Meadowbank was at
itszenith.

There was nothing to tell her that within afew weeks Meadowbank would be plunged into asea of
trouble; that disorder, confusion and murder would reign there, that dready certain events had been set in
moation...

Chapter 1
Revolution in Ramat

About two months earlier than thefirst day of the summer term at Meadowbank, certain events had
taken place which were to have unexpected repercussionsin that celebrated girls schoal.

In the Palace of Ramat, two young men sat smoking and considering the immediate future. One young
man was dark, with asmooth olive face and large melancholy eyes. Hewas Prince Ali Y usuf, Hereditary
Sheikh of Ramat, which, though small, was one of the richest statesin the Middle East. The other young
man was sandy haired and freckled and more or less penniless, except for the handsome salary he drew
asprivate pilot to His Highness Prince Ali Y usuf. In spite of thisdifferencein status, they were on terms
of perfect equality. They had been at the same public school and had been friends then and ever since.

‘They shot at us, Bob,” said Prince Ali dmost increduloudy.



‘They shot a usdl right,” said Bob Rawlinson.

‘ And they meant it. They meant to bring us down.’
‘The bastards meant it dl right,” said Bob grimly.
Ali consdered for amoment.

‘It would hardly be worth while trying again?

‘Wemightn't be so lucky thistime. Thetruthis, Ali, we veleft thingstoo late. Y ou should have got out
two weeks ago. | told you so.’

‘Onedoesn't liketo run away,’ said the ruler of Ramat.

‘| see your point. But remember what Shakespeare or one of these poetical fellows said about those
who run away living to fight another day.’

‘Tothink,” said the young Prince with fedling, ‘ of the money that has gone into making thisaWelfare
State. Hospitals, schools, aHedth Service—’

Bob Rawlinson interrupted the catalogue.
‘Couldn’t the Embassy do something?
Ali Y usuf flushed angrily.

‘Takerefuge in your Embassy? That, never. The extremists would probably storm the place—they
wouldn't respect diplomatic immunity. Besides, if | did that, it really would bethe end! Already the chief
accusation againgt meis of being pro-Western.” He sighed. ‘It is so difficult to understand.” He sounded
wistful, younger than histwenty-five years. ‘ My grandfather was a crud man, ared tyrant. He had
hundreds of daves and treated them ruthlesdy. In histriba wars, hekilled his enemies unmercifully and
executed them horribly. The mere whisper of his name made everyone turn pae. And yet—heisalegend
gilll Admired! Respected! The great Achmed Abdullah! And 1?7 What have | done? Built hospitalsand
schools, welfare, housing. . .dl the things people are said to want. Don't they want them? Would they
prefer areign of terror like my grandfather’ s?

‘| expect s0,” said Bob Rawlinson. ‘ Seems abit unfair, but thereitis’
‘But why, Bob?Why ?

Bob Rawlinson sighed, wriggled and endeavoured to explain what he felt. He had to struggle with his
own inarticulateness.

‘Well,” he said. *He put up ashow—I suppose that’sit redly. He was—sort of—dramatic, if you know
what | mean.’

Helooked at hisfriend who was definitely not dramatic. A nice quiet decent chap, sincere and
perplexed, that waswhat Ali was, and Bob liked him for it. He was neither picturesgue nor violent, but
whilst in England people who are picturesgue and violent cause embarrassment and are not much liked,



inthe Middle East, Bob wasfairly sure, it was different.

‘But democracy—' began Ali.

‘Oh, democracy—' Bob waved his pipe. ‘ That’saword that means different things everywhere. One
thing' s certain. It never meanswhat the Greeks originaly meant by it. | bet you anything you like thet if
they boot you out of here, some spouting hot air merchant will take over, ydling his own praises, building
himsdlf up into God Almighty, and stringing up, or cutting off the heads of anyone who daresto disagree
with himinany way. And, mark you, he'll say it's a Democratic Government—of the people and for the
people. | expect the people will likeit too. Exciting for them. Lots of bloodshed.’

‘But we are not savages! We are civilized nowadays.’

‘Thereare different kinds of civilization...” said Bob vaguely. ‘ Besides—I rather think we' ve dl got abit
of savagein us—if we can think up agood excusefor letting it rip.’

‘Perhapsyou areright,” said Ali sombrely.

‘The thing people don’t seem to want anywhere, nowadays,” said Bob, ‘is anyone who' sgot abit of
common sense. I’ ve never been abrainy chap—well, you know that well enough, Ali—but | often think
that that’ s what the world really needs—just abit of common sense’ Helaid asde hispipeand sat in his
chair. ‘But never mind dl that. Thething ishow we' re going to get you out of here. Isthere anybody in
the Army you can redly trust?

Sowly, Prince Ali Y usuf shook his head.

‘A fortnight ago, | should have said “Yes.” But now, | do not know...cannot besure —

Bob nodded. ‘ That' sthe hell of it. Asfor this paace of yours, it gives me the cregps’

Ali acquiesced without emation.

‘Y es, there are spies everywherein paaces... They hear everything—they—know everything.’

‘Even down in the hangars—' Bob broke off. * Old Achmed’ sdl right. HE sgot akind of sixth sense.
Found one of the mechanicstrying to tamper with the plane—one of the men we' d have sworn was
absolutely trustworthy. Look here, Ali, if we're going to have ashot at getting you away, it will haveto
be soon.’

‘1 know—I know. | think—I am quite certain now—that if | stay | shdl bekilled.’

He spoke without emotion, or any kind of panic: with amild detached interest.

‘We'll stand agood chance of being killed anyway,” Bob warned him. *We Il haveto fly out north, you
know. They can’t intercept usthat way. But it means going over the mountains—and at thistime of
year—'

He shrugged his shoulders. * Y ou' ve got to understand. It's damned risky.’

Ali Yusuf looked distressed.



‘If anything happened to you, Bob—'

‘Don’'t worry about me, Ali. That's not what | meant. I’'m not important. And anyway, I’ m the sort of
chap that's sure to get killed sooner or later. I'm dways doing crazy things. No—it’s you—I don’'t want
to persuade you oneway or the other. If aportion of the Armyis loyd—'

‘| don’'t liketheideaof running away,” said Ali smply. ‘But | do not in the least want to be amartyr, and
be cut to pieces by amob.’

Hewas silent for amoment or two.

‘Very well then,” he said at last with asigh. ‘We will make the attempt. When?

Bob shrugged his shoulders.

 Sooner the better. We' ve got to get you to the airstrip in some natural way ... How about saying you're
going to inspect the new road construction out at Al Jasar? Sudden whim. Go this afternoon. Then, as
your car passesthe airstrip, stop there—I’ || have the bus al ready and tuned up. Theideawill beto go
up to inspect the road congtruction from the air, see? We take off andgo ! We can't take any baggage, of
course. It'sgot to be dl quite impromptu.’

‘Thereisnothing | wish to take with me—except one thing—

He smiled, and suddenly the smile dtered his face and made a different person of him. He was no longer
the modern conscientious Westernized young man—the smile held dl theracid guile and craft which had
enabled along line of hisancestorsto survive.

“You are my friend, Bob, you shal see’

His hand went inside his shirt and fumbled. Then he held out alittle chamois leather bag.

‘This? Baob frowned and looked puzzled.

Ali took it from him, untied the neck, and poured the contents on the table.

Bob held his bresth for amoment and then expelled it in a soft whistle.

‘Good lord. Aretheyred 7

Ali looked amused.

‘Of coursethey arered. Most of them belonged to my father. He acquired new ones every year. |, too.
They have come from many places, bought for our family by men we can trus—from London, from
Calcutta, from South Africa. It isatradition of our family. To have thesein case of need.” Headded ina
matter of fact voice: ‘ They areworth, at today’ s prices, about three quarters of amillion.’

‘Three quarters of amillion pounds.” Bob let out awhistle, picked up the stones, let them run through his
fingers. ‘It sfantadtic. Like afary tae. It doesthingsto you.’

‘Yes.” The dark young man nodded. Again that age-long weary look was on hisface. ‘Men are not the
samewhen it comesto jewels. Thereisawaysatrail of violenceto follow such things. Degths,



bloodshed, murder. And women are the worst. For with women it will not only bethevaue. Itis
something to do with the jewe sthemsalves. Beautiful jewe s drive women mad. They want to own them.
To wear them round their throats, on their bosoms. | would not trust any woman with these. But | shall

trust you.’
‘Me? Bob stared.

‘Yes. | do not want these stonesto fall into the hands of my enemies. | do not know when the rising
againg mewill take place. It may be planned for today. | may not live to reach the airdtrip this afternoon.
Take the stones and do the best you can.’

‘But ook here—I don’t understand. What am | to do with them?
‘ Arrange somehow to get them out of the country.’

Ali stared placidly at his perturbed friend.

“Y ou mean, you wantme to carry them instead of you?

“You can put it that way. But | think, realy, you will be able to think of some better plan to get them to
Europe’’

‘But look here, Ali, | haven't thefirst ideahow to set about such athing.’

Ali leaned back in his chair. He was smiling in aquietly amused manner.

“Y ou have common sense. And you are honest. And | remember, from the days when you were my fag,
that you could dways think up someingeniousidea...l will give you the name and address of aman who
dedal s with such matters for me—that is—in case | should not survive. Do not look so worried, Bob. Do
the best you can. Thatisdl | ask. | shdl not blameyou if you fail. Itisas Allah wills. For me, itissmple.

| do not want those stones taken from my dead body. For the ret—' he shrugged his shoulders. ‘Itisas
| have said. All will go asAllahwills’

‘You're nutsl’

‘No. | amafatdig, thatisdl.’

‘But ook here, Ali. You said just now | was honest. But three quarters of amillion...Don’t you think
that might sgp any man’ s honesty?

Ali Yusuf looked at hisfriend with affection.

‘Strangely enough,” he said, ‘1 have no doubt on that score.”

Chapter 2
The Woman on the Balcony

As Bob Rawlinson walked aong the echoing marble corridors of the Palace, he had never felt so
unhappy in hislife. The knowledge that he was carrying three quarters of amillion poundsin histrousers
pocket caused him acute misery. Hefdt asthough every Pdace officia he encountered must know the



fact. He felt even that the knowledge of his precious burden must show in hisface. He would have been
relieved to learn that his freckled countenance bore exactly its usua expresson of cheerful good nature.

The sentries outside presented arms with a clash. Bob walked down the main crowded street of Ramat,
hismind still dazed. Where was he going? What was he planning to do? He had no idea. And time was
short.

The main street was like most main streetsin the Middle Eadt. It was a mixture of squaor and
meagnificence. Banksreared their vast newly built magnificence. Innumerable small shops presented a
collection of chegp plastic goods. Babies' bootees and cheap cigarette lighters were displayed in unlikey
juxtaposition. There were sawing machines, and spare partsfor cars. Pharmacies displayed flyblown
proprietary medicines, and large notices of penicillin in every form and antibiotics gaore. In very few of
the shops was there anything that you could normally want to buy, except possibly the latest Swiss
watches, hundreds of which were displayed crowded into atiny window. The assortment was so great
that even there one would have shrunk from purchase, dazzled by sheer mass.

Bob, gill walking inakind of stupor, jostled by figuresin native or European dress, pulled himself
together and asked himself again where the hel hewas going?

He turned into a native café and ordered lemon tea. As he sipped it, he began, dowly, to cometo. The
atmosphere of the café was soothing. At atable opposite him an elderly Arab was peacefully clicking
through astring of amber beads. Behind him two men played tric trac. It was agood placeto St and
think.

And he' d got to think. Jewels worth three quarters of amillion had been handed to him, and it was up to
him to devise some plan of getting them out of the country. No timeto lose either. At any minute the
baloon might goup...

Ali was crazy, of course. Tossing three quarters of amillion light-heartedly to afriend in that way. And
then sitting back quietly himself and leaving everything to Allah. Bob had not got that recourse. Bob's
God expected his servantsto decide on and perform their own actions to the best of the ability their God
hed given them.

What the hell was he going to do with those damned stones?

He thought of the Embassy. No, he couldn’t involve the Embassy. The Embassy would amost certainly
refuse to beinvolved.

What he needed was some person, some perfectly ordinary person who was leaving the country in some
perfectly ordinary way. A business man, or atourist would be best. Someone with no political
connections whose baggage would, at most, be subjected to a superficia search or more probably no
search at dl. Therewas, of course, the other end to be considered. .. Sensation at London Airport.
Attempt to smuggle in jewe s worth three quarters of amillion. And so on and so on. Onewould have to
risk that—

Somebody ordinary—abonafide traveller. And suddenly Bob kicked himsdlf for afool. Joan, of course.
His sigter Joan Sutcliffe. Joan had been out here for two months with her daughter Jennifer who after a
bad bout of pneumonia had been ordered sunshine and adry climate. They were going back by ‘long
sed infour or five days time.

Joan wastheideal person. What wasit Ali had said about women and jewels? Bob smiled to himself.



Good old Joan! She wouldn't lose her head over jewels. Trust her to keep her feet on the earth. Yes—he
could trust Joan.

Wait aminute, though. ..could he trust Joan? Her honesty, yes. But her discretion? Regretfully Bob
shook his head. Joan would talk, would not be able to help talking. Even worse. She would hint. ‘I'm
taking home something very important, | mustn’t say aword toanyone . It' sredlly rather exciting...’

Joan had never been able to keep athing to herself though she was dways very incensed if onetold her
0. Joan, then, mustn’'t know what she was taking. It would be safer for her that way. He' d make the
stones up into aparcel, an innocent-looking parcel. Tell her some story. A present for someone? A
commisson? He d think of something. ..

Bob glanced at hiswatch and rose to hisfeet. Time was getting on.

He strode dong the street oblivious of the midday heat. Everything seemed so norma. There was
nothing to show on the surface. Only in the Palace was one conscious of the banked-down fires, of the
spying, the whispers. The Army—it al depended on the Army. Who was loya? Who was didoya? A
coup d' état would certainly be attempted. Would it succeed or fail?

Bob frowned as he turned into Ramat’ s leading hotdl. It was modestly called the Ritz Savoy and had a
grand modernistic facade. It had opened with aflourish three years ago with a Swiss manager, a
Viennese chef, and an ItdianMaitre d' hétdl . Everything had been wonderful. The Viennese chef had
gonefirgt, then the Swiss manager. Now the Italian head waiter had gone too. The food was il
ambitious, but bad, the service abominable, and agood ded of the expensive plumbing had gone wrong.

The clerk behind the desk knew Bob well and beamed at him.
‘Good morning, Squadron Leader. Y ou want your sister? She has gone on apicnic with thelittle girl—'
‘A picnic? Bob wastaken aback—of al the slly timesto go for apicnic.

‘With Mr and Mrs Hurst from the Oil Company,’ said the clerk informatively. Everyone dways knew
everything. ‘ They have goneto the Kaat Diwadam.’

Bob swore under his breath. Joan wouldn’t be homefor hours.
‘I'll go up to her room,” he said and held out his hand for the key which the clerk gave him.

He unlocked the door and went in. The room, alarge double-bedded one, wasin its usua confusion.
Joan Sutcliffe was not atidy woman. Golf clubslay across achair, tennis racquets had been flung on the
bed. Clothing lay about, the table was littered with rolls of film, postcards, paper-backed books and an
assortment of native curios from the South, mostly made in Birmingham and Japan.

Bob looked round him, at the suitcases and the zip bags. He was faced with a problem. Hewouldn’t be
able to see Joan before flying Ali out. There wouldn't be time to get to the dam and back. He could
parce up the stuff and leave it with anote—but almost immediately he shook hishead. He knew quite
well that he was nearly aways followed. He d probably been followed from the Paace to the café and
from the café here. He hadn’t spotted anyone—but he knew that they were good at the job. There was
nothing suspiciousin his coming to the hotdl to see his sster—but if heleft aparce and anote, the note
would be read and the parcel opened.



Time...time...He d notime ...
Three quarters of amillion in precious stonesin histrousers pocket.

He looked round the room....

Then, with agrin, he fished out from his pocket the little tool kit he dways carried. His niece Jennifer had
some plagticine, he noted, that would help.

Heworked quickly and skilfully. Once he looked up, suspicious, his eyes going to the open window.
No, there was no bacony outside thisroom. It wasjust his nerves that made him fedl that someone was

watching him.

Hefinished histask and nodded in approval. Nobody would notice what he had done—he fdlt sure of
that. Neither Joan nor anyone ese. Certainly not Jennifer, a self-centred child, who never saw or noticed

anything outsde hersdif.
He swept up dl evidences of histoil and put them into his pocket... Then he hesitated, looking round.
He drew Mrs Sutcliffe’ swriting pad towards him and sat frowning—

He must leave anote for Joan—

But what could he say? It must be something that Joan would understand—but which would mean
nothing to anyone who read the note.

And redly that wasimpossible! Inthe kind of thriller that Bob liked reading to fill up his spare moments,
you |eft akind of cryptogram which was aways successfully puzzled out by someone. But he couldn’t
even begin to think of a cryptogram—and in any case Joan was the sort of common-sense person who
would need the i’ s dotted and the t's crossed before she noticed anything at all—

Then his brow cleared. There was another way of doing it—divert attention away from Joan—leave an
ordinary everyday note. Then leave a message with someone €l se to be given to Joan in England. He
wrote rapidly—

Dear Joan—Dropped into ask if you'd careto play around of golf thisevening but if you' ve been up a
the dam, you'll probably be dead to the world. What about tomorrow? Five o’ clock at the Club.

Y ours, Bob.

A casud sort of amessageto leave for asister that he might never see again—but in some waysthe
more casud the better. Joan mustn’t be involved in any funny business, mustn't even know that there was
any funny business. Joan could not dissmulate. Her protection would be the fact that she clearly knew

nothing.

And the note would accomplish adua purpose. It would seem that he, Bob, had no plan for departure
himsdf.

He thought for a minute or two, then he crossed to the telephone and gave the number of the British
Embassy. Presently he was connected with Edmundson, the third secretary, afriend of his.



‘ John? Bob Rawlinson here. Can you meet me somewhere when you get off?...Makeit abit earlier than
that?...You' ve got to, old boy. It’ simportant. Well, actudly, it'sagirl...” He gave an embarrassed
cough. * She' swonderful, quite wonderful. Out of thisworld. Only it'sabit tricky.’

Edmundson’ svoice, sounding dightly stuffed-shirt and disapproving, said, ‘ Redly, Bob, you and your
girls. All right, 2 0’ clock do you? and rang off. Bob heard the little echoing click as whoever had been
listening in, replaced the receiver.

Good old Edmundson. Since al the telephones in Ramat had been tapped, Bob and John Edmundson
had worked out alittle code of their own. A wonderful girl who was*out of thisworld” meant something
urgent and important.

Edmundson would pick him up in his car outside the new Merchants Bank a 2 o' clock and he' d tell
Edmundson of the hiding place. Tell him that Joan didn’t know about it but that, if anything happened to
him, it wasimportant. Going by the long sea route Joan and Jennifer wouldn't be back in England for six
weeks. By that time the revol ution would dmost certainly have happened and ether been successful or
have been put down. Ali Y usuf might bein Europe, or he and Bob might both be dead. He would tell
Edmundson enough, but not too much.

Bob took alast look around the room. It looked exactly the same, peaceful, untidy, domestic. The only
thing added was his harmless note to Joan. He propped it up on the table and went out. There was no
oneinthelong corridor.

The woman in the room next to that occupied by Joan Sutcliffe stepped back from the balcony. There
wasamirror in her hand.

She had gone out on the ba cony origindly to examine more closaly asingle hair that had had the
audacity to spring up on her chin. She dealt with it with tweezers, then subjected her face to aminute
scrutiny inthe cdear sunlight.

It wasthen, as she relaxed, that she saw something else. The angle a which she was holding her mirror
was such that it reflected the mirror of the hanging wardrobe in the room next to hersand in that mirror
she saw aman doing something very curious.

So curious and unexpected that she stood there motionless, watching. He could not see her from where
he sat at the table, and she could only see him by means of the double reflection.

If he had turned his head behind him, he might have caught Sight of her mirror in the wardrobe mirror,
but he was too absorbed in what he was doing to look behind him...

Once, it wastrue, he did look up suddenly towards the window, but since there was nothing to see
there, he lowered hishead again.

The woman watched him while he finished what he was doing. After amoment’ s pause he wrote anote
which he propped up on the table. Then he moved out of her line of vision but she could just hear enough
to redlize that he was making atelephone call. She couldn’t catch what was said, but it sounded
light-hearted—casua. Then she heard the door close.



The woman waited afew minutes. Then she opened her door. At the far end of the passage an Arab
wasflicking idly with afeather duster. He turned the corner out of sight.

The woman dipped quickly to the door of the next room. It was locked, but she had expected that. The
hairpin she had with her and the blade of asmall knife did the job quickly and expertly.

She went in, pushing the door to behind her. She picked up the note. The flap had only been stuck down
lightly and opened easily. She read the note, frowning. There was no explanation there.

Shesedled it up, put it back, and waked across the room.

There, with her hand outstretched, she was disturbed by voi ces through the window from the terrace
below.

One was avoice that she knew to be the occupier of the room in which shewas standing. A decided
didactic voice, fully assured of itself.

She darted to the window.
Below on the terrace, Joan Sutcliffe, accompanied by her daughter Jennifer, apale solid child of fifteen,
wastdling the world and atall unhappy looking Englishman from the British Consulate just what she

thought of the arrangements he had come to make.

‘But it sabsurd! 1 neverheard such nonsense. Everything' s perfectly quiet here and everyone quite
pleasant. | think it sal alot of panicky fuss’

‘We hope s0, Mrs Sutcliffe, we certainly hope so. But H.E. fedsthat the respongibility is such—
Mrs Sutcliffe cut him short. She did not propose to consider the responsibility of ambassadors.
‘We vealot of baggage, you know. We were going home by long sea—next Wednesday. The sea
voyage will be good for Jennifer. The doctor said so. | redly must absolutely declineto dter al my
arrangements and be flown to England in thissilly flurry.’

The unhappy looking man said encouragingly that Mrs Sutcliffe and her daughter could be flown, not to
England, but to Aden and catch their boat there.

‘With our baggage?

‘Yes, yes, that can be arranged. I’ ve got a car waiting—a station wagon. We can load everything right
awvay.’

‘Ohwdll.” Mrs Sutcliffe capitulated. ‘| suppose we' d better pack.’

‘At once, if you don't mind.’

The woman in the bedroom drew back hurriedly. She took aquick glance at the address on aluggage
label on one of the suitcases. Then she dipped quickly out of the room and back into her own just as Mrs

Sutcliffe turned the corner of the corridor.

The clerk from the office was running after her.



“Y our brother, the Squadron Leader, has been here, Mrs Sutcliffe. He went up to your room. But |
think that he hasleft again. Y ou must just have missed him.’

‘How tiresome,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. ‘ Thank you,” she said to the clerk and went on to Jennifer, ‘I
suppose Bob'sfussing too. | can't see any sign of disturbancemysdf in the streets. This door’ s unlocked.
How careless these people are’

‘Perhaps it was Uncle Bob,” said Jennifer.

‘I wish | hadn’t missed him...Oh, there sanote.” Shetoreit open.

‘At any rateBob isn't fussing,” she said triumphantly. ‘He obvioudy doesn’'t know athing about al this.
Diplomatic wind up, that' sl itis. How | hate trying to pack in the hest of the day. Thisroom'’slike an
oven. Come on, Jennifer, get your things out of the chest of drawers and the wardrobe. We must just
shove everything in anyhow. We can repack later.’

‘I’'ve never beeninarevolution, said Jennifer thoughtfully.

‘I don't expect you'll bein onethistime,” said her mother sharply. ‘It will bejust as| say. Nothing will
happen.’

Jennifer looked disappointed.
Chapter 3

Introducing Mr Robinson

It was some Six weeks later that a young man tapped discreetly on the door of aroom in Bloomsbury
and wastold to comein.

It was asmall room. Behind adesk sat afat middle-aged man dumped in achair. He was wearing a
crumpled suit, the front of which was smothered in cigar ash. The windows were closed and the
amosphere was amost unbearable.

‘Wel? said the fat man testily, and speaking with haf-closed eyes. “What isit now, en?

It was said of Colond Pikeaway that his eyeswere dwaysjust closing in deep, or just opening after
deep. It was dso said that his name was not Pikeaway and that he was not a colonel. But some people
will say anything!

‘Edmundson, fromthe F.O., isheresir.’

‘Oh,” said Colondl Pikeaway.

He blinked, appeared to be going to deep again and muttered:

‘Third secretary at our Embassy in Ramat at the time of the Revolution. Right?

‘That’'sright, Sir”



‘| suppose, then, I’ d better see him,” said Colonel Pikeaway without any marked relish. He pulled
himsdlf into amore upright position and brushed off alittle of the ash from his paunch.

Mr Edmundson was atal fair young man, very correctly dressed with mannersto match, and agenerd
ar of quiet disgpprovd.

‘Colond Pikeaway? I’m John Edmundson. They said you—er—might want to seeme”’

‘Did they? Well, they should know,” said Colond Pikeaway. ‘ Siddown,” he added.

His eyes began to close again, but before they did so, he spoke:

“You werein Ramat at the time of the Revolution?

‘Yes, | was. A nasty business!’

‘| supposeit would be. Y ou were afriend of Bob Rawlinson's, weren't you?

‘I know him fairly well, yes’

“Wrong tense,” said Colond Pikeaway. ‘He' sdead.’

‘Yes, gir, | know. But | wasn't sure—' he paused.

“Y ou don't have to take painsto be discreet here,’ said Colonel Pikeaway. ‘We know everything here.
Or if wedon't, we pretend we do. Rawlinson flew Ali Y usuf out of Ramat on the day of the Revolution.
Plane hasn't been heard of since. Could have landed in someinaccessible place, or could have crashed.
Wreckage of aplane has been found in the Arolez mountains. Two bodies. Newswill be released to the
Presstomorrow. Right?

Edmundson admitted that it was quite right.

‘“We know al about things here,” said Colonel Pikeaway. ‘ That’ swhat we' re for. Plane flew into the
mountain. Could have been weather conditions. Some reason to believe it was sabotage. Delayed action
bomb. We haven't got the full reports yet. The plane crashed in a pretty inaccessible place. Therewasa
reward offered for finding it, but these things take along time to filter through. Then we had to fly out
expertsto make an examination. All the red tape, of course. Applicationsto aforeign government,
permission from ministers, pam greasing—to say nothing of the local peasantry appropriating anything
that might comein ussful.”

He paused and looked at Edmundson.

‘Very sad, thewholething,” said Edmundson. * Prince Ali Y usuf would have made an enlightened ruler,
with democratic principles’

‘That’ swhat probably did the poor chapin,” said Colonel Pikeaway. ‘But we can’'t wastetimein telling
sad stories of the deaths of kings. WEe ve been asked to make certain—inquiries. By interested parties.
Parties, that is, to whom Her Mgesty’ s Government iswell disposed.” Helooked hard at the other.
‘Know what | mean?

‘Well, | have heard something.” Edmundson spoke reuctantly.



“You ve heard perhaps, that nothing of value was found on the bodies, or anongst the wreckage, or as
far asisknown, had been pinched by thelocals. Though asto that, you can never tell with peasants.
They can clam up aswell asthe Foreign Officeitself. And what €lse have you heard?

‘Nothing dse’

“Y ou haven't heard that perhaps something of val ueought to have been found? What did they send you
tomefor?

‘They said you might want to ask me certain questions,” said Edmundson primly.
‘If | ask you questions | shal expect answers,” Colonel Pikeaway pointed out.
‘Naturaly.

‘Doesn’t seem naturd to you, son. Did Bob Rawlinson say anything to you before he flew out of Ramat?
Hewasin Ali’s confidence if anyone was. Come now, let’ shaveit. Did he say anything?

‘Astowhat, Sr?
Colond Pikeaway stared hard at him and scratched his ear.

‘Oh, dl right,” he grumbled. *Hush up thisand don’t say that. Overdo it in my opinion! If you don’'t
know what I’ m talking about, you don’'t know, and thereitis’

‘| think there was something—' Edmundson spoke cautioudy and with reluctance. * Something important
that Bob might have wanted to tell me.’

‘Ah, said Colond Pikeaway, with the air of aman who has at |ast pulled the cork out of a bottle.
‘Interesting. Let’s have what you know.’

‘It svery little, Sr. Bob and | had akind of smple code. We d cottoned on to the fact that all the
telephonesin Ramat were being tapped. Bob wasin theway of hearing things at the Pdace, and |
sometimes had abit of useful information to passon to him. So if one of usrang the other up and
mentioned agirl or girls, in acertain way, using the term “out of thisworld” for her, it meant something
was up!’

‘Important information of somekind or other?

‘Y es. Bob rang me up using those terms the day the whole show started. | wasto meet him at our usua
rendezvous—outside one of the banks. But rioting broke out in that particular quarter and the police
closad theroad. | couldn’t make contact with Bob or he with me. He flew Ali out the same afternoon.’

‘| see” said Pikeaway. ‘ No ideawhere he was telephoning from?

‘No. It might have been anywhere.’

‘Pity.” He paused and then threw out casualy:

‘Do you know Mrs Sutcliffe?



Y ou mean Bob Rawlinson’ssister? | met her out there, of course. She was there with a school girl
daughter. | don't know her well.’

‘Were she and Bob Rawlinson very close?
Edmundson considered.

‘No, | shouldn’t say so. Shewas agood ded older than he was, and rather much of the elder sster.
And hedidn’t much like his brother-in-law—aways referred to him as a pompous ass.’

‘So heigl One of our prominent industriaists—and how pompous can they get! So you don’t think it
likely that Bob Rawlinson would have confided an important secret to hissster?

‘It sdifficult to say—but no, | shouldn’t think so.’
‘| shouldn’t either,” said Colond Pikeaway.

He sighed. *Well, therewe are, Mrs Sutcliffe and her daughter are on their way home by the long sea
route. Dock at Tilbury on theEastern Queen tomorrow.’

Hewas slent for amoment or two, whilst his eyes made athoughtful survey of the young man opposite
him. Then, as though having come to adecision, he held out his hand and spoke briskly.

‘Very good of you to come.’

‘I'monly sorry I"ve been of such little use. Y ou're sure there’ snothing | can do?

‘No. No. I'm afraid not.’

John Edmundson went ouit.

The discreet young man came back.

‘Thought | might have sent him to Tilbury to break the newsto the sster,” said Pikeaway. ‘ Friend of her
brother’ s—all that. But | decided againgt it. Indastic type. That' sthe F.O. training. Not an opportuni<t.
Il send round wheat’ s his name.’

‘Derek?

‘That’ sright, Colond Pikeaway nodded approval. * Getting to know what | mean quite well, ain't you?
‘I try my best, Sir

‘Trying' s not enough. Y ou have to succeed. Send me aong Ronniefird. I’ ve got an assgnment for him.’

Colonel Pikeaway was apparently just going off to deep again when the young man called Ronnie
entered the room. He wastdl, dark, muscular, and had agay and rather impertinent manner.



Colond Pikeaway looked at him for amoment or two and then grinned.
“How’d you like to penetrate into agirls school? he asked.

‘A girls school? Theyoung man lifted his eyebrows. ‘ That will be something new! What are they up
to? Making bombsin the chemidry class?

‘Nothing of that kind. Very superior high-class school. Meadowbank.’
‘Meadowbank!” the young man whistled. ‘I can’'t bdlieveit!’

“Hold your impertinent tongue and listen to me. Princess Shaigta, first cousin and only near relative of the
late Prince Ali Yusuf of Ramat, goes there this next term. She’ sbeen at school in Switzerland up to now.’

‘What do | do? Abduct her?

‘Certainly not. | think it possible she may become afocus of interest in the near future. | want you to
keep an eye on developments. I'll haveto leaveit vague. | don't know what or who may turn up, but if
any of our more unlikeable friends seem to be interested, report it... A watching brief, that’ swhat you' ve

got.’
The young man nodded.
‘And how do | get into watch? Shdl | be the drawing master?

‘Thevigting gaff isdl femae.’” Colond Pikeaway looked at him in aconsidering manner. ‘1 think Il
have to make you agardener.’

‘A gardener?
“Yes I'mright in thinking you know something about gardening?
‘Yes, indeed. | ran acolumn onY our Garden intheSunday Mail for ayear in my younger days.’

‘Tush!” said Colonel Pikeaway. ‘ That’ snothing! | could do a column on gardening myself without
knowing athing about it—just crib from afew luridly illustrated Nurseryman's catalogues and a
Gardening Encyclopedia. | know dl the patter. “ Why not break away from tradition and sound aredly
tropica notein your border thisyear? Lovely Amabellis Gossiporia, and some of the wonderful new
Chinese hybrids of SnenssMakafoolia Try therich blushing beauty of aclump of SinistraHopaess,
not very hardy but they should be dl right against awest wal.”” He broke off and grinned. ‘Nothing to it!
Thefools buy the things and early frost setsin and kills them and they wish they’ d stuck to wallflowers
and forget-me-nots! No, my boy, | mean the rea stuff. Spit on your hands and use the spade, be well
acquainted with the compost heap, mulch diligently, use the Dutch hoe and every other kind of hoe,
trench really deep for your sweet peas—and dl the rest of the beastly business. Can you do it?

‘All these things | have done from my youth upwards’
‘Of courseyou have. | know your mother. Well, that’s settled.’

‘Isthere ajob going as a gardener at Meadowbank?



‘Sureto be’ said Colond Pikeaway. ‘ Every garden in England is short staffed. I’ write you some nice
testimonias. You'll see, they’ll smply jump a you. No time to waste, summer term begins on the 29th.’

‘| garden and | keep my eyes open, isthat right?

‘That’sit, and if any oversexed teenagers make passes at you, Heaven help you if you respond. | don't
want you thrown out on your ear too soon.’

He drew a sheet of paper towards him. *What do you fancy as aname?

* Adam would seem appropriate.’

‘Last name?

“How about Eden?

‘I'm not sure | like theway your mind is running. Adam Goodman will do very nicely. Go and work out
your past history with Jenson and then get cracking.” Helooked at hiswatch. ‘I’ ve no more time for you.
| don’t want to keep Mr Robinson waiting. He ought to be here by now.’

Adam (to give him his new name) stopped as he was moving to the door.

‘Mr Robinson? he asked curioudly. ‘ Ishe coming?

‘| said s0.” A buzzer went on the desk. ‘ There heis now. Always punctud, Mr Robinson.’

‘Tdl me’ said Adam curioudy. ‘Who ishereadly? What' s hisred name?

‘Hisname,” said Colonel Pikeaway, ‘isMr Robinson. That’sal | know, and that’ sal anybody knows.’

The man who came into the room did not look as though his name was, or could ever have been,
Robinson. It might have been Demetrius, or |ssacstein, or Perenna—though not one or the other in
particular. He was not definitely Jewish, nor definitely Greek nor Portuguese nor Spanish, nor South
American. What did seem highly unlikely wasthat he was an Englishman caled Robinson. He wasfat
and well dressed, with ayellow face, melancholy dark eyes, abroad forehead, and a generous mouth
that displayed rather over-large very white teeth. His hands were well shaped and beautifully kept. His
voice was English with no trace of accent.

He and Colond Pikeaway greeted each other rather in the manner of two reigning monarchs.
Politenesses were exchanged.

Then, as Mr Robinson accepted a cigar, Colonel Pikeaway said:
‘It isvery good of you to offer to help us’

Mr Robinson lit his cigar, savoured it appreciaively, and finaly spoke.



‘My dear fellow. | just thought—I hear things, you know. | know alot of people, and they tell me things.
| don’'t know why.’

Colone Pikeaway did not comment on the reason why.

Hesad:

‘| gather you' ve heard that Prince Ali Y usuf’ s plane has been found?

‘“Wednesday of last week,” said Mr Robinson. Y oung Rawlinson was the pilot. A tricky flight. But the
crash wasn't due to an error on Rawlinson’ s part. The plane had been tampered with—by a certain
Achmed—senior mechanic. Completdly trustworthy—or so Rawlinson thought. But hewas't. HE sgot
avery lucrative job with the newrégime now.’

‘So it was sabotage! We didn't know that for sure. It' sasad story.’

‘Y es. That poor young man—Ali Y usuf, | mean—wasill equipped to cope with corruption and
treachery. His public school education was unwise—or at least that ismy view. But we do not concern
ourselves with him now, do we? He isyesterday’ s news. Nothing is so dead as adead king. We are
concerned, you in your way, | in mine, with what dead kings leave behind them.’

‘Whichis?

Mr Robinson shrugged his shoulders.

‘A subgtantia bank balance in Geneva, amodest balance in London, considerable assetsin hisown
country now taken over by the glorious newrégime (and alittle bad fegling as to how the spoils have been
divided, or so | hear!), and findly asmall persond item.’

‘Smdll?

‘Thesethings are rdative. Anyway, smdl in bulk. Handy to carry upon the person.’

‘They weren't on Ali Yusuf’s person, asfar aswe know.’

‘No. Because he had handed them over to young Rawlinson.’

‘Areyou sure of that? asked Pikeaway sharply.

‘Wdll, oneisnever sure; said Mr Robinson gpologetically. * In apaace there is so much gossip. It
cannotdl betrue. But there was avery strong rumour to that effect.’

‘They weren't on young Rawlinson’ s person, either—'

‘Inthat case,” said Mr Robinson, ‘it seems as though they must have been got out of the country by
some other means’

‘What other means? Have you any idea?

‘Rawlinson went to a café in the town after he had received the jewels. He was not seen to speak to
anyone or gpproach anyone whilst he was there. Then he went to the Ritz Savoy Hotel where hissister



was staying. He went up to her room and was there for about 20 minutes. She herself was out. He then
|eft the hotel and went to the Merchants Bank in Victory Square where he cashed a cheque. When he
came out of the bank a disturbance was beginning. Students rioting about something. It was sometime
before the square was cleared. Rawlinson then went straight to the airstrip where, in company with
Sergeant Achmed, he went over the plane.

‘Ali Yusuf drove out to see the new road congtruction, stopped his car at the airgtrip, joined Rawlinson
and expressed adesire to take ashort flight and see the dam and the new highway construction from the
air. They took off and did not return.’

‘And your deductions from that?

‘My dear fellow, the same as yours. Why did Bob Rawlinson spend twenty minutesin hissister’ sroom
when shewas out and he had been told that shewas not likely to return until evening? He left her anote
that would have taken him at most three minutes to scribble. What did he do for the rest of the time?

‘Y ou are suggesting that he concedled the jewel sin some gppropriate place amongst hissister’s
belongings?

‘It seemsindicated, doesit not? Mrs Sutcliffe was evacuated that same day with other British subjects.
She wasflown to Aden with her daughter. She arrives at Tilbury, | believe, tomorrow.’

Pikeaway nodded.

‘Look after her, said Mr Robinson.

‘We' re going to look after her, said Pikeaway. ‘ That'sal arranged.’

‘If she hasthejewels, shewill bein danger. He closed hiseyes. ‘| so much didike violence.

‘Y ou think thereislikely to be violence?

‘There are people interested. Various undesirable people—if you understand me”’

‘| understand you,” said Pikeaway grimly.

‘And they will, of course, double cross each other.’

Mr Robinson shook his head. * So confusing.’

Colonel Pikeaway asked delicatdly: *Have you yourself any—er—specia interest in the matter?

‘| represent acertain group of interests,” said Mr Robinson. His voice was faintly reproachful. * Some of
the stones in question were supplied by my syndicate to hislate highness—at avery fair and reasonable
price. The group of people | represent who were interested in the recovery of the stones, would, | may
\s/oer(]jt;ﬁatfe say have had the gpproval of the late owner. | shouldn’t like to say more. These matters are

‘But you are definitely on the side of the angels,” Colond Pikeaway smiled.

‘Ah, angelsl Angels—yes.” He paused. * Do you happen to know who occupied the roomsin the hotel



on either side of the room occupied by Mrs Sutcliffe and her daughter?

Colond Pikeaway looked vague.

‘Let me see now—I believe | do. On the left hand side was Sefiora Angelicade Toredo—a
Spanish—er—dancer gppearing at the local cabaret. Perhaps not strictly Spanish and perhaps not avery
good dancer. But popular with the clientele. On the other side was one of agroup of school-teachers, |
understand—’

Mr Robinson beamed approvingly.

‘Y ou are dwaysthe same. | cometo tell you things, but nearly always you know them aready.’

‘No no.” Colond Pikeaway made a polite disclaimer.

‘Between us,” said Mr Robinson, ‘we know agood ded.’

Thelr eyes met.

‘I hope,’” Mr Robinson said rising, ‘that we know enough—'

Chapter 4

Return of aTravdler

‘Redlly!” sad Mrs Sutcliffe, in an annoyed voice, as she looked out of her hotel window, ‘I don’t see
why it dways hasto rain when one comes back to England. It makesit al seem so depressing.’

‘I think it'slovely to be back,” said Jennifer. ‘Hearing everyonetalk English in the treetsl And we'll be
ableto have areally good tea presently. Bread and butter and jam and proper cakes.’

‘ wish you weren't soinsular, darling,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. *What' sthe good of my taking you abroad al
the way to the Persian Gulf if you' re going to say you' d rather have stayed at home?

‘I don’'t mind going abroad for amonth or two,” said Jennifer. *All | said was I’ m glad to be back.’
‘Now do get out of the way, dear, and let me make sure that they’ ve brought up al the luggage. Redlly,
| do fed—I’ve felt ever since the war that people have got very dishonest nowadays. I'm sureif | hadn’t
kept an eye on things that man would have gone off with my green zip bag at Tilbury. And therewas
another man hanging about near the luggage. | saw him afterwards on thetrain. | believe, you know, that
these sneak thieves meet the boats and if the people are flustered or seasick they go off with some of the
suitcases’

‘Oh, you' re dways thinking things like that, Mother,” said Jennifer. *'Y ou think everybody you mest is
dishonest”’

‘Mogt of them are,” said Mrs Sutcliffe grimly.
‘Not English people,” said the loya Jennifer.

‘That’sworse,” said her mother. * One does’t expect anything else from Arabs and foreigners, but in



England one' s off guard and that makesit easier for dishonest people. Now do let me count. That’ sthe
big green suitcase and the black one, and the two small brown and the zip bag and the golf clubs and the
racquets and the hold-all and the canvas suitcase—and where' sthe green bag? Oh, thereit is. And that
locdl tin we bought to put the extrathingsin—yes, one, two, three, four, five, sSx—yes, that'sdl right. All
fourteen things are here.’

‘Can’'t we have someteanow? said Jennifer.

‘Tea? It' sonly three 0’ clock.’

‘I'm awfully hungry.

‘All right, dl right. Can you go down by yourself and order it? | redly fed | must have arest, and then
I"ll just unpack the thingswe' |l need for tonight. It' stoo bad your father couldn’t have met us. Why he
had to have an important directors meeting in Newcastle-on-Tynetoday | smply cannot imagine. You'd
think hiswife and daughter would come first. Especialy as he hasn't seen usfor three months. Areyou
sure you can manage by yourself?

‘Good gracious, Mummy,” said Jennifer, ‘what age do you think | am? Can | have some money, please?
| haven't got any English money.’

She accepted the ten shilling note her mother handed to her, and went out scornfully.
The telephone rang by the bed. Mrs Sutcliffe went to it and picked up the receiver.
‘Hallo...Yes...Yes, Mrs Sutcliffe spesking...’

There was aknock at the door. Mrs Sutcliffe said, ‘ Just one moment’ to the recaiver, laid it down and
went over to the door. A young man in dark blue overadlswas standing there with asmall kit of tools.

‘Electrician,’ he said briskly. ‘ The lightsin this suite aren’t satisfactory. I’ ve been sent up to seeto them.’
‘Oh—dl right...’

Shedrew back. The electrician entered.

‘Bathroom?

‘Through there—beyond the other bedroom.’

She went back to the telephone.

‘I'm so sorry...What were you saying?

‘My nameis Derek O’ Connor. Perhaps | might come up to your suite, Mrs Sutcliffe. 1t' s about your
brother.’

‘Bob? Isthere—neaws of him?

‘I'm afraid so—yes.’



‘Oh...Oh, | see...Yes, comeup. It'son thethird floor, 310.
She sat down on the bed. She dready knew what the news must be.

Presently there was aknock on the door and she opened it to admit ayoung man who shook handsin a
suitably subdued manner.

‘ Areyou from the Foreign Office?

‘My name' s Derek O’ Connor. My chief sent me round as there didn’t seem to be anybody else who
could bresk it to you.’

‘Pleasetdl me,’ said Mrs Sutdliffe. ‘ He sbeen killed. Isthat it?

‘Yes, that'sit, Mrs Sutcliffe. Hewas flying Prince Ali Y usuf out from Ramat and they crashed inthe
mountains’

‘Why haven't | heard—why didn’t someone wirdessit to the boat?

‘There was no definite news until afew days ago. It was known that the plane was missing, that was al.
But under the circumstances there might still have been hope. But now the wreck of the plane has been
found...l am sure you will be glad to know that deeth was instantaneous.’

‘The Prince was killed aswd|?

‘Yes.

‘I'mnot at dl surprised,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. Her voice shook alittle but she wasin full command of
hersdlf. ‘1 knew Bob would die young. He was dways reckless, you know—aways flying new planes,
trying new stunts. I’ ve hardly seen anything of him for thelast four years. Oh well, one can’t change
people, can one?

‘No,” said her vistor, ‘I'm afraid not.’

‘Henry dways said he' d smash himsdlf up sooner or later,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. She seemed to derivea
kind of melancholy satisfaction from the accuracy of her husband’ s prophecy. A tear rolled down her
cheek and she looked for her handkerchief. * It's been ashock,” she said.

‘I know—I"m awfully sorry.’

‘Bob couldn’'t run away, of course,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. ‘| mean, he’ d taken on the job of being the
Prince spilot. | wouldn’t have wanted him to throw in hishand. And he was agood flier too. I'm sure if

heraninto amountain it wasn't hisfault.’

‘No,” said O’ Connor, ‘it certainly wasn't hisfault. The only hope of getting the Prince out wasto fly in
no matter what conditions. It was adangerous flight to undertake and it went wrong.’

Mrs Sutcliffe nodded.

‘| quite understand,” she said. * Thank you for coming to tell me.’



‘There' s something more,” said O’ Connor, ‘ something I’ ve got to ask you. Did your brother entrust
anything to you to take back to England?

‘Entrust something to me? said Mrs Sutcliffe. *What do you mean?
‘Did he give you any—package—any smdl parcel to bring back and deliver to anyonein England?
She shook her head wonderingly. ‘No. Why should you think he did?

‘There was arather important package which we think your brother may have given to someoneto bring
home. He caled on you at your hotdl that day—the day of the Revolution, | mean.’

‘I know. He left anote. But there was nothing in that—just some silly thing about playing tennis or golf
the next day. | suppose when he wrote that note, he couldn’t have known that he' d haveto fly the Prince
out that very afternoon.’

‘That wasdl it said?

‘Thenote? Yes’

‘Have you kept it, Mrs Sutcliffe?

‘Kept the note he left? No, of course | haven't. It wasquitetrivid. | toreit up and threw it away. Why
should | keep it?

‘No reason,” said O’ Connor. ‘| just wondered.’
‘“Wondered what? said Mrs Sutcliffe crosdy.

‘Whether there might have been some—other message concedled in it. After al—' he smiled, *—There
issuch athing asinvisibleink, you know.’

‘Invishleink!” said Mrs Sutcliffe, with agreet ded of distaste, * do you mean the sort of thing they usein
Spy stories?

‘Wdll, I'm afraid | do mean just that,” said O’ Connor, rather apologeticaly.

‘How idiotic, said Mrs Sutcliffe. ‘I'm sure Bob would never use anything likeinvisble ink. Why should
he? He was a dear matter-of-fact sensible person.” A tear dripped down her cheek again. ‘ Oh dear,
whereis my bag? | must have ahandkerchief. Perhaps| Ieft it in the other room.’

‘I'll get it for you,” said O’ Connor.

He went through the communi cating door and stopped as ayoung man in overdlswho was bending
over asuitcase Sraightened up to face him, looking rather startled.

‘Electrician,’” said the young man hurriedly. ‘ Something wrong with the lights here’
O Connor flicked aswitch.

‘They seem dl right tome,” he said pleasantly.



‘Must have given me the wrong room number,” said the electrician.
He gathered up histool bag and dipped out quickly through the door to the corridor.
O Connor frowned, picked up Mrs Sutcliffe’ s bag from the dressing-table and took it back to her.

‘Excuseme,” he said, and picked up the telephone receiver. * Room 310 here. Have you just sent up an
eectricianto seetothelight inthissuite? Yes...Yes, I'll hangon.’

Hewaited.
‘“No? No, | thought you hadn’t. No, there' s nothing wrong.’
He replaced the receiver and turned to Mrs Sutcliffe.

‘There' s nothing wrong with any of thelightshere,’ he said. * And the office didn’t send up an
eectrician.

‘Then what was that man doing? Was he athief?
‘He may have been.’

Mrs Sutcliffe looked hurriedly in her bag. ‘He hasn't taken anything out of my bag. The money isall
right.

‘Areyou sure, Mrs Sutcliffe, absolutelysure that your brother didn't give you anything to take home, to
pack among your belongings?

‘I'm absolutdly sure,” said Mrs Sutcliffe.

‘Or your daughter—you have a daughter, haven't you?
‘Yes. She sdowndtairs having tea’

‘Could your brother have given anything to her?

‘No, I'm sure he couldn’t.’

‘There' sanother possibility,” said O’ Connor. * He might have hidden something in your baggage among
your belongingsthat day when he waswaiting for you in your room.’

‘But why should Bob do such athing? It sounds absolutely absurd.’

‘It’ snot quite so absurd as it sounds. It seems possible that Prince Ali Y usuf gave your brother
something to keep for him and that your brother thought it would be safer among your possessionsthan if
hekept it himsdlf.’

‘Sounds very unlikely to me,” said Mrs Sutcliffe.

‘1 wonder now, would you mind if we searched?



‘ Searched through my luggage, do you mean? Unpack? Mrs Sutcliffe’ s voice rose with awalil on that
word.

‘I know,” said O’ Connor. ‘It saterrible thing to ask you. But it might be very important. | could help
you, you know,” he said persuasively. ‘1 often used to pack for my mother. She said | was quite agood
packer.’

He exerted dl the charm which was one of his assetsto Colonel Pikeaway.
‘Ohwell;” said Mrs Sutcliffe, yidding, ‘| suppose—If you say so—if, | mean, it' sredlly important—'
‘It might be very important,” said Derek O’ Connor.

‘Wdll, now,” he smiled at her. * Suppose we begin.’

Three quarters of an hour later Jennifer returned from her tea. She looked round the room and gave a
gasp of surprise.

‘Mummy, whathave you been doing?

‘We ve been unpacking,” said Mrs Sutcliffe crosdy.  Now we' re packing things up again. ThisisMr
O Connor. My daughter Jennifer.’

‘But why are you packing and unpacking?

‘Don’'t ask mewhy,” snapped her mother. ‘ There seemsto be some idea that your Uncle Bob put
something in my luggage to bring home. He didn’t give you anything, | suppose, Jennifer?

‘Uncle Bob give me anything to bring back? No. Have you been unpacking my thingstoo?

‘We ve unpacked everything,” said Derek O’ Connor cheerfully, ‘and we haven't found athing and now
we' re packing them up again. | think you ought to have adrink of tea or something, Mrs Sutcliffe. Can
order you something? A brandy and soda perhaps? He went to the telephone.

‘I wouldn’'t mind agood cup of tea,” said Mrs Sutcliffe.

‘I had asmashing tea,” said Jennifer. ‘ Bread and butter and sandwiches and cake and then the waiter
brought me more sandwiches because | asked himif he’'d mind and he said hedidn’t. It waslovely.’

O Connor ordered the tea, then he finished packing up Mrs Sutcliffe' s belongings again with aneatness
and adexterity which forced her unwilling admiration.

“Y our mother seemsto have trained you to pack very well,” shesaid.
‘Oh, I'vedl sorts of handy accomplishments,” said O’ Connor smiling.

His mother was|ong since dead, and his skill in packing and unpacking had been acquired solely in the



service of Colond Pikeaway.

‘There' sjust one thing more, Mrs Sutcliffe. I'd like you to be very careful of yourself.’

‘Careful of mysdf?Inwhat way?

‘Well,;” O’ Connor left it vague. ‘ Revolutions are tricky things. There are alot of ramifications. Areyou
daying in London long?

‘WEe re going down to the country tomorrow. My husband will be driving us down.’

‘That’ sdl right then. But—don’t take any chances. If anything in the least out of the ordinary happens,
ring 999 straight away.’

‘Ooh!’” said Jennifer, in high delight. ‘ Did 999. I’ ve dwayswanted to.’

‘Don’'t be dlly, Jennifer,’ said her mother.

Extract from account in aloca paper.

A man appeared before the Magigtrate’ s court yesterday charged with breaking into the residence of Mr
Henry Sutcliffe with intent to stedl. Mrs Sutcliffe’ s bedroom was ransacked and left in wild confusion
whilst the members of the family were a Church on Sunday morning. The kitchen staff who were
preparing the mid-day meal, heard nothing. Police arrested the man as he was making his escape from
the house. Something had evidently alarmed him and he had fled without taking anything.

Giving hisname as Andrew Ball of no fixed abode, he pleaded guilty. He said he had been out of work
and was|ooking for money. Mrs Sutcliffe' sjewellery, apart from afew pieceswhich shewaswearing, is

kept at her bank.

‘| told you to have the lock of that drawing-room french window seen to,” had been the comment of Mr
Sutdiffeinthefamily circle

‘My dear Henry,” said Mrs Sutcliffe, ‘you don't seem to redize that | have been aoroad for the last
three months. And anyway, I’'m sure I’ ve read somewhere that if burglarswant to get in they dwayscan.’

She added wigtfully, as she glanced again & the locd paper:

“How beautifully grand “kitchen staff” sounds. So different fromwhat it redlly is, old MrsElliswhois
quite deaf and can hardly stand up and that half-witted daughter of the Bardwells who comesin to help

on Sunday mornings.’

‘What | don't see,” said Jennifer, ‘ishow the police found out the house was being burgled and got here
intimeto catch him?

‘It ssems extraordinary that he didn’t take anything,” commented her mother.

‘ Areyou quite sure about that, Joan? demanded her husband. ‘Y ou were alittle doubtful at first.’



Mrs Sutcliffe gave an exasperated sigh.

‘It simpossibleto tell about athing like that straight away. The messin my bedroom—thingsthrown
about everywhere, drawers pulled out and overturned. | had to look through everything before | could be
sure—though now | cometo think of it, | don’t remember seeing my best Jacgmar scarf.’

‘I'm sorry, Mummy. That was me. It blew overboard in the Mediterranean. I’ d borrowed it. | meant to
tell you but | forgot.”

‘Redlly, Jennifer, how often have | asked you not to borrow thingswithout tdling mefirst?
‘Can | have some more pudding? said Jennifer, creating adiversion.

‘| suppose so. Redly, Mrs Ellis has awonderfully light hand. It makesit worth while having to shout at
her so much. | do hope, though, that they won't think you too greedy at school. Meadowbank isn't quite
an ordinary school, remember.’

‘1 don’t know that | redly want to go to Meadowbank,” said Jennifer. ‘1 knew agirl whose cousin had
been there, and she said it was awful. They spent dl their timetelling you how to get in and out of
Rolls-Royces, and how to behave if you went to lunch with the Queen.’

‘That will do, Jennifer,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. *'Y ou don’t appreciate how extremely fortunate you arein
being admitted to Meadowbank. Miss Bulstrode does't take every girl, | can tell you. It' sentirely owing
to your father’ simportant position and the influence of your Aunt Rosamond. Y ou are exceedingly lucky.
Andif, added Mrs Sutcliffe, ‘you are ever asked to lunch with the Queen, it will be agood thing for you
to know how to behave.’

‘Ohwell,” said Jennifer. ‘1 expect the Queen often has to have people to lunch who don’t know how to
behave—ATfrican chiefs and jockeys and sheikhs.’

‘ African chiefs have the most polished manners,” said her father, who had recently returned from a short
businesstrip to Ghana

‘So do Arab sheikhs,” said Mrs Sutdliffe. * Redlly courtly.’

‘D’you remember that shelkh’s feast we went to,” said Jennifer. * And how he picked out the sheep’s
eye and gaveit to you, and Uncle Bob nudged you not to make afussand to eat it? | mean, if asheikh
did that with roast lamb at Buckingham Palace, it would give the Queen abit of ajolt, wouldn't it?

‘That will do, Jennifer,” said her mother and closed the subject.

[V

When Andrew Ball of no fixed abode had been sentenced to three months for breaking and entering,
Derek O’ Connor, who had been occupying a modest position at the back of the Magistrate’ s Court, put
through acal to aMuseum number.

‘Not athing on the fellow when we picked him up,” he said. *We gave him plenty of timetoo.’



“Who was he? Anyone we know?

‘Oneof the Geckolat, | think. Small time. They hire him out for this sort of thing. Not much brain but
he' s said to be thorough.’

‘And hetook his sentencelikealamb? At the other end of the line Colond Pikeaway grinned as he
spoke.

‘Y es. Perfect picture of astupid fellow lapsed from the straight and narrow path. Y ou’ d never connect
him with any big time stuff. That’shisvaue, of course’

‘And hedidn’t find anything,” mused Colonel Pikeaway. ‘ Andyou didn’t find anything. It rather looks,
doesn't it, asthough thereisn't anything to find? Our idea that Rawlinson planted these things on hissster
seems to have been wrong.’

‘ Other people appear to have the sameidea.’

‘It' sabit obviousredly...Maybe we are meant to take the bait.’

‘Could be. Any other possibilities?

‘Plenty of them. The stuff may il bein Ramat. Hidden somewherein the Ritz Savoy Hotel, maybe. Or
Rawlinson passed it to someone on hisway to the airstrip. Or there may be something in that hint of Mr
Robinson’s. A woman may have got hold of it. Or it could be that Mrs Sutcliffe had it al the time
unbeknownst to hersdlf, and flung it overboard in the Red Seawith something she had no further usefor.

‘Andthat,” he added thoughtfully, ‘might be dl for the best.’

‘Oh, come now, it'sworth alot of money, Sir.’

‘Human lifeisworth alot, too,” said Colonel Pikeaway.

Chapter 5

L etters from Meadowbank School

L etter from Julia Upjohn to her mother:

Dear Mummy,

I’ve settled in now and am liking it very much. There sagirl who isnew thisterm too called Jennifer and
sheand | rather do thingstogether. We re both awfully keen on tennis. She' srather good. Shehasa
redlly smashing serve when it comes off, but it does’t usudly. She says her racquet’ s got warped from
being out in the Persian Gulf. It svery hot out there. Shewasin dl that Revolution that happened. | said
wasn't it very exciting, but she said no, they didn’'t see anything at dl. They were taken away to the
Embassy or something and missed it.

Miss Bulstrodeisrather alamb, but she's pretty frightening too—or can be. She goes easy on you when
you' re new. Behind her back everyone calsher The Bull or Bully. We re taught English literature by

Miss Rich, who' sterrific. When she getsin ared state her hair comes down. She’ s got aqueer but
rather exciting face and when she reads bits of Shakespeareit al seems different and real. She went on at



usthe other day about lago, and what hefelt—and alot about jeal ousy and how it ate into you and you
suffered until you went quite mad wanting to hurt the person you loved. It gave usdl the shivers—except
Jennifer, because nothing upsets her. Miss Rich teaches us Geography, too. | aways thought it was such
adull subject, but it isn’t with Miss Rich. Thismorning shetold us al about the spice trade and why they
had to have spices because of things going bad so easlly.

I’'m starting Art with Miss Laurie. She comes twice aweek and takes us up to London to see picture
galeriesaswell. We do French with Mademoisdlle Blanche. She doesn't keep order very well. Jennifer
says French people can't. She doesn’t get cross, though, only bored. She says' Enfin, vousm’ ennuiez,
mes enfants’ Miss Springer isawful. She doesgym and P.T. She' sgot ginger hair and smellswhen she's
hot. Then there’ s Miss Chadwick (Chaddy)—she' s been here since the school started. She teaches
mathematics and israther fussy, but quite nice. And there' s Miss Vangttart who teaches History and
German. She'sasort of Miss Bulstrode with the pep |eft out.

Thereare alot of foreign girls here, two Italians and some Germans, and arather jolly Swede (she' sa
Princess or something) and agirl who'shalf Turkish and half Persian and who says she would have been
married to Prince Ali Y usuf who got killed in that aeroplane crash, but Jennifer saysthat isn't true, that
Shaista only says so because she was akind of cousin, and you' re supposed to marry acousin. But
Jennifer says hewasn't going to. He liked someone else. Jennifer knows alot of things but shewon't
usudly tel them.

| suppose you' |l be starting on your trip soon.Don'tleave your passport behind you like you did last
time!!! And takeyour first aid kit in case you have an accident.

Lovefrom dulia

Letter from Jennifer Sutcliffe to her mother:

Dear Mummy,

It redly isn't bad here. I'm enjoying it more than | expected to do. The weather has been very fine. We
had to write acomposition yesterday on * Can agood quality be carried to excess? | couldn't think of
anything to say. Next week it will be ‘ Contrast the characters of Juliet and Desdemona.” That seemsslly
too. Do you think | could have anew tennisracquet? | know you had mine restrung last Autumn—but it
fedsal wrong. Perhapsit’sgot warped. I’ d rather liketo learn Greek. Can 1?1 love languages. Some of
usare going to London to see the ballet next week. It' sSwan Lake. The food hereisjolly good.

Y esterday we had chicken for lunch, and we had lovely home made cakesfor tea.

| can’t think of any more news—have you had any more burglaries?

Y our loving daughter,

Jennifer

Letter from Margaret Gore-West, Senior Prefect, to her mother:

Dear Mummy,

Thereisvery little news. | am doing German with Miss Vandttart thisterm. Thereisarumour that Miss

Bulstrodeis going to retire and that Miss Vandttart will succeed her but they’ ve been saying thet for over
ayear now, and I’'msureit isn’'t true. | asked Miss Chadwick (of course | wouldn't dare ask Miss



Bulstrode!) and she was quite sharp about it. Said certainly not and don’t listen to gossip. We went to
the ballet on Tuesday. Swan Lake. Too dreamy for words!

Princess Ingrid is rather fun. Very blue eyes, but she wears braces on her teeth. There are two new
German girls. They speak English quite well.

Miss Rich isback and looking quite well. We did miss her last term. The new Games Mistressiscaled
Miss Springer. She' sterribly bossy and nobody likes her much. She coaches you in tennis very well,
though. One of the new girls, Jennifer Sutcliffe, isgoing to beredly good, | think. Her backhand’ sa bit
wesk. Her grest friend isagirl cdled Julia We call them the Jays!

Y ou won't forget about taking me out on the 20th, will you? Sports Day is June 19th.

Your Loving

Margaret

L etter from Ann Shapland to Dennis Rathbone:

Dear Dennis,

| shan't get any time off until the third week of term. | should like to dine with you then very much. It
would have to be Saturday or Sunday. I'll let you know.

| find it rather fun working in aschool. But thank God I’ m not a schoolmistress! I’ d go raving mad.
Yoursever,

Ann

L etter from Miss Johnson to her sster:

Dear Edith,

Everything much the same as usud here. The summer termisaways nice. The garden islooking beautiful
and we ve got anew gardener to help old Briggs—young and strong! Rather good looking, too, whichis
apity. Girlsareso glly.

Miss Bulstrode hasn't said anything more about retiring, so | hope she’ sgot over theidea. Miss
Vangttart wouldn't bea dlthe samething. | really don’'t believe | would stay on.

Give my loveto Dick and to the children, and remember me to Oliver and Kate when you see them.
Elspeth

L etter from Mademoiselle Angée Blanche to René Dupont, Post Restante, Bordeaux.

Dear René,

All iswell here, though | cannot say that | amuse mysdf. The girls are neither respectful nor well
behaved. | think it better, however, not to complain to Miss Bulstrode. One has to be on one' s guard



when dedling with that one!

Thereisnothing interesting at present to tell you.
Mouche

Letter from MissVandttart to afriend:

Dear Gloria,

The summer term has started smoothly. A very satisfactory set of new girls. The foreigners are settling
down well. Our little Princess (the Middle East one, not the Scandinavian) isinclined to lack application,
but | suppose one hasto expect that. She has very charming manners.

The new Games Migtress, Miss Springer, isnota success. The girls didike her and sheisfar too
high-handed with them. After al, thisisnot an ordinaryschool. We don’t stand or fal by P.T.! Sheisaso
very inquisitive, and asksfar too many persona questions. That sort of thing can be very trying, and isso
ill bred. Mademoisdlle Blanche, the new French Migtress, is quite amiable but not up to the standard of
Mademoisdlle Depuy.

We had anear escape on thefirst day of term. Lady Veronica Carlton-Sandways turned up completely
intoxicated!! But for Miss Chadwick spotting it and heading her off, we might have had amost
unpleasant incident. Thetwins are such nice girls, too.

Miss Bulstrode has not said anything definite yet aboutthe future—but from her manner, | think her mind
is definitely made up. Meadowbank isaredly fine achievement, and | shal be proud to carry oniits
traditions.

Give my loveto Marjorie when you see her.

Yoursever,

Eleanor

L etter to Colond Pikeaway, sent through the usua channds.

Tak about sending aman into danger! I’'m the only able-bodied mae in an establishment of, roughly,
some hundred and ninety females.

Her Highness arrived in style. Cadillac of squashed strawberry and pastel blue, with Wog Notablein
native dress, fashion-plate-from-Pariswife, and junior edition of same (H.R.H.).

Hardly recognized her the next day in her school uniform. Therewill be no difficulty in establishing
friendly relations with her. She has dready seen to that. Was asking me the names of various flowersin a
swest innocent way, when afemale Gorgon with freckles, red hair, and avoice like a corncrake bore
down upon her and removed her from my vicinity. She didn’t want to go. I’ d dways understood these
Orienta girlswere brought up modestly behind the vell. This one must have had alittle worldly
experience during her schooldaysin Switzerland, | think.

The Gorgon, dias Miss Springer, the Games Mistress, came back to give me araspberry. Garden staff
werenotto talk to the pupils, etc. My turn to express innocent surprise. ‘ Sorry, Miss. The young lady was



asking what these here del phiniums was. Suppose they don’t have them in the parts she comesfrom.’
The Gorgon was easily pacified, in the end she aimost smpered. Less success with Miss Bulstrode' s
secretary. One of these coat and skirt country girls. French mistress is more cooperative. Demure and
mousy to look at, but not such amouse redly. Also have made friends with three pleasant gigglers,
Chrigtian names, Pamela, Loisand Mary, surnames unknown, but of aristocratic lineage. A sharp old
war-horse called Miss Chadwick keeps awary eye on me, so I'm careful not to blot my copybook.

My boss, old Briggs, isacrusty kind of character whose chief subject of conversation iswhat things
used to be in the good old days, when he was, | suspect, the fourth of astaff of five. He grumbles about
most things and people, but has awholesome respect for Miss Bulstrode hersdlf. So havel. Shehad a
few words, very pleasant, with me, but | had a horrid feeling she was seeing right through me and
knowing dl about me.

No sign, so far, of anything snisler—but | livein hope.
Chapter 6
Ealy Days

Inthe Migtresses Common Room news was being exchanged. Foreign travel, plays seen, Art
Exhibitions vigted. Snapshots were handed round. The menace of coloured trangparencieswasin the
offing. All the enthusiasts wanted to show their own pictures, but to get out of being forced to see other

people’s.

Presently conversation became less personal. The new Sports Pavilion was both criticized and admired.
It was admitted to be afine building, but naturaly everybody would have liked to improveitsdesgnin
oneway or another.

The new girlswere then briefly passed in review, and, on the whole, the verdict was favourable.

A little pleasant conversation was made to the two new members of the staff. Had Mademoisdlle
Blanche been in England before? What part of France did she come from?

Mademoisdle Blanche replied politdy but with reserve.
Miss Springer was more forthcoming.

She spoke with emphasis and decision. It might amost have been said that shewas giving alecture,
Subject: The excellence of Miss Springer. How much she had been appreciated as a colleague. How
headmistresses had accepted her advice with gratitude and had re-organized their schedules accordingly.

Miss Springer was not sensitive. A restlessnessin her audience was not noticed by her. It remained for
Miss Johnson to ask in her mild tones:

‘All the same, | expect your ideas haven't dways been accepted in the way they—er—should have
been.’

‘One must be prepared for ingratitude,” said Miss Springer. Her voice, aready loud, became louder.
‘Thetroubleis, people are so cowardly—won’t face facts. They often prefer not to see what’ s under
their noses dl thetime. I'm not like that. | go Sraight to the point. More than once I’ ve unearthed a nasty
scanda—brought it into the open. I’ ve agood nose—once I’m on thetrail, | don’t leave it—not till I’ ve



pinned down my quarry.” She gavealoud jolly laugh. ‘ In my opinion, no one should teach in aschool
whoselifeisn’t an open book. If anyone s got anything to hide, one can soon tell. Oh! you' d be surprised
if I told you some of thethings I’ ve found out about people. Things that nobody else had dreamed of .’

Y ou enjoyed that experience, yes? said Mademoiselle Blanche.

‘Of course not. Just doing my duty. But | wasn't backed up. Shameful laxness. So | resigned—asa
protest.

Shelooked round and gave her jolly sporting laugh again.
“Hope nobody here has anything to hide,” she said gally.

Nobody was amused. But Miss Springer was not the kind of woman to notice that.

[

‘Can | speak to you, Miss Bulstrode?

Miss Bulstrode laid her pen aside and looked up into the flushed face of the matron, Miss Johnson.
‘Y es, Miss Johnson.’

‘It sthat girl Shaista—the Egyptian girl or whatever sheis’

‘Yes?

‘It'' s her—er—underclothing.’

Miss Bulstrode' s eyebrows rose in patient surprise.

‘Her—well—her bust bodice!’

‘“What iswrong with her brassére?

‘Well—it isn't an ordinary kind—I mean it doesn’t hold her in, exactly. [t—er—well it pushes her
up—redly quite unnecessarily.’

Miss Bulstrode bit her lip to keep back a smile, as so often when in colloquy with Miss Johnson.
‘Perhaps I’ d better come and look &t it,’ she said gravely.

A kind of inquest was then held with the offending contraption held up to display by Miss Johnson,
whilst Shaistalooked on with lively interest.

‘I’ sthis sort of wire and—er—boning arrangement,” said Miss Johnson with disapprobation.
Shaista burgt into animated explanation.

‘But you see my breaststhey are not very big—not nearly big enough. | do not look enough likea



woman. And it isvery important for a girl—to show sheisawoman and not aboy.’
‘Plenty of timefor that. Y ou're only fifteen,” said Miss Johnson.
‘Fifteen—thatisawoman! And | look like awoman, do | not?
She appeded to Miss Bulstrode who nodded gravely.
‘Only my breasts, they are poor. So | want to make them look not so poor. Y ou understand?

‘| understand perfectly,” said Miss Bulstrode. “And | quite see your point of view. But in this school, you
see, you are amongst girlswho are, for the most part, English, and English girls are not very often women
at the age of fifteen. | like my girlsto use make-up discreetly and to wear clothes suitable to their stage of
growth. | suggest that you wear your brass ére when you are dressed for a party or for going to London,
but not every day here. We do agood deal of sports and games here and for that your body needsto be
freeto moveeasly.’

‘It istoo much—al thisrunning and jumping,” said Shaistasulkily, ‘and the P.T. | do not like Miss
Springer—she aways says, “ Faster, faster, do not dack.” | get tired.’

‘That will do, Shaista, said Miss Bulstrode, her voice becoming authoritative. * Y our family has sent you
hereto learn English ways. All thisexercisewill be very good for your complexion,and for developing
your bugt.’

Dismissing Shaista, she amiled at the agitated Miss Johnson.

‘It squitetrue,’ shesaid. ‘' Thegirl isfully mature. She might easily be over twenty by the ook of her.
And that iswhat shefedslike. Y ou can't expect her to fed the same age as Julia Upjohn, for instance.
Intellectudly Juliaisfar ahead of Shaista Physicdly, she could quite well weer aliberty bodice till.’

‘I wish they were dl like JuliaUpjohn,” said Miss Johnson.
‘l don't, said MissBulstrode briskly. ‘A schoolful of girlsal dikewould bevery dull.’

Dul, she thought, as she went back to her marking of Scripture essays. That word had been repesting
itsdlf in her brain for sometime now.Dul ...

If there was one thing her school was not, it was dull. During her career asits headmistress, she hersalf
had never felt dull. There had been difficulties to combat, unforeseen crises, irritations with parents, with
children: domestic upheavals. She had met and dedlt with incipient disasters and turned them into
triumphs. It had al been stimulating, exciting, supremely worth while. And even now, though she had
made up her mind to it, she did not want to go.

Shewas physicdly in excdlent hedth, dmost as tough as when she and Chaddy (faithful Chaddy!) had
started the great enterprise with amere handful of children and backing from abanker of unusua
foresight. Chaddy’ s academic distinctions had been better than hers, but it was she who had had the
vision to plan and make of the school aplace of such digtinction that it was known al over Europe. She
had never been afraid to experiment, whereas Chaddy had been content to teach soundly but unexcitingly
what she knew. Chaddy’ s supreme achievement had aways been to bethere , a hand, the faithful buffer,
quick to render ass stance when ass stance was needed. As on the opening day of term with Lady
Veronica It was on her solidity, Miss Bulstrode reflected, that an exciting edifice had been built.



Widll, from the materid point of view, both women had done very well out of it. If they retired now, they
would both have agood assured income for therest of their lives. Miss Bulstrode wondered if Chaddy
would want to retire when she hersalf did? Probably not. Probably, to her, the school was home. She
would continue, faithful and reliable, to buttress up Miss Bulstrode' s successor.

Because Miss Bulstrode had made up her mind—a successor there must be. Firstly associated with
hersdf in joint rule and then to rule done. To know when to go—that was one of the greet necessities of
life. To go before one’ s powers began to fail, one’ s sure grip to loosen, before one felt the faint staleness,
the unwillingnessto envisage continuing effort.

Miss Bulstrode finished marking the essays and noted that the Upjohn child had an origind mind.
Jennifer Sutcliffe had acomplete lack of imagination, but showed an unusudly sound grasp of facts. Mary
Vyse, of course, was scholarship class—awonderful retentive memory. But what adull girl! Dull—that
word again. Miss Bulstrode dismissed it from her mind and rang for her secretary.

She began to dictate |etters.

Dear Lady Valence. Jane has had some trouble with her ears. | enclose the doctor’ s report—etc.

Dear Baron Von Eisenger. We can certainly arrange for Hedwig to go to the Opera on the occasion of
Hellstern’ staking the role of 1solda—

An hour passed swiftly. Miss Bulstrode seldom paused for aword. Ann Shapland' s pencil raced over
the pad.

A very good secretary, Miss Bulstrode thought to hersdlf. Better than VeraLorrimer. Tiresome girl,
Vera. Throwing up her post so suddenly. A nervous breakdown, she had said. Something to do with a
man, Miss Bulstrode thought resignedly. It was usudly aman.

‘That'sthelot, said Miss Bulstrode, as she dictated the last word. She heaved asigh of relief.

‘So many dull thingsto be done,” she remarked. ‘Writing lettersto parentsis like feeding dogs. Pop
some soothing platitude into every waiting mouth.’

Ann laughed. Miss Bulstrode looked at her gppraisingly.
“What made you take up secretaria work?

‘1 don’t quite know. | had no specid bent for anything in particular, and it’ sthe sort of thing amost
everybody driftsinto.’

“You don't find it monotonous?

‘| suppose I’ ve been lucky. I've had alot of different jobs. | waswith Sr Mervyn Todhunter, the
archaeologist, for ayear, then | waswith Sir Andrew Petersin Shell. | was secretary to MonicaLord,
the actress, for awhile—that really was hectic!” She amiled in remembrance.

‘There salot of that nowadays amongst you girls” said Miss Bulstrode. * All this chopping and
changing.” She sounded disgpproving.



‘Actudly, | can't do anything for very long. I've got an invaid mother. She' srather—well—difficult from
timeto time. And then | haveto go back home and take charge.’

‘| see!

‘But dl thesame, I'm afraid | should chop and change anyway. | haven't got the gift for continuity. | find
chopping and changing far lessdull.’

‘Dull...” murmured Miss Bulstrode, struck again by the fatal word.
Ann looked at her in surprise.

‘Don’'t mind me,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘It' sjust that sometimes one particular word seemsto crop up dl
the time. How would you have liked to be a schoolmistress? she asked, with some curiosity.

‘I'mafrad | should hateit, said Ann frankly.
‘Why?

‘I"'dfind it terribly dull—Oh, | am sorry.’
She stopped in dismay.

‘Teachingisn'tintheleast dull,’ said Miss Bulstrode with spirit. * It can be the most exciting thing in the
world. I shal missit terribly when | retire’

‘But surdly—' Ann stared at her. * Areyou thinking of retiring?

‘It sdecided—yes. Oh, | shan’t go for another year—or even two years!’

‘But—why?

‘Because |’ ve given my best to the school—and had the best fromiit. | don’t want second best.’
‘The school will carry on?

‘Ohyes. | have agood successor.’

‘Miss Vangttart, | suppose?

‘So you fix on her automatically? Miss Bulstrode looked at her sharply, ‘ That’ sinteresting—'
‘I'mafrad | hadn’t really thought about it. I’ ve just overheard the staff talking. | should think she'll carry
on very well—exactly in your tradition. And she’ s very gtriking looking, handsome and with quite a
presence. | imaginethat’ simportant, isn't it?

‘Yes, itis. Yes, I’'m sure Eleanor Vangttart istheright person.’

‘She'll carry on where you leave off,” said Ann gathering up her things.

But do | want that? thought Miss Bulstrode to herself as Ann went out. Carry on where | leave off?



That’ sjust what Eleanorwill do! No new experiments, nothing revolutionary. That wasn't theway | made
Meadowbank what it is. | took chances. | upset lots of people. | bullied and cgoled, and refused to
follow the pattern of other schools. Isn't that what | want to follow on here now? Someone to pour new
lifeinto the school. Some dynamic persondity...like—yes—Eileen Rich.

But Eileen wasn't old enough, hadn’t enough experience. She was stimulating, though, she could teach.
She had ideas. She would never be dull—Nonsense, she must get that word out of her mind. Eleanor
Vangttart wasnot dull...

Shelooked up as Miss Chadwick camein.

‘Oh, Chaddy,” she said. ‘lam pleased to see you!”’

Miss Chadwick |ooked alittle surprised.

‘Why? Is anything the matter?

‘I"m the matter. | don’t know my own mind.’

‘That’ svery unlike you, Honoria’

‘Yes, in'tit? How' sthe term going, Chaddy?

‘Quitedl right, | think.” Miss Chadwick sounded alittle unsure.

Miss Bulstrode pounced.

‘“Now then. Don't hedge. What’ swrong?

‘Nothing. Really, Honorig, nothing at all. It'sjust—" Miss Chadwick wrinkled up her forehead and
looked rather like a perplexed Boxer dog—' Oh, afedling. But redlly it’snothing that | can put afinger
on. Thenew girls seem apleasant lot. | don't care for Mademoisdlle Blanche very much. But then |
didn’'t like Genevieve Depuy, ether.Sy

Miss Bulstrode did not pay very much attention to this criticism. Chaddy always accused the French
mistresses of being dy.

‘She’snot agood teacher,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘ Surprising redlly. Her testimonials were so good.’

‘The French never can teach. No discipline,” said Miss Chadwick. ‘ And redly Miss Springer isalittle
too much of agood thing! Leaps about so. Springer by nature aswell asby name...’

‘She'sgood at her job.’

‘Ohyes, firg class’

‘New gaff isaways upsetting,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘Yes,’ agreed Miss Chadwick eagerly. ‘I’ m sureit’ s nothing more than that. By the way, that new

gardener is quite young. So unusua nowadays. No gardeners seem to be young. A pity he' sso
good-looking. We shal have to keep a sharp eye open.’



The two ladies nodded their headsin agreement. They knew, none better, the havoc caused by a
good-looking young man to the hearts of adolescent girls.

Chapter 7
Strawsin the Wind
“Not too bad, boy,” said old Briggs grudgingly, ‘ not too bad.’

Hewas expressing gpprova of his new assstant’ s performancein digging astrip of ground. It wouldn't
do, thought Briggs, to let the young fellow get above himsdlf.

‘Mind you,” hewent on, ‘you don’t want to rush at things. Takeit Steady, that’swhat | say. Steady is
what doesit.’

The young man understood that his performance had compared rather too favourably with Briggs sown
tempo of work.

‘“Now, along thishere,” continued Briggs, ‘we Il put some nice asters out. She don't like asters—but |
pay no attention. Femaes hastheir whims, but if you don’t pay no attention, ten to one they never notice.
Though | will sayShe isthe noticing kind on thewhole. Y ou' d think she’ad enough to bother her head
about, running aplacelikethis’

Adam understood that * She’ who figured so largely in Briggs s conversation referred to Miss Bulstrode.

‘And who wasit | saw you talking to just now? went on Briggs suspicioudy, ‘when you went along to
the potting shed for them bamboos?

‘Oh, that wasjust one of the young ladies,” said Adam.
‘Ah. One of them two Eye-ties, wasn't it? Now you be careful, my boy. Don’t you get mixed up with no
Eye-ties, | know what I'mtalkin’ about. | knew Eye-ties, | did, inthefirst war and if I’d known then

what | know now I’ d have been more careful. See?

‘Wasn't no harminit,” said Adam, putting on asulky manner. ‘ Just passed the time of day with me, she
did, and asked the names of one or two things.’

‘Ah,’ said Briggs, ‘but you be careful. It'snot your placeto talk to any of the young ladies. She wouldn't
likeit.

‘| wasn't doing no harmand | didn’t say anything | shouldn’t.’

‘| don't say you did, boy. But | say alot 0’ young females penned up together here with not so much as
adrawing master to take their minds off things—well, you' d better be careful. That'sall. Ah, here comes
the OId Bitch now. Wanting something difficult, I’ll be bound.’

Miss Bulstrode was approaching with arapid step. ‘ Good morning, Briggs,” she said. ‘ Good
morning—er—'

‘Adam, miss’



‘Ahyes, Adam. Wdll, you seem to have got that piece dug very satisfactorily. The wire netting' s coming
down by thefar tennis court, Briggs. Y ou’ d better attend to that.’

‘All right, ma am, dl right. It'll be seento.’
‘“What are you putting in front here?
‘Well ma am, | had thought—'

‘Notagters,’ said Miss Bulstrode, without giving him time to finish * Pom Pom dahlias,” and she departed
briskly.

‘Coming aong—ygiving orders,” said Briggs. ‘Not that sheisn’'t asharp one. She soon noticesif you
haven’t done work properly. And remember what I’ ve said and be careful, boy. About Eye-ties and the
others’

‘If she’ sany fault to find with me, I'll soon know what | can do,” said Adam sulkily. ‘Plenty o' jobs
going.

‘Ah. That'slike you young men all over nowadays. Won't take aword from anybody. All | say is, mind
your step.’

Adam continued to look sulky, but bent to hiswork once more.

Miss Bulstrode walked back along the path towards the school. She was frowning alittle.
Miss Vangttart was coming in the opposite direction.

‘What a hot afternoon,” said MissVangttart.

‘Yes, it' svery sultry and oppressive.’” Again Miss Bulstrode frowned. ‘ Have you noticed that young
man—the young gardener?

‘No, not particularly.’

‘He seemsto me—well—an odd type,” said Miss Bulstrode thoughtfully. * Not the usua kind around
here’

‘Perhaps he' s just come down from Oxford and wants to make alittle money.’
‘He sgood-looking. Thegirlsnoticehim.’
‘The usud problem.

Miss Bulstrode smiled. * To combine freedom for the girlsand strict supervison—isthat what you mean,
Eleanor?

‘Yes,

‘Wemanage,” said Miss Bulstrode.



“Yes, indeed. You've never had a scandd at Meadowbank, have you?

‘We ve come near it once or twice,” said Miss Bulstrode. She laughed. ‘ Never adull moment in running
aschoal.” Shewent on, ‘Do you ever find life dull here, Eleanor?

‘Noindeed,” said MissVangttart. ‘| find the work here most stimulating and satisfying. Y ou must fed
very proud and happy, Honoria, at the great success you have achieved.’

‘I think I made agood job of things,” said Miss Bulstrode thoughtfully. ‘Nothing, of course, isever quite
asonefirgimaginedit...

‘Tel me, Eleanor,’” she said suddenly, ‘if you were running this place instead of me, what changes would
you make? Don't mind saying. | shall beinterested to hear.’

‘I don’t think I should want to make any changes,’” said Eleanor Vandttart. ‘ It seemsto me the spirit of
the place and the whole organization iswell-nigh perfect.’

“You'd carry on on the samelines, you mean?
“Yes, indeed. | don’t think they could be bettered.’

Miss Bulstrode was silent for amoment. She was thinking to hersdlf: | wonder if she said that in order to
please me. One never knows with people. However close to them you may have been for years. Surdly,
shecan't redly mean that. Anybody with any creetive feding a al must want to make changes. It strue,
though, that it mightn’t have seemed tactful to say so...And tactis very important. It’ simportant with
parents, it' simportant with the girls, it’ simportant with the staff. Eleanor certainly hastact.

Aloud, shesad, ‘ There must aways be adjustments, though, mustn’t there? | mean with changing ideas
and conditions of lifegenerdly.

‘Oh, that, yes,’ said Miss Vandttart. ‘One has, asthey say, to go with the times. But it’ syour school,
Honoria, you' ve made it what it isand your traditions are the essence of it. | think tradition is very
important, don’t you?

Miss Bulstrode did not answer. She was hovering on the brink of irrevocable words. The offer of a
partnership hung in the air. Miss Vandttart, though seeming unaware in her well-bred way, must be
conscious of the fact that it was there. Miss Bulstrode did not know really what was holding her back.
Why did she s0 didike to commit hersdlf? Probably, she admitted ruefully, because she hated the idea of
giving up control. Secretly, of course, she wanted to stay, she wanted to go on running her school. But
surely nobody could be aworthier successor than Eleanor? So dependable, so reliable. Of course, asfar
asthat went, so was dear Chaddy—reliable asthey came. And yet you could never envisage Chaddy as
headmistress of an outstanding school.

‘Whatdo | want? said Miss Bulstrode to hersdlf. ‘How tiresome | am being! Redlly, indecision has
never been one of my faults up to now.’

A bdl sounded in the distance.

‘My German class, said MissVandttart. ‘| must goin.” She moved at arapid but dignified step towards
the school buildings. Following her more dowly, Miss Bulsirode dmost collided with Eileen Rich,



hurrying from a side path.

‘Oh, I'm so sorry, MissBulstrode. | didn’t seeyou.” Her hair, as usua, was escaping from its untidy
bun. Miss Bulstrode noted anew the ugly but interesting bones of her face, astrange, eager, compelling
young woman.

“You'vegot aclass?

‘Yes English—

“Y ou enjoy teaching, don’'t you? said MissBulstrode.

‘I loveit. It' sthe most fascinating thing in the world.’

‘Why?

Eileen Rich stopped dead. She ran ahand through her hair. She frowned with the effort of thought.
‘How interesting. | don’t know that I’ ve redllythought about it. Whydoes one like teaching? Isit because
it makes one fed grand and important? No, no...it'snot as bad asthat. No, it'smore likefishing, | think.
Y ou don't know what catch you' re going to get, what you’ re going to drag up from the sea. It’sthe
quality of theresponse . It's 0 exciting when it comes. It doesn’t very often, of course’

Miss Bulstrode nodded in agreement. She had been right! Thisgirl had something!

‘I expect you'll run aschool of your own someday, shesad.

‘Oh, | hope s0,” said Eileen Rich. ‘I do hope so. That’swhat I’ d like above anything.’

“Y ou've got ideas dready, haven't you, asto how a school should be run?

‘Everyone hasidess, | suppose,” said Eileen Rich. ‘| daresay agreat many of them are fantastic and
they’ d go utterly wrong. That would be arisk, of course. But one would have to try them out. | would
haveto learn by experience... The awful thing isthat one can’'t go by other people' s experience, can
one?

‘Not redlly,” said MissBulstrode. * In life one hasto make one' s own mistakes.’

‘That'sdl right inlife, said Eileen Rich. ‘Inlife you can pick yourself up and sart again.” Her hands,
hanging at her sdes, clenched themsdlvesinto fists. Her expression was grim. Then suddenly it rel axed
into humour. *But if aschool’ s goneto pieces, you can't very well pick that up and start again, can you?
‘Ifyou ran aschool like Meadowbank,” said Miss Bulstrode, *would you make changes—experiment?
Eileen Rich looked embarrassed. ‘ That' s—that’ s an awfully hard thing to say,” she said.

“Y ou mean you would,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘ Don’t mind speaking your mind, child.’

‘One would aways want, | suppose, to use one' sown ideas,” said Eileen Rich. ‘I don’t say they'd
work. They mightn't.’



‘But it would be worth taking arisk?

‘It sawaysworth taking arisk, isn't it? said Eileen Rich. ‘| mean if you fed strongly enough about
anything.’

“Y ou don't object to leading adangerouslife. | see...” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘I think I've dwaysled adangerouslife” A shadow passed over the girl’ sface. ‘1 must go. They'll be
waiting.” She hurried off.

Miss Bulstrode stood |ooking after her. She was gtill standing there lost in thought when Miss Chadwick
came hurrying to find her.

‘Oh! there you are. We ve been looking everywhere for you. Professor Anderson has just rung up. He
wantsto know if he can take Meroe this next weekend. He knows it’s against the rules so soon but he's
going off quite suddenly to—somewhere that soundslike Azure Basin!’

‘Azerbajan,’ said Miss Bulstrode automatically, her mind still on her own thoughts.

‘Not enough experience,’ she murmured to hersdlf. * That’ sthe risk. What did you say, Chaddy?

Miss Chadwick repested the message.

‘| told Miss Shapland to say that we' d ring him back, and sent her to find you.’

‘Say it will bequiteall right, said Miss Bulstrode. ‘| recognize that thisis an exceptiona occason.’

Miss Chadwick looked at her keenly.

“Y ou' reworrying, Honoria’

‘Yes, | am. | don't really know my own mind. That’s unusua for me—and it upsetsme...l know what
I"d like to do—buit | fed that to hand over to someone without the necessary experience wouldn't befair
to the schoal.’

‘I wish you'd give up thisidea of retirement. Y ou belong here. Meadowbank needsyou.’

‘Meadowbank means alot to you, Chaddy, doesn’t it?

‘There’ sno schoal likeit anywherein England,” said Miss Chadwick. ‘We can be proud of ourselves,
you and I, for having started it.’

Miss Bulstrode put an affectionate arm round her shoulders. ‘We can indeed, Chaddy. Asfor you,
you' re the comfort of my life. There’ s nothing about Meadowbank you don’t know. Y ou carefor it as
much as| do. And that’s saying alot, my dear.’

Miss Chadwick flushed with pleasure. 1t was so seldom that Honoria Bulstrode broke through her
reserve.



‘I amply can't play with the beastly thing. It'sno good.’
Jennifer flung her racquet down in despair.

‘Oh, Jennifer, what afuss you make.’
‘It' sthe balance,” Jennifer picked it up again and waggled it experimentally. ‘It doesn't balanceright.’

‘It' smuch better than my old thing,” Julia compared her racquet. ‘Min€ slike asponge. Listen to the
sound of it.” Shetwanged. ‘We meant to have it restrung, but Mummy forgot.’

‘I’d rather have it than mine, all the same.” Jennifer took it and tried a swish or two with it.

‘Wll, I’d rather haveyours . | could redly hit something then. I'll swap, if youwill.’

‘All right then, swap.’

Thetwo girls peeled off the small pieces of adhesive plaster on which their names were written, and
re-affixed them, each to the other’ sracquet.

‘I’m not going to swap back again,” said Juliawarningly. ‘ Soit’ s no use saying you don't like my old
sponge!’

Adam whistled cheerfully as he tacked up the wire netting round the tennis court. The door of the Sports
Pavilion opened and Mademoiselle Blanche, thelittle mousy French Mistress, looked out. She seemed
dartled at the Sight of Adam. She hesitated for amoment and then went back insde.

‘“Wonder what she’ sbeen up to,” said Adam to himself. It would not have occurred to him that
Mademoiselle Blanche had been up to anything, if it had not been for her manner. She had aguilty look
which immediately roused surmisein hismind. Presently she came out again, closing the door behind her,

and paused to speak as she passed him.
‘Ah, you repair the netting, | see’
‘Yes miss!’

‘They are very fine courts here, and the swimming pool and the pavilion too. Ohtle sport ! You think a
lot in England of le sport , do you not?

‘Well, | suppose we do, miss.’

‘Do you play tennisyourself? Her eyes gppraised him in adefinitely feminine way and with afaint
invitation in her glance. Adam wondered once more about her. It struck him that Mademoiselle Blanche

was a somewhat unsuitable French Mistress for Meadowbank.

‘No, hesaid untruthfully, ‘1 don't play tennis. Haven't got thetime.’



“You play cricket, then?

‘Ohwell, | played cricket asaboy. Most chaps do.’

‘I have not had much timeto look around,” said Angéle Blanche. ‘Not until today and it was so finel
thought | would like to examine the Sports Pavilion. | wish to write hometo my friendsin France who
keep aschool .’

Again Adam wondered alittle. It seemed alot of unnecessary explanation. It was amost asthough
Mademoisdlle Blanche wished to excuse her presence out here at the Sports Pavilion. But why should
she? She had a perfect right to go anywherein the school grounds that she pleased. There was certainly
no need to apologizefor it to agardener’ sassstant. It raised queries again in hismind. What had this
young woman been doing in the Sports Pavilion?

Helooked thoughtfully at Mademoisdlle Blanche. It would be agood thing perhapsto know alittle more
about her. Subtly, deliberately, his manner changed. It was still respectful but not quite so respectful. He
permitted his eyesto tell her that she was an attractive-looking young woman.

“Youmugt find it abit dull sometimesworkinginagirls school, miss’ hesad.

‘It does not amuse me very much, no.’

‘Stll,; said Adam, ‘| suppose you get your times off, don’t you?

Therewasadight pause. It was as though she were debating with herself. Then, hefdt it waswith dight
regret, the distance between them was ddliberately widened.

‘Ohyes’ shesad, ‘| have adequate time off. The conditions of employment here are excellent.” She
gave him alittle nod of the head. * Good morning.” She walked off towards the house.

“Y ou’ ve been up to something,” said Adam to himsdlf, ‘in the Sports Pavilion.’

Hewaited till she was out of sight, then he left hiswork, went across to the Sports Pavilion and |ooked
ingde. But nothing that he could see was out of place. ‘All the same,” he said to himsdlf, ‘ shewasup to
something”

As he came out again, he was confronted unexpectedly by Ann Shapland.

‘Do you know where Miss Bulstrode is? she asked.

‘| think she' s gone back to the house, miss. She wastalking to Briggs just now.’

Annwasfrowning.

‘What are you doing in the Sports Pavilion?

Adam was dightly taken aback. Nasty suspicious mindshe' s got, he thought. He said, with afaint
insolencein hisvoice:

‘Thought I'd like to take alook at it. No harm in looking, isthere?



‘Oughtn’t you to be getting on with your work?

‘I"vejust about finished nailing the wire round the tennis court.” He turned, looking up at the building
behind him. ‘ Thisisnew, isn't it? Must have cost a packet. The best of everything the young ladies here
get, don't they?

‘They pay for it,” said Anndryly.

‘Pay through the nose, so I’ ve heard,” agreed Adam.

Hefdt adesire he hardly understood himsdlf, to wound or annoy this girl. She was so cool aways, so
sdf-aufficient. Hewould redlly enjoy seeing her angry.

But Ann did not give him that sstisfaction. She merdly said:

“You' d better finish tacking up the netting,” and went back towards the house. Half-way there, she
dackened speed and looked back. Adam was busy at the tenniswire. She looked from him to the
Sports Pavilion in apuzzled manner.

Chapter 8

Murder

On night duty in Hurst &t Cyprian Police Station, Sergeant Green yawned. The telephone rang and he
picked up the receiver. A moment later his manner had changed completely. He began scribbling rapidly
on apad.

Y es? Meadowbank? Y es—and the name? Spell it, please. S-P-R-1-N-G-for greengage?E-R.
Springer. Yes. Yes, please see that nothing is disturbed. Someon€e'll be with you very shortly.’

Rapidly and methodically he then proceeded to put into motion the various procedures indicated.

‘Meadowbank? said Detective Ingpector Kelsey when histurn came. * That’ sthe girls' schoal, isn't it?
Whoisit who's been murdered?

‘Desath of aGames Midress,” said Kesay, thoughtfully. * Soundslikethetitle of athriller on arailway
bookgtall.’

‘Who'slikely to have done her in, d'you think? said the Sergeant. * Seems unnatura .’

‘Even Games Migtresses may havetheir lovelives,” said Detective Inspector Kelsey. “Where did they
say the body was found?

‘In the Sports Pavilion. | suppose that’s afancy name for the gymnasium.’

‘Could be,” said Kelsay.  Degth of a Games Mistressin the Gymnasium. Sounds a highly athletic crime,
doesn't it? Did you say she was shot?

‘Y%,’

‘They find the pistol 7



‘No.’

‘Interesting,’” said Detective Ingpector Kelsey, and having assembled his retinue, he departed to carry
out hisduties.

The front door at Meadowbank was open, with light streaming from it, and here Inspector Kelsey was
received by Miss Bulstrode hersdf. He knew her by sight, asindeed most people in the neighbourhood
did. Eveninthismoment of confusion and uncertainty, Miss Bulstrode remained eminently hersdlf, in
command of the Situation and in command of her subordinates.

‘ Detective | nspector Kelsey, madam,” said the Inspector.

“What would you like to do first, Ingpector Kelsey? Do you wish to go out to the Sports Pavilion or do
you want to hear full details?

‘Thedoctor iswith me,” said Kelsey. * If you will show him and two of my men to wherethe bodly is, |
should like afew wordswith you.’

‘Certainly. Come into my sitting-room. Miss Rowan, will you show the doctor and the others the way?
She added, ‘ One of my staff isout there seeing that nothing is disturbed.’

‘Thank you, madam.’

Kesay followed Miss Bulstrode into her sitting-room. ‘Who found the body?

‘The matron, Miss Johnson. One of the girls had earache and Miss Johnson was up attending to her. As
she did 0, she noticed the curtains were not pulled properly and going to pull them she observed that
there was alight on in the Sports Pavilion which there should not have been at 1 am.,” finished Miss
Bulstrode dryly.

‘Quite s0,” said Kelsey. “Whereis Miss Johnson now?

‘Sheishereif you want to see her?

‘Presently. Will you go on, madam.’

‘Miss Johnson went and woke up another member of my staff, Miss Chadwick. They decided to go out
and investigate. Asthey were leaving by the side door they heard the sound of a shot, whereupon they
ran as quickly asthey could towards the Sports Pavilion. On arrival there—'

The Ingpector brokein. ‘ Thank you, Miss Bulstrode. If, as you say, Miss Johnson isavailable, | will
hear the next part from her. But first, perhaps, you will tell me something about the murdered woman.’

‘Her nameis Grace Springer.’

‘ She has been with you long?



‘No. She cameto methisterm. My former Games Migtress | eft to take up apost in Audtraia’
‘And what did you know about this Miss Springer?

‘Her testimonias were excellent,” said Miss Bulstrode.

“You didn’t know her personaly before that?

‘No.’

‘Haveyou any idea at dl, even the vaguest, of what might have precipitated this tragedy? Was she
unhappy? Any unfortunate entanglements?

Miss Bulstrode shook her head. * Nothing that | know of. | may say,” shewent on, ‘that it ssemsto me
most unlikely. She was not that kind of awoman.’

“You'd be surprised,” said Inspector Kelsey darkly.
‘“Would you like meto fetch Miss Johnson now?

‘If you please. When I’ ve heard her story I'll go out to the gym—or the—what d'you call it—Sports
Pavilion?

‘Itisanewly built addition to the school thisyear,” said Miss Bulstrode. * It is built adjacent to the
swimming pool and it comprises a squash court and other features. The racquets, lacrosse and hockey
sticks are kept there, and thereisadrying room for swim suits!’

‘Was there any reason why Miss Springer should be in the Sports Pavilion a night?

‘Nonewhatever,” said Miss Bulstrode unequivocaly.

‘Very well, Miss Bulstrode. I'll talk to Miss Johnson now.’

Miss Bulstrode lft the room and returned bringing the matron with her. Miss Johnson had had a
Sze-able dollop of brandy administered to her to pull her together after her discovery of the body. The
result was adightly added loquacity.

‘Thisis Detective Inspector Kelsey,” said Miss Bulstrode. * Pull yourself together, Elspeth, and tell him
exactly what happened.’

‘It sdreadful,’” said Miss Johnson, ‘it’sredlly dreadful. Such athing has never happened beforein al my
experience. Never! | couldn’'t have bdievedit, | really couldn’t’ ve believed it. Miss Springer too!’

Inspector Kelsey was a perceptive man. He was always willing to deviate from the course of routineif a
remark struck him asunusua or worth following up.

‘It seemsto you, doesit,” he said, ‘very strange that it was Miss Springer who was murdered?

‘Wl yes, it does, Inspector. She was so—well, so tough, you know. So hearty. Like the sort of
woman one could imagine taking on a burglar sngle-handed—or two burglars’



‘Burglars?H’'m,” said Inspector Kelsey. ‘ Was there anything to stedl in the Sports Pavilion?
‘Wdll, no, redlly | can’t see what there can have been. Swim suits of course, sports paraphernaia.’

‘The sort of thing a snesk-thief might have taken,” agreed Kelsey. ‘ Hardly worth breaking in for, |
should have thought. Wasit broken into, by theway?

‘Well, redlly, | never thought to look,” said Miss Johnson. ‘| mean, the door was open when we got
there and—'

‘It had not been broken into,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘| see” said Kelsey. ‘A key was used.” He looked at Miss Johnson. ‘Was Miss Springer well liked? he
asked.

‘Well, redlly, | couldn’t say. | mean, after dl, she'sdead.’
‘So, youdidn't like her, said Kelsey perceptively, ignoring Miss Johnson' sfiner fedings.

‘I don’t think anyone could have liked her very much,” said Miss Johnson. * She had a very positive
manner, you know. Never minded contradicting people flatly. She was very efficient and took her work
very serioudy | should say, wouldn't you, Miss Bulstrode?

‘Certainly, said MissBulstrode.

Kesey returned from the by-path he had been pursuing. * Now, Miss Johnson, let’s hear just what
happened.’

‘Jane, one of our pupils, had earache. She woke up with arather bad attack of it and cameto me. | got
some remedies and when I’ d got her back to bed, | saw the window curtains were flapping and thought
perhaps it would be better for onceif her window was not opened at night as it was blowing rather in that
direction. Of course the girls always deep with their windows open. We have difficulties sometimes with
theforeigners, but | dwaysinss that—

‘That really doesn't matter now,” said Miss Bulstrode. * Our genera rules of hygienewould not interest
Inspector Kelsey.’

“No, no, of course not,” said Miss Johnson. *Well, as| say | went to shut the window and what was my
surpriseto see alight in the Sports Pavilion. It was quite distinct, | couldn’t mistakeit. It seemed to be
moving about.’

“Y ou mean it was not the eectric light turned on but the light of atorch or flashlight?

‘Yes, yes, that' swhat it must have been. | thought at once“Dear me, what' s anyone doing out there at
thistime of night?’ Of course| didn’t think of burglars. That would have been avery fanciful idea, asyou
sadjust now.’

‘What did you think of 7 asked Kelsey.

Miss Johnson shot aglance at Miss Bulstrode and back again.



‘Well, redly, | don’'t know that | had any ideasin particular. | mean, well—well redlly, | mean | couldn’t
think—'

Miss Bulstrode brokein. ‘I should imagine that Miss Johnson had the idea that one of our pupils might
have gone out there to keegp an assignation with someone,” she said. ‘Isthat right, Elspeth?

Miss Johnson gasped. ‘Wdll, yes, the idea did come into my head just for the moment. One of our
Itdian girls, perhaps. Foreigners are o much more precocious than English girls’

‘Don't besoinsular,” said Miss Bulstrode. *We ve had plenty of English girlstrying to make unsuitable
assignations. It was avery natural thought to have occurred to you and probably the one that would have
occurred to me.’

‘Goon,” said Inspector Kelsey.

“‘So | thought the best thing,” went on Miss Johnson, ‘was to go to Miss Chadwick and ask her to come
out with me and see what was going on.’

‘Why Miss Chadwick? asked Kelsey. * Any particular reason for selecting that particular mistress?

‘Well, | didn’t want to disturb Miss Bulstrode,” said Miss Johnson, ‘and I’ m afraid it’ srather a habit of
ours awaysto go to Miss Chadwick if we don’t want to disturb Miss Bulstrode. Y ou see, Miss
Chadwick’ s been here avery long time and has had so much experience.’

‘Anyway,” said Kelsey, ‘you went to Miss Chadwick and woke her up. Isthat right?

‘Y es. She agreed with me that we must go out there immediately. We didn't wait to dress or anything,
just put on pullovers and coats and went out by the side door. And it was then, just as we were standing
on the path, that we heard a shot from the Sports Pavilion. So we ran adong the path asfast as we could.
Rather stupidly we hadn’t taken atorch with us and it was hard to see where we were going. We
stumbled once or twice but we got there quite quickly. The door was open. We switched on the light
and—

Kedsey interrupted. ‘ There was no light then when you got there. Not atorch or any other light?

‘No. The place was in darkness. We switched on the light and there she was. She—'

‘That’sdl right, said Ingpector Kelsey kindly, ‘you needn’t describe anything. | shdl be going out there
now and | shall seefor mysdf. Y ou didn’t meet anyone on your way there?

‘No.’

‘Or hear anybody running away?

‘No. Wedidn't hear anything.’

‘Did anybody €l se hear the shot in the school building? asked Kelsey looking at Miss Bulstrode.

She shook her head. *No. Not that | know of. Nobody has said that they heard it. The Sports Pavilion
issome distance away and | rather doubt if the shot would be noticeable.’



‘ Perhaps from one of the rooms on the side of the house giving on the Sports Pavilion?

‘Hardly, | think, unless one were listening for such athing. I’ m sure it wouldn't be loud enough to wake

anybody up.’
‘Wll, thank you,” said Inspector Kelsey. ‘I'll be going out to the Sports Pavilion now.’
‘I will comewith you, said Miss Bulsirode.

‘Do you want meto cometoo? asked Miss Johnson. ‘I will if you like. | mean it's no good shirking
things, isit?| awaysfed that one must face whatever comes and—'

‘Thank you,” said Ingpector Kelsay, ‘there’ sno need, Miss Johnson. | wouldn't think of putting you to
any further drain.’

‘So awful,” said Miss Johnson, ‘it makesit worseto fed | didn't like her very much. Infact, we had a
disagreement only last night in the Common Room. | stuck to it that too much P.T. was bad for some
girls—the more ddlicate girls. Miss Springer said nonsense, that they were just the oneswho needed it.
Toned them up and made new women of them, she said. | said to her that really she didn’t know
everything though she might think she did. After al | have been professionally trained and | know agreet
deal more about ddlicacy and illness than Miss Springer does—did, though I’ ve no doubt that Miss
Springer knows everything about parallel bars and vaulting horses and coaching tennis. But, oh dear, now
| think of what’s happened, | wish | hadn’t said quite what | did. | suppose one dwaysfedslike that
afterwards when something dreadful has occurred. | really do blame mysdlf.’

‘Now st down there, dear,” said Miss Bulstrode, settling her onthe sofa. * Y ou just Sit down and rest
and pay no attention to any little disputes you may have had. Lifewould be very dull if we agreed with
each other on every subject.’

Miss Johnson sat down shaking her head, then yawned. Miss Bulstrode followed Kelsey into the hall.

‘I gave her rather alot of brandy,” she said, apologetically. ‘ It'smade her alittle voluble. But not
confused, do you think?

‘No,” said Kelsey. ‘ She gave quite aclear account of what happened.’
Miss Bulstrode led the way to the side door.
‘Isthis the way Miss Johnson and Miss Chadwick went out?

‘Yes. You seeit leads straight on to the path through the rhododendrons there which comes out at the
Sports Pavilion.’

The Ingpector had a powerful torch and he and Miss Bulstrode soon reached the building where the
lightswere now glaring.

‘Finebit of building, said Kelsey, looking at it.
‘It cost usapretty penny,” said Miss Bulstrode, ‘but we can afford it,” she added serenely.

The open door led into afair-szed room. There werelockers there with the names of the various girls



on them. At the end of the room there was a stand for tennis racquets and one for lacrosse sticks. The
door at the side led off to showers and changing cubicles. Kelsey paused before going in. Two of hismen
had been busy. A photographer had just finished his job and another man who was busy testing for
fingerprints looked up and said,

“You can wak graight acrossthefloor, sr. You'll bedl right. We haven't finished down thisend yet.’

Kelsey walked forward to where the police surgeon was kneeling by the body. The latter looked up as
Kelsey approached.

* She was shot from about four feet away,” he said. ‘Bullet penetrated the heart. Death must have been
pretty well instantaneous.’

‘Yes. How long ago?

“Say an hour or thereabouts.’

Kesey nodded. He strolled round to look at the tall figure of Miss Chadwick where she stood grimly,
like awatchdog, against onewall. About fifty-five, he judged, good forehead, obstinate mouth, untidy
grey hair, no trace of hysteria. The kind of woman, he thought, who could be depended uponin acrisis
though she might be overlooked in ordinary everyday life.

“Miss Chadwick? hesaid.

‘ Y%’

“Y ou came out with Miss Johnson and discovered the body?

‘Yes. Shewasjugt as sheisnow. Shewas dead.’

‘And thetime?

‘I looked at my watch when Miss Johnson roused me. It was ten minutesto one.’

Kelsey nodded. That agreed with the time that Miss Johnson had given him. He looked down
thoughtfully at the dead woman. Her bright red hair was cut short. She had a freckled face, with achin
which jutted out strongly, and aspare, athletic figure. She was wearing atweed skirt and aheavy, dark
pullover. She had brogues on her feet with no stockings.

‘Any sign of the weapon? asked Kelsey.

One of hismen shook hishead. ‘Nodgn at dl, air.’

‘What about the torch?

‘There' satorch therein the corner.’

‘Any printsonit?

‘Y es. The dead woman's.’



‘S0 she' sthe one who had the torch,” said Kelsey thoughtfully. * She came out here with atorch—why?
Heasked it partly of himsdlf, partly of hismen, partly of Miss Bulstrode and Miss Chadwick. Findly he
seemed to concentrate on the latter. * Any ideas?

Miss Chadwick shook her head. ‘No ideaat dl. | suppose she might have left something

here—forgotten it this afternoon or evening—and come out to fetch it. But it seemsrather unlikely inthe
middle of the night.’

‘It must have been something very important if shedid,” said Kelsey.

He looked round him. Nothing seemed disturbed except the stand of racquets at the end. That seemed
to have been pulled violently forward. Several of the racquets were lying about on thefloor.

‘Of course,” said Miss Chadwick, ‘she could have seen alight here, like Miss Johnson did later, and
have come out to investigate. That seemsthe most likely thing to me”’

‘I think you'reright,” said Kelsey. ‘ Ther€ sjust one small matter. Would she have come out here
aone?

‘Yes” Miss Chadwick answered without hesitation.

‘Miss Johnson,” Kelsey reminded her, * came and woke you up.’

‘I know,” said Miss Chadwick, ‘and that’ swhat | should have doneif I’d seen the light. | would have
woken up Miss Bulstrode or Miss Vangttart or somebody. But Miss Springer wouldn’t. She would have

been quite confident—indeed would have preferred to tackle an intruder on her own.’

‘ Another point,” said the Inspector. 'Y ou came out through the side door with Miss Johnson. Wasthe
Sde door unlocked?

‘Yes, it was.
‘Presumably left unlocked by Miss Springer?
‘That seemsthe natural conclusion,” said Miss Chadwick.

‘Soweassume,” said Kelsey, ‘that Miss Springer saw alight out here in the gymnasium—Sports
Pavilion—whatever you cal it—that she came out to investigate and that whoever was here shot her.” He
whedled round on Miss Bulstrode as she stood motionlessin the doorway. ‘ Does that seem right to
you? he asked.

‘It doesn't seemright at dll,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘1 grant you thefirst part. We'll say Miss Springer saw
alight out here and that she went out to investigate by hersaf. That’ s perfectly probable. But that the
person she disturbed here should shoot her—that seemsto me al wrong. If anyone was here who had no
business to be here they would be more likely to run away, or to try to run away. Why should someone
cometo this place at thishour of night with apistol? It' sridiculous, that’ swhat it is. Ridiculous! There's
nothing here worth stedling, certainly nothing for which it would be worth while doing murder.’

“You think it morelikely that Miss Springer disturbed arendezvous of some kind?

‘That’ sthe natural and most probable explanation,” said Miss Bulstrode. *But it doesn't explain the fact



of murder, doesit? Girlsin my school don’t carry pistols about with them and any young man they might
be meeting seems very unlikdy to have apistal ether.’

Kedsey agreed. ‘He' d have had aflick knife at most,” he said. ‘ There san dternative,’ he went on. * Say
Miss Springer came out here to meet aman—'

Miss Chadwick giggled suddenly. ‘Oh no,” she said, ‘ not Miss Springer.’

‘I do not mean necessarily an amorous assignment,” said the Inspector dryly. ‘I’ m suggesting that the
murder was deliberate, that someone intended to murder Miss Springer, that they arranged to meet her
here and shot her.’

Chapter 9

Cat Among the Pigeons

L etter from Jennifer Sutcliffe to her mother:
Dear Mummy,

We had amurder last night. Miss Springer, the gym mistress. It happened in the middle of the night and
the police came and this morning they’ re asking everybody questions.

Miss Chadwick told us not to talk to anybody about it but | thought you' d like to know.
With love,

Jennifer

Meadowbank was an establishment of sufficient importance to merit the persond attention of the Chief
Congtable. While routine investigation was going on Miss Bulstrode had not been inactive. Sherang up a
Press magnate and the Home Secretary, both persond friends of hers. Asaresult of those manoeuvres,
very little had appeared about the event in the papers. A games mistress had been found dead in the
school gymnasium. She had been shot, whether by accident or not was as yet not determined. Most of
the notices of the event had an amost gpol ogetic note in them, as though it were thoroughly tactless of
any games mistressto get herself shot in such circumstances.

Ann Shapland had a busy day taking down |ettersto parents. Miss Bulstrode did not waste time in telling
her pupilsto keep quiet about the event. She knew that it would be awaste of time. More or lesslurid
reports would be sure to be penned to anxious parents and guardians. She intended her own balanced
and reasonable account of the tragedy to reach them at the sametime.

L ater that afternoon she sat in conclave with Mr Stone, the Chief Constable, and Inspector Kelsey. The
police were perfectly amenable to having the Press play the thing down as much as possible. It enabled
them to pursue their inquiries quietly and without interference.

‘I'm very sorry about this, Miss Bulstrode, very sorry indeed,” said the Chief Constable. ‘1 suppose
it s—well—abad thing for you.’



‘Murder’ s abad thing for any school, yes,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘1t s no good dwelling on that now,
though. We shall westher it, no doubt, as we have weathered other scorms. All | do hopeisthat the
matter will be cleared upquickly .’

‘Don’'t seewhy it shouldn’t, en? said Stone. Helooked at Kelsey.

Kelsey said, ‘It may help when we get her background.’

‘D’you redly think so? asked Miss Bulstrode dryly.

‘Somebody may have had it in for her,” Kelsey suggested.

Miss Bulstrode did not reply.

“You think it' stied up with this place? asked the Chief Congtable.

‘Ingpector Kelsey doesredly,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘He s only trying to save my fedlings, | think.’

‘| think it doestie up with Meadowbank,” said the Inspector dowly. * After al, Miss Springer had her
times off like dl the other members of the staff. She could have arranged a meeting with anyone if she had

wanted to do so a any spot she chose. Why choose the gymnasium herein the middle of the night?

“Y ou have no objection to a search being made of the school premises, Miss Bulstrode? asked the
Chief Congable.

‘Noneat dl. You'relooking for the pistol or revolver or whatever it is, | suppose?
‘Yes. Itwasasmall pistol of foreign make.’
‘Foreign,” said Miss Bulstrode thoughtfully.

“To your knowledge, do any of your staff or any of the pupils have such athing asapigtol in their
possession?

‘Certainly not to my knowledge,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘1 am fairly certain that none of the pupils have.
Their possessions are unpacked for them when they arrive and such athing would have been seen and
noted, and would, | may say, have aroused considerable comment. But please, Inspector Kelsey, do
exactly asyou likein that respect. | see your men have been searching the grounds today.’

The Inspector nodded. ‘Yes!’

Hewent on: ‘| should dso like interviews with the other members of your staff. One or other of them
may have heard some remark made by Miss Springer that will give usaclue. Or may have observed
some oddity of behaviour on her part.’

He paused, then went on, ‘ The same thing might apply to the pupils’

Miss Bulstrode said: ‘1 had formed the plan of making ashort addressto the girlsthis evening after

prayers. | would ask that if any of them has any knowledge that might possibly bear upon Miss
Springer’ s desth that they should come and tell me of it.’



‘Very sound idea,” said the Chief Constable.

‘But you must remember this,” said Miss Bulstrode, ‘ one or other of the girls may wish to make hersdf
important by exaggerating some incident or even by inventing one. Girlsdo very odd things: but | expect
you are used to dealing with that form of exhibitionism.’

‘I’'ve come acrossit,” said Inspector Kelsey. ‘Now,” he added, ‘ please give me alist of your staff, also
the servants’

[11

‘I’velooked through dl thelockersin the Pavilion, gir.’

‘And you didn’t find anything? said Kelsey.

‘No, gr, nothing of importance. Funny thingsin some of them, but nothing in our line’
‘None of them were locked, were they?

‘No, gr, they can lock. There were keysin them, but none of them were locked.’

Ke sy looked round the bare floor thoughtfully. The tennis and lacrosse sticks had been replaced tidily
on their stands.

‘Ohwel,” hesaid, ‘I’'m going up to the house now to have atak with the staff.’
“You don't think it wasan indgdejob, Sir?

‘It could have been,” said Kelsey. ‘Nobody’ s got an dibi except those two mistresses, Chadwick and
Johnson and the child Jane that had the earache. Theoreticaly, everyone el se wasin bed and adeep, but
there’ sno oneto vouch for that. The girlsal have separate rooms and naturally the staff do. Any one of
them, including Miss Bulstrode hersdlf, could have come out and met Springer here, or could have
followed her here. Then, after she’ d been shot, whoever it was could dodge back quietly through the
bushesto the side door, and be nicely back in bed again when the darm was given. It smotivethat's
difficult. Yes’ said Kdsgy, ‘it'smotive. Unlessthere’ s something going on here that we don’t know
anything about, there doesn’t seem tobe any motive.’

He stepped out of the Pavilion and made hisway dowly back to the house. Although it was past
working hours, old Briggs, the gardener, was putting in alittle work on aflower bed and he straightened
up as the Inspector passed.

“Youwork late hours,” said Kelsey, smiling.

‘Ah,” said Briggs. ‘Y oung’uns don’'t know what gardening is. Come on at eight and knock off at
five—that’ swhat they think it is. Y ou’ ve got to study your wegather, some days you might aswell not be
out inthe garden at dl, and there' s other days as you can work from seven in the morning until eight at
night. That isif you love the place and have pridein the look of it.’

“Y ou ought to be proud of thisone,” said Kelsey. ‘I’ ve never seen any place better kept these days.’



‘These daysisright, said Briggs. ‘But I'm lucky | am. I’ ve got astrong young fellow to work for me. A
couple of boys, too, but they’ re not much good. Most of these boys and young men won’t come and do
this sort of work. All for going into factories, they are, or white collars and working in an office. Don’t
liketo get their hands soiled with abit of honest earth. But I'm lucky, as| say. I’ ve got agood man
working for me as come and offered himsdlf.’

‘Recently? said Ingpector Kelsey.

‘Beginning of theterm,” said Briggs. * Adam, hisnameis. Adam Goodman.’

‘I don’t think I’ ve seen him about,” said Kelsey.

‘ Asked for the day off today, hedid,” said Briggs. ‘1 giveit him. Didn’t seem to be much doing today
with you people tramping dl over the place’

 Somebody should have told me about him,” said Kelsey sharply.
‘What do you mean, told you about him?
‘“He'snot on my list,” said the Ingpector.  Of people employed here, | mean.’

‘Oh, wdll, you can see him tomorrow, migter,” said Briggs. ‘Not that he can tell you anything, | don't
suppose.’

“You never know,” said the Inspector.

A strong young man who had offered himsdlf at the beginning of the term? It seemed to Kelsey that here
was thefirg thing that he had come across which might be alittle out of the ordinary.

IV

Thegirlsfiled into the hall for prayersthat evening as usud, and afterwards Miss Bulstrode arrested their
departure by raising her hand.

‘I have something to say to you al. Miss Springer, as you know, was shot last night in the Sports
Pavilion. If any of you has heard or seen anything in the past week—anything that has puzzled you
relating to Miss Springer, anything Miss Springer may have said or someone ese may have said of her
that srikesyou asat dl sgnificant, | should liketo know it. Y ou can cometo mein my stting-room any
timethisevening.’

‘Oh,” JuliaUpjohn sighed, asthe girlsfiled out, ‘ how | wish wedid know something! But we don't, do
we, Jennifer?

‘No,” said Jennifer, ‘of coursewedon't.’

‘Miss Springer always seemed so very ordinary,” said Juliasadly, ‘ much too ordinary to get killedina
mysteriousway.’

‘| don’t suppose it was so mysterious,” said Jennifer. ‘ Just aburglar.’



‘Stedling our tennisracquets, | suppose,’ said Juliawith sarcasm.
‘ Perhaps someone was blackmailing her,” suggested one of the other girls hopefully.
‘What about? said Jennifer.

But nobody could think of any reason for blackmailing Miss Springer.

Vv

Inspector Kelsey started hisinterviewing of the staff with MissVangttart. A handsome woman, he
thought, summing her up. Possibly forty or alittle over; tal, well-built, grey hair tastefully arranged. She
had dignity and composure, with acertain sense, he thought, of her own importance. She reminded him a
little of Miss Bulstrode herself: she was the schoolmistresstypedl right. All the same, he reflected, Miss
Bulstrode had something that Miss Vandttart had not. Miss Bulstrode had a quality of unexpectedness.
Hedid not fed that Miss Vangttart would ever be unexpected.

Question and answer followed routine. In effect, Miss Vangttart had seen nothing, had noticed nothing,
had heard nothing. Miss Springer had been excellent at her job. Y es, her manner had perhaps been a
trifle brusque, but not, she thought, unduly so. She had not perhaps had a very attractive persondity but
that wasredlly not anecessity in a Games Migtress. It was better, in fact,not to have mistresses who had
attractive persondities. It did not do to let the girls get emotional about the mistresses. Miss Vangttart,
having contributed nothing of vaue, made her exit.

‘See no evil, hear no evil, think no evil. Same like the monkeys,” observed Sergeant Percy Bond, who
was assisting Inspector Kelsey in histask.

Kelsey grinned. ‘ That’ s about right, Percy,” he said.

‘There' s something about schoolmistresses that gives me the hump,” said Sergeant Bond. ‘ Had aterror
of them ever sincel was akid. Knew one that was aholy terror. So upstage and la-di-da you never
knew what she wastrying to teach you.’

The next mistress to appear was Eileen Rich. Ugly as sin was Inspector Kelsey' sfirst reaction. Then he
qudified it; she had acertain attraction. He started his routine questions, but the answers were not quite
S0 routine as he had expected. After saying No, she had not heard or noticed anything specid that
anyone else had said about Miss Springer or that Miss Springer herself had said, Eileen Rich’s next
answer was not what he anticipated. He had asked:

‘There was no one as far as you know who had apersond grudge against her?

‘Ohno,’ said Eileen Rich quickly. ‘One couldn’'t have. | think that was her tragedy, you know. That she
wasn't aperson one could ever hate!’

‘Now just what do you mean by that, Miss Rich?
‘I mean shewasn't a person one could ever have wanted to destroy. Everything she did and was, was

on the surface. She annoyed people. They often had sharp words with her, but it didn’t mean anything.
Not anything deep. I’'m sure shewasn't killed forhersdf |, if you know what | mean.’



‘I"'m not quite surethat | do, MissRich.’

‘I mean if you had something like a bank robbery, she might quite easily be the cashier that gets shot, but
it would be as a cashier, not as Grace Springer. Nobody would love her or hate her enough to want to
do away with her. | think she probably felt that without thinking about it, and that’ s what made her so
officious. About finding fault, you know, and enforcing rules and finding out what people were doing that
they shouldn’t be doing, and showing them up.’

‘Snooping? asked Kelsey.

‘No, not exactly snooping.” Eileen Rich consdered. * She wouldn'’t tiptoe round on sneakers or anything
of that kind. But if she found something going on that she didn’t understand she' d be quite determined to
get to the bottom of it. And shewould get to the bottom of it.’

‘| see” He paused amoment. ‘Y ou didn’t like her yourself much, did you, MissRich?

‘I don’'t think | ever thought about her. She was just the Games Mistress. Oh! What a horrible thing that
isto say about anybody! Just this—just that! But that's howshe felt about her job. It was ajob that she
took pridein doing well. Shedidn’t find it fun. She wasn't keen when she found agirl who might beredly
good at tennis, or redlly fine at someform of athletics. Shedidn’t rgoicein it or triumph.’

Kesay looked at her curioudy. An odd young woman, this, he thought.

“Y ou seem to have your ideas on most things, MissRich,” he said.

‘Yes. Yes, | supposel do.’

‘“How long have you been at Meadowbank?

‘Just over ayear and ahalf.’

‘There' s never been any trouble before?

‘At Meadowbank? She sounded startled.

‘ Y$-1

‘Oh no. Everything' s been quite dl right until thisterm.’

Kelsey pounced.

‘“What' s been wrong thisterm?'Y ou don’t mean the murder, do you?'Y ou mean something else—'

‘| don't—" she stopped—' Y es, perhaps | do—but it’sall very nebulous.’

‘Goon’

‘Miss Bulstrode s not been happy latdly, said Eileen dowly. * That' s one thing. Y ou wouldn’t know it. |

don’t think anybody e se has even noticed it. But | have. And she' s not the only one who' s unhappy. But
that isn't what you mean, isit? That’ sjust peopl€ sfedings. The kind of things you get when you're



cooped up together and think about one thing too much. Y ou meant, was there anything that didn’t seem
right just thisterm. That'sit, isV'tit?

‘Yes' said Kelsey, looking at her curioudy, ‘yes, that’ sit. Well, what about it?

‘1 think thereis something wrong here,’” said Eileen Rich dowly. * It’ s as though there were someone
among uswho didn’t belong.” She looked at him, smiled, dmost laughed and said, ‘ Cat among the
pigeons, that’ sthe sort of feeling. We rethe pigeons, dl of us, and the cat’samongst us. But we can'tsee
the cat.’

‘That' svery vague, MissRich.’

‘Yes, ign'tit? 1t sounds quiteidiotic. | can hear that myself. What | really mean, | supposg, isthat there
has been something, some little thing that I’ ve noticed but | don’t know what I’ ve noticed.’

‘ About anyonein particular?

‘No, | told you, that’ sjust it. | don’t know who it is. The only way | can sum it up isto say that there's
someone here, who' s—somehow—wrong! There's someone here—I don’t know who—who makes
me uncomfortable. Not when I'm looking a her but when she’ slooking at me because it swhen she's
looking at methat it shows, whatever it is. Oh, I’ m getting more incoherent than ever. And anyway, it's
only afeding. It'snot what you want. It isn't evidence.

‘No, said Kdsey, ‘itign't evidence. Not yet. But it’ sinteresting, and if your feding gets any more
definite, MissRich, I’d be glad to hear about it.’

Shenodded. ‘Yes,’ shesaid, ‘becauseit’ s serious, isn't it? | mean, someone' s been killed—we don't
know why—and the killer may be miles away, or, on the other hand, the killer may be herein the schoal.
Andif sothat pistol or revolver or whatever it is, must be here too. That’s not a very nice thought, isit?

She went out with adight nod. Sergeant Bond said,

‘Crackers—or don’t you think so?

‘No,” said Kelsay, ‘| don’t think she'scrackers. | think she' swhat’ s called a sengtive. Y ou know, like
the people who know when there€' sacat in the room long before they seeit. If she'd been bornin an
African tribe she might have been awitch doctor.’

“They go round smelling out evil, don’t they? said Sergeant Bond.

‘That’ sright, Percy,” said Kelsey. ‘ And that’ s exactly what I’ m trying to do myself. Nobody’ s come
acrosswith any concrete facts so I” ve got to go about smelling out things. We Il have the French woman
next.

Chapter 10

Fantagtic Story

Mademoisdlle Angde Blanche was thirty-five at aguess. No make-up, dark brown hair arranged neetly
but unbecomingly. A severe coat and skirt.



It was Mademoisdlle Blanche sfirst term at Meadowbank, she explained. She was not sure that she
wished to remain for afurther term.

‘It isnot niceto be in aschool where murderstake place,’ she said disapprovingly.

Also, there did not seem to be burglar alarms anywhere in the house—that was dangerous.

‘There' snothing of any great value, Mademoisdlle Blanche, to attract burglars’

Mademoisdlle Blanche shrugged her shoulders.

“How does one know? These girls who come here, some of them have very rich fathers. They may have
something with them of great value. A burglar knows about that, perhaps, and he comes here because he
thinksthisisan easy placeto stedl it.’

‘If agirl had something of value with her it wouldn’t bein the gymnasum.’

‘How do you know? said Mademoisdlle. ‘ They have lockers there, do they not, the girls?

‘Only to keep their sportskit in, and things of that kind.’

‘Ahvyes, that iswhat is supposed. But agirl could hide anything in the toe of agym shoe, or wrapped up
inanold pullover or inascarf.’

‘What sort of thing, Mademoiselle Blanche?
But Mademoisdlle Blanche had no ideawhat sort of thing.

‘Even the most indulgent fathers don’t give their daughters diamond necklaces to take to school,” the
Inspector said.

Again Mademoisdlle Blanche shrugged her shoulders.

‘Perhapsit is something of adifferent kind of vaue—ascarab, say, or something that a collector would
givealot of money for. One of the girls has afather who is an archaeologist.”

Kelsey amiled. ‘| don’t redly think that' slikely, you know, Mademoisdlle Blanche!

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘Oh well, | only make the suggestion.’

‘Have you taught in any other English schools, Mademoisdlle Blanche?

‘Oneinthe north of England sometime ago. Mostly | have taught in Switzerland and in France. Alsoin
Germany. | think | will cometo England to improve my English. | have afriend here. She went sick and
shetold me | could take her position here as Miss Bulstrode would be glad to find somebody quickly. So
| came. But | do not likeit very much. As| tdll you, | do not think | shal stay.’

‘Why don't you likeit? Kelsey perssted.

‘I do not like places where there are shootings,” said Mademoisdlle Blanche. * And the children, they are
not respectful .’



‘They are not quite children, arethey?

‘ Some of them behave like babies, some of them might be twenty-five. There are al kinds here. They
have much freedom. | prefer an establishment with more routine.’

‘Did you know Miss Springer well?

‘I knew her practically not at al. She had bad mannersand | conversed with her aslittle as possible. She
was dl bones and freckles and aloud ugly voice. She was like caricatures of Englishwomen. She was
rudeto meoftenand | did not likeit.’

‘“What was she rude to you about?

‘Shedid not like me coming to her Sports Pavilion. That seemsto be how she fedls about it—or felt
about it, | mean—that it washer Sports Pavilion! | go there one day because | am interested. | have not
beeninit beforeand it isanew building. It isvery well arranged and planned and | am just looking
round. Then Miss Springer she comes and says*“What are you doing here? Thisis no business of yours
to bein here” She saysthat to me—me, amisiressin the school! What does shethink | am, apupil ?

‘Yes, yes, very irritating, I'm sure,” said Kelsay, soothingly.

‘“The manners of apig, that iswhat she had. And then she calls out “Do not go away with the key in your
hand.” She upset me. When | pull the door open the key fell out and | pick it up. | forget to put it back,
because she has offended me. And then she shouts after me as though she thinks | was meaning to stedl
it.Her key, | suppose, aswell asher Sports Pavilion.’

‘That seemsalittle odd, doesn't it? said Kesey. ‘ That she should fed like that about the gymnasium, |
mean. Asthough it were her private property, asthough she were afraid of people finding something she
had hidden there” He made the faint feder tentatively, but Angele Blanche merdly laughed.

“Hide something there—what could you hidein aplace like that? Do you think she hides her love letters
there? | am sure she has never had alove letter written to her! The other mistresses, they are a least
polite. Miss Chadwick, sheis old-fashioned and she fusses. Miss Vangttart, sheisvery nice,grande

dame , sympathetic. Miss Rich, sheisalittle crazy | think, but friendly. And the younger mistresses are
quite pleasant.’

Angéle Blanche was dismissed after afew more unimportant questions.
‘Touchy,” said Bond. ‘ All the French aretouchy.’

‘All thesame, it' sinteresting,” said Kelsey. ‘Miss Springer didn't like people prowling abouther
gymnasi um—Sports Pavilion—I don’'t know what to call the thing. Nowwthy 7

‘ Perhaps she thought the Frenchwoman was spying on her,” suggested Bond.

‘“Well, butwhy should shethink so? | mean, ought it to have mattered to her that Angéle Blanche should
spy on her unless there was something she was afraid of Angéle Blanche finding out?

“Who have we got |eft? he added.



‘The two junior mistresses, Miss Blake and Miss Rowan, and Miss Bulstrode' s secretary.’

Miss Blake was young and earnest with around good-natured face. She taught Botany and Physics. She
had nothing much to say that could help. She had seen very little of Miss Springer and had no idea of
what could have led to her death.

Miss Rowan, as befitted one who held adegree in psychology, had viewsto express. It was highly
probable, she said, that Miss Springer had committed suicide.

Inspector Kelsey raised his eyebrows.

“Why should she? Was she unhappy in any way?

‘Shewas aggressive,” said Miss Rowan, leaning forward and peering eagerly through her thick lenses.
‘Very aggressive. | congder that significant. It was adefence mechanism, to conced afeding of
inferiority.”

‘Everything I've heard so far,” said Inspector Kelsey, ‘pointsto her being very sure of hersdlf.’

‘Toosure of herself,” said Miss Rowan darkly. ‘ And severa of the things she said bear out my
assumption.’

‘Such as?

‘ She hinted at people being “not what they seemed”. She mentioned that at the last school where she
was employed, she had “unmasked” someone. The Headmistress, however, had been prgudiced, and
refused to listen to what she had found out. Several of the other mistresses, too, had been what she
cdled “againg her”.

‘Y ou see what that means, Ingpector? Miss Rowan nearly fdll off her chair as she leaned forward
excitedly. Strands of lank dark hair fell forward across her face. ‘ The beginnings of a persecution
complex.

Inspector Kelsey said politely that Miss Rowan might be correct in her assumptions, but that he couldn’t
accept the theory of suicide, unless Miss Rowan could explain how Miss Springer had managed to shoot
hersalf from adistance of at least four feet away, and had a so been able to make the pistol disappear
into thin air afterwards.

Miss Rowan retorted acidly that the police were well known to be prejudiced againgt psychology.

She then gave place to Ann Shapland.

‘Well, Miss Shapland,” said Inspector Kelsey, eyeing her neat and businesdike appearance with favour,
‘what light can you throw upon this matter?

‘ Absolutely none, I'm afraid. I’ ve got my own sitting-room, and | don’t see much of the staff. Thewhole
thing' sunbdievable’

‘In what way unbelievable?

‘Well, firgt that Miss Springer should get shot &t al. Say somebody broke into the gymnasium and she



went out to seewho it was. That’ sdl right, | suppose, but who'd want to bresk into the gymnasium?

‘Boys, perhaps, some young locals who wanted to help themsalves to equipment of some kind or
another, or who did it for alark.’

‘If that’ sso, | can't help feding that what Miss Springer would have said was. “Now then, what are you
doing here? Be off with you,” and they’ d have gone off.’

‘Did it ever seem to you that Miss Springer adopted any particular attitude about the Sports Pavilion?
Ann Shapland looked puzzled. * Attitude?

‘I mean did sheregard it as her specid province and didike other people going there?

‘Not that | know of. Why should she? It wasjust part of the school buildings.’

“Y ou didn’t notice anything yourself? Y ou didn’t find that if you went there she resented your
presence—anything of that kind?

Ann Shapland shook her head. ‘| haven't been out there myself more than a couple of times. | haven't
thetime. I’ ve gone out there once or twice with amessage for one of the girlsfrom Miss Bulstrode.
Thet'sdl.

“You didn’t know that Miss Springer had objected to Mademoiselle Blanche being out there?

‘No, | didn’t hear anything about that. Oh yes, | believe | did. Mademoisdlle Blanche was rather cross
about something one day, but then sheisalittle bit touchy, you know. There was something about her
going into the drawing class one day and resenting something the drawing mistress said to her. Of course
she hasn't redlly very much to do—Mademoisdlle Blanche, | mean. She only teaches one
subject—French, and she has alot of time on her hands. | think—' she hesitated, ‘1 think sheis perhaps
rather an inquisitive person.’

‘Do you think it likely that when she went into the Sports Pavilion she was poking about in any of the
lockers?

‘Thegirls lockers?Wdll, | wouldn't put it past her. She might amuse hersdlf that way.’
‘Does Miss Springer hersalf have alocker out there?
‘Yes, of course’

‘If Mademoisdle Blanche was caught poking about in Miss Springer’ slocker, then | can imagine that
Miss Springerwould be annoyed?

‘She certainly would!’
“Y ou don't know anything about Miss Springer’ s private life?
‘| don't think anyone did,” said Ann. ‘ Did she have one, | wonder?

‘ And there’ s nothing € se—nothing connected with the Sports Pavilion, for instance, that you haven't



told me?
‘Wdl—" Ann hestated.
‘Yes, Miss Shapland, let’ shaveit.’

‘It snothing redly,” said Ann dowly. ‘But one of the gardeners—not Briggs, the young one. | saw him
come out of the Sports Pavilion one day, and he had no businessto beinthere at al. Of courseit was
probably just curiogity on his part—or perhaps an excuse to dack off abit from work—he was
supposed to be nailing down the wire on the tennis court. | don’t suppose redly there sanything iniit.’

‘Still, you remembered it,” Kelsey pointed out. ‘ Now why?

‘I think—" she frowned. 'Y es, because his manner was alittle odd. Defiant. And—he sneered at dl the
money that was spent here on the girls’

‘That sort of attitude. ..l see’
‘| don't supposethere sredly anything init.’
‘Probably not—but I'll make anote of it, dl the same.’

‘Round and round the mulberry bush,” said Bond when Ann Shapland had gone. * Same thing over and
over again! For goodness sake let’s hope we get something out of the servants.”

But they got very little out of the servants.

‘It sno use asking me anything, young man,” said Mrs Gibbons, the cook. ‘ For onething | can’t hear
what you say, and for another | don’t know athing. | went to deep last night and | dept unusually heavy.
Never heard anything of al the excitement there was. Nobody woke me up and told me anything about
it.” Shesounded injured. ‘It wasn't until thismorning | heard.’

Kesay shouted afew questions and got afew answersthat told him nothing.

Miss Springer had come new thisterm, and she wasn't as much liked as Miss Joneswho’ d held the post
before her. Miss Shapland was new, too, but she was anice young lady, Mademoisdlle Blanche waslike
al the Frenchies—thought the other mistresses were againgt her and let the young ladies tregt her
something shocking in class. ‘Not aonefor crying, though,” Mrs Gibbons admitted. * Some schools|’ve
been in the French mistresses used to cry something awful!’

Most of the domestic staff were dailies. There was only one other maid who dept in the house, and she
proved equaly uninformative, though able to hear what was said to her. She couldn’t say, shewas sure.
Shedidn’t know nothing. Miss Springer was a bit sharp in her manner. She didn’t know nothing about
the Sports Pavilion nor what was kept there, and she' d never seen nothing like apistol nowhere.

This negative spate of information was interrupted by Miss Bulstrode. * One of the girlswould like to
speak to you, Inspector Kelsey,” she said.

Kesey looked up sharply. ‘ Indeed? She knows something?

‘Astothat I'm rather doubtful,” said Miss Bulstrode, ‘ but you had better talk to her yourself. Sheisone



of our foreign girls. Princess Shaista—niece of the Emir Ibrahim. Sheisinclined to think, perhaps, that
sheisof rather more importance than sheis. Y ou understand?

K e sey nodded comprehendingly. Then Miss Bulstrode went out and adight dark girl of middlie height
camein.

She looked at them, almond eyed and demure.
“You are the police?

‘Yes sad Kelsey amiling, ‘we are the police. Will you st down and tell me what you know about Miss
Springer?

‘Yes | will tdl you.’
She sat down, leaned forward, and lowered her voice dramatically.

‘There have been people watching this place. Oh, they do not show themselves clearly, but they are
therel’

She nodded her head significantly.

Inspector Kelsey thought that he understood what Miss Bulstrode had meant. This girl was dramatizing
hersdf—and enjoying it.

‘And why should they be watching the school 7

‘Because of me ! They want to kidnap me.’

Whatever Kelsey had expected, it was not this. His eyebrows rose.

‘“Why should they want to kidnap you?

‘To hold meto ransom, of course. Then they would make my relations pay much money.’

‘Er—well—perhaps,” said Kelsey dubioudy. ‘ But—er—supposing thisis so, what hasit got to do with
the death of Miss Springer?

‘ She must have found out about them,” said Shaista. ‘ Perhaps she told them she had found out
something. Perhaps she threatened them. Then perhaps they promised to pay her money if shewould say
nothing. And she believed them. So she goes out to the Sports Pavilion where they say they will pay her
the money, and then they shoot her.’

‘But surely Miss Springer would never have accepted blackmail money?

‘Do you think it is such fun to be aschool teacher—to be ateacher of gymnastics? Shaistawas
scornful. * Do you not think it would be nice instead to have money, to travel, to do what you want?
Especialy someone like Miss Springer who is not beautiful, at whom men do not even look! Do you not
think that money would attract her more than it would attract other people?

‘Well—er—' said Inspector Kelsey, ‘| don’t know quite what to say.” He had not had this point of view



presented to him before,

‘Thisis just—er—your own idea? he said. ‘Miss Springer never said anything to you?

‘Miss Springer never said anything except “ Stretch and bend”, and “ Faster”, and “Don’t dack”,” said
Shaistawith resentment.

Y es—quite so. Wll, don’t you think you may have imagined al this about kidnapping?

Shastawasimmediately much annoyed.

“Y ou do not understandat dl ! My cousin was Prince Ali Y usuf of Ramat. He waskilled in arevolution,
or a least in fleeing from arevolution. It was understood that when | grew up | should marry him. So you

see | am an important person. It may be perhaps the Communists who come here. Perhapsit is not to
kidnap. Perhaps they intend to nate me.’

Inspector Kelsey looked still more incredul ous.

‘That’ srather far fetched, isn't it?

“Y ou think such things could not happen?| say they can. They are very very wicked, the Communists!
Everybody knowsthat.’

Ashedill looked dubious, she went on:
‘Perhaps they think | know where the jewels are!’

‘What jewds?

‘My cousin had jewels. So had hisfather. My family dways has ahoard of jewels. For emergencies,
you comprehend.’

She made it sound very matter of fact.
Kelsey stared at her.

‘But what has dl this got to do with you—or with Miss Springer?

‘But | dready tell you! They think, perhaps, | know where the jewels are. So they will take me prisoner
and force me to spesk.’

‘ Doyou know where the jewels are?

“‘No, of course| do not know. They disappeared in the Revolution. Perhaps the wicked Communists
take them. But again, perhaps not.’

“Who do they belong to?

‘Now my cousin isdead, they belong to me. No men in hisfamily any more. Hisaunt, my mother, is
dead. He would want them to belong to me. If he were not dead, | marry him.’



‘That was the arrangement?
‘I have to marry him. Heismy cousin, you see’
‘ And you would have got the jewel swhen you married him?

“No, | would have had new jewels. From Cartier in Paris. These otherswould still be kept for
emergencies’

Ingpector Kelsey blinked, letting this Orienta insurance scheme for emergenciessink into his
CONSCiOUSNESS.

Shaistawas racing on with grest animation.

‘| think that is what happens. Somebody gets the jewels out of Ramat. Perhaps good person, perhaps
bad. Good person would bring them to me, would say: “These are yours,” and | should reward him.’

She nodded her head regally, playing the part.

Quite alittle actress, thought the Inspector.

‘But if it was abad person, he would keep the jewels and sdll them. Or he would come to me and say:
“What will you give measareward if | bring them to you?” And if it worth while, he brings—but if not,
then not!’

‘But in actud fact, nobody has said anything at all to you?

‘No,” admitted Shaista

I nspector Kelsey made up hismind.

‘I think, you know,” he said pleasantly, ‘that you're really talking alot of nonsense.’

Shagaflashed afurious glance a him.

‘I tell you what | know, that isdl,” shesaid sulkily.

‘Yes—wadll, it' svery kind of you, and I'll bear it in mind.’

He got up and opened the door for her to go out.

‘The Arabian Nightsaren'tiniit,” he said, as he returned to the table. * Kidnapping and fabulous jewe !
What next?

Chapter 11
Conference
When Inspector Kelsey returned to the station, the sergeant on duty said:

‘We ve got Adam Goodman here, waiting, Sir.’



‘ Adam Goodman? Oh yes. The gardener.’

A young man had risen respectfully to hisfeet. Hewastall, dark and good-looking. He wore stained
corduroy trousersloosdly held up by an aged belt, and an open-necked shirt of very bright blue.

“Y ou wanted to see me, | hear.’

Hisvoice was rough, and asthat of so many young men of today, dightly truculent.
Kelsey sad merdly:

‘Y es, come into my room.’

‘I don’t know anything about the murder,” said Adam Goodman sulkily. ‘ It’snothing to do with me. |
was a home and in bed last night.’

Kedsey merdly nodded noncommittally.

He sat down at his desk, and motioned to the young man to take the chair opposite. A young policeman
in plain clothes had followed the two men in unobtrusively and sat down alittle distance away.

‘Now then,” said Kelsey. ‘Y ou're Goodman—' he looked at a note on his desk—' Adam Goodman.’

‘That’sright, ar. But firgt, I’d like to show you this’

Adam’s manner had changed. There was no truculence or sulkinessin it now. It was quiet and
deferential. He took something from his pocket and passed it across the desk. Inspector Kelsey’s
eyebrowsrose very dightly as he studied it. Then heraised his head.

‘| shan't need you, Barbar,” he said.

The discreet young policeman got up and went out. He managed not to look surprised, but he was.

‘Ah;” said Kelsey. He looked across at Adam with speculative interest. * So that’ s who you are? And
what the hell, I’d like to know, are you—'

‘Doinginagirls school? the young man finished for him. Hisvoice was still deferentia, but he grinned
in spite of himsdlf. * It scertainly thefirst time |’ ve had an assgnment of that kind. Don't | look likea
gardener?

‘Not around these parts. Gardeners are usualy rather ancient. Do you know anything about gardening?

‘Quitealot. I’'ve got one of these gardening mothers. England’ s specidity. She' sseentoitthat I’'ma
worthy assistant to her.’

‘And what exactly is going on at M eadowbank—to bring you on the scene?
‘Wedon’t know, actudly, that there’ s anything going on at Meadowbank. My assgnment isin the

nature of awatching brief. Or was—until last night. Murder of a Games Midtress. Not quitein the
school’scurriculum.’



‘It could happen,” said Inspector Kelsey. He sighed. * Anything could happen—anywhere. I’ ve learnt
that. But I’ll admit that it' salittle off the beaten track. What' s behind al this?

Adam told him. Kelsey listened with interest.

‘| did thet girl aninjustice,’ he remarked—'But you' | admit it sounds too fantadtic to be true. Jewels
worth between half amillion and amillion pounds? Who do you say they belong to?

‘That' savery pretty question. To answer it, you' d have to have agaggle of internationa lawyers on the
job—and they’ d probably disagree. Y ou could argue the case alot of ways. They belonged, three
months ago, to HisHighness Prince Ali Y usuf of Ramat. But now? If they’ d turned up in Ramat they’d
have been the property of the present Government, they’ d have made sure of that. Ali Y usuf may have
willed them to someone. A lot would then depend on where the will was executed and whether it could
be proved. They may belong to hisfamily. But the real essence of the matter is, that if you or | happened
to pick them up in the street and put them in our pockets, they would for al practical purposes belong to
us. That is, | doubt if any legal machine existsthat could get them away from us. They could try, of
course, but theintricacies of internationd law are quiteincredible...’

Y ou mean that, practically speaking, it’sfindings are keepings? asked Inspector Kelsey. He shook his
head disapprovingly. ‘ That’snot very nice, hesaid primly.

‘No,” said Adam firmly. ‘It snot very nice. Thereé smore than onelot after them, too. None of them
scrupulous. Word' s got around, you see. It may be arumour, it may be true, but the story isthat they
were got out of Ramat just before the bust up. There are adozen different tales of how .’

‘But why Meadowbank? Because of little Princess Butter-won'’ t-met-in-my-mouth?

‘Princess Shaidta, first cousin of Ali Yusuf. Y es. Someone may try and deliver the goodsto her or
communicate with her. There are some questionable characters from our point of view hanging about the
neighbourhood. A MrsKoalinsky, for instance, staying a the Grand Hotdl. Quite a prominent member of
what one might describe as Internationd Riff Raff Ltd. Nothing inyour line, dways grictly within the law,
all perfectly respectable, but a grand picker-up of useful information. Then there’ sawoman who was out
in Ramat dancing in cabaret there. She' sreported to have been working for acertain foreign government.
Where sheis now we don’t know, we don’t even know what shelooks like, but there’ s arumour that
shemight bein this part of theworld. Looks, doesn't it, asthough it were dl centring round
Meadowbank? And last night, Miss Springer gets hersdlf killed.’

Kesey nodded thoughtfully.

‘Proper mix up,” he observed. He struggled a moment with hisfedlings. * Y ou see this sort of thing on the
telly...far fetched—that’ swhat you think...can’t redly happen. And it doesn’ t—not in the normal course
of events’

‘ Secret agents, robbery, violence, murder, double crossing,” agreed Adam. ‘ All preposterous—but that
sdeof lifeexigs’

‘But not at Meadowbank!”’

The words were wrung from Inspector Kelsey.



‘| perceiveyour point, said Adam. ‘Lese-mgjesty.’
There was asilence, and then Inspector Kelsey asked:
“What doyou think happened last night?

Adam took histime, then he said dowly:

‘ Springer was in the Sports Pavilion—in the middle of the night. Why? W€ ve got to sart there. It' sno
good asking oursalves who killed her until we' ve made up our minds why she wasthere, in the Sports
Pavilion at that time of night. We can say that in spite of her blameess and athletic life shewas't degping
well, and got up and looked out of her window and saw alight in the Sports Pavilion—her window does
look out that way?

Kesey nodded.

‘Being atough and fearless young woman, she went out to investigate. She disturbed someone there
who was—doing what? We don’t know. But it was someone desperate enough to shoot her dead.’

Again Kelsey nodded.

‘That’ sthe way we ve been looking at it,’ he said. *But your last point had meworried al aong. You
don’t shoot to kill—and come prepared to do so, unless—'

‘Unlessyou're after something big? Agreed! Well, that’ s the case of what we might call Innocent
Springer—shot down in the performance of duty. But there' s another possibility. Springer, asaresult of
private information, gets ajob at Meadowbank or is detailed for it by her bosses—because of her
qudification—She waits until asuitable night, then dips out to the Sports Pavilion (again our
stumbling-block of a question—why?—Somebody isfollowing her—or waiting for her—someone who
cariesapistol and is prepared to useit...But again—why? What for? In fact, what the devil isthere
about the Sports Pavilion? It' s not the sort of place that one can imagine hiding anything.’

‘Therewas't anything hidden there, | can tell you that. We went through it with atooth comb—the
girls lockers, Miss Springer’ s ditto. Sports equipment of various kinds, all normal and accounted for.
And abrand new building! There wasn't anything therein the nature of jewdlery.’

‘Whatever it was it could have been removed, of course. By the murderer,” said Adam. * The other
possibility isthat the Sports Pavilion was Ssmply used as arendezvous—by Miss Springer or by someone
ese. It squite ahandy place for that. A reasonable distance from the house. Not too far. And if anyone
was noticed going out there, asmple answer would be that whoever it was thought they had seen alight,
etc., etc. Let’ s say that Miss Springer went out to meet someone—there was a disagreement and she got
shot. Or, avariation, Miss Springer noticed someone leaving the house, followed that someone, intruded
upon something she wasn't meant to see or hear.’

‘I never met her dive,’ said Kelsay, ‘but from the way everyone speaks of her, | get the impression that
she might have been anosey woman.’

‘| think that’ sreally the most probable explanation,” agreed Adam. * Curiogity killed the cat. Yes, | think
that’ s the way the Sports Pavilion comesinto it.’

‘But if it was arendezvous, then—' Kelsey paused.



Adam nodded vigoroudly.

‘Y es. It looks as though there is someone in the school who merits our very close attention. Cat among
the pigeons, infact.’

‘Cat among the pigeons,” said Kelsay, struck by the phrase. ‘Miss Rich, one of the mistresses, said
something like that today.’

He reflected amoment or two.

‘There were three newcomersto the staff thisterm,” he said. * Shapland, the secretary. Blanche, the
French Mistress, and, of course, Miss Springer hersalf. She’ sdead and out of it. If thereisacat among
the pigeons, it would seem that one of the other two would be the most likely bet.” Helooked towards
Adam. ‘ Any idess, as between the two of them?

Adam considered.

‘1 caught Mademoisdlle Blanche coming out of the Sports Pavilion one day. She had aguilty look. As
though she’ d been doing something she ought not to have done. All the same, on the whole—I think I'd
plump for the other. For Shapland. She’ sacool customer and she’ sgot brains. I'd go into her
antecedentsrather carefully if | were you. What the devil are you laughing for?

Kelsay was grinning.

‘ Shewas suspicious of you ,” he said. * Caughtyou coming out of the Sports Pavilion—and thought there
was something odd about your manner!’

‘Well, I'm damned!” Adam wasindignant. ‘ The cheek of her!’

Inspector Kelsey resumed his authoritative manner.

‘Thepointis,’ hesaid, ‘that we think alot of Meadowbank round these parts. It'safine school. And
Miss Bulstrode' s afine woman. The sooner we can get to the bottom of dl this, the better for the school.
We want to clear things up and give Meadowbank a clean bill of hedth.’

He paused, looking thoughtfully at Adam.

‘I think,” he said, ‘we'll haveto tell Miss Bulstrode who you are. She' |l keep her mouth shut—don'’t fear
for that.’

Adam considered for amoment. Then he nodded his head.

‘Yes,’ hesaid. ‘Under the circumstances, | think it smore or lessinevitable.’
Chapter 12

New Lampsfor Old

Miss Bulstrode had another faculty which demonstrated her superiority over most other women. She
could listen.



Shelistened in silence to both Inspector Kelsey and Adam. She did not so much asraise an eyebrow.
Then she uttered one word.

‘Remarkable’
It' syou who are remarkable, thought Adam, but he did not say so aloud.

‘Well,” said Miss Bulstrode, coming as was habitua to her straight to the point. *What do you want me
to do?

Inspector Kelsey cleared histhroat.

‘It'slikethis, hesaid. *Wefdt that you ought to be fully informed—for the sake of the school .’

Miss Bulstrode nodded.

‘Naturaly,” she said, ‘the school ismy first concern. It hasto be. | am responsible for the care and
safety of my pupils—and in alesser degreefor that of my staff. And | would like to add now thet if there
can be aslittle publicity as possible about Miss Springer’ s death—the better it will befor me. Thisisa
purely sdfish point of view—though | think my school isimportant in itself—not only to me. And | quite
redizethat if full publicity isnecessary for you, then you will haveto go ahead. But isit?

‘No,” said Inspector Kelsey. ‘In thiscase | should say the less publicity the better. The inquest will be
adjourned and we' Il let it get about that we think it wasaloca affair. Y oung thugs—or juvenile
ddinquents, aswe haveto call them nowadays—out with guns amongst them, trigger happy. It' susudly
flick knives, but some of these boys do get hold of guns. Miss Springer surprised them. They shot her.
That'swhat | should liketo let it go at—then we can get to work quiet-like. Not more than can be
helped in the Press. But of course, Meadowbank’ sfamous. It's news. And murder at Meadowbank will
be hot news.’

‘I think I can help you there,” said Miss Bulstrode crisply, ‘1 am not without influencein high places’
She smiled and redled off afew names. These included the Home Secretary, two Press barons, abishop
and the Minister of Education. ‘I’ll do what | can.” Shelooked at Adam. ‘Y ou agree?

Adam spoke quickly.

‘Y es, indeed. We dwayslike things nice and quiet.’

‘ Are you continuing to be my gardener? inquired Miss Bulsirode.

‘If you don’t object. It puts me right where | want to be. And | can keep an eye on things.’

Thistime Miss Bulstrode' s eyebrows did rise.

‘I hope you' re not expecting any more murders?

‘No, no.’

‘I'm glad of that. | doubt if any school could survive two murdersin oneterm.’



Sheturned to Kelsey.

‘Have you people finished with the Sports Pavilion? It' sawkward if we can't useit.’

‘We vefinished with it. Clean as awhistle—from our point of view, | mean. For whatever reason the
murder was committed—there s nothing there now to help us. It' s just a Sports Pavilion with the usual
equipment.’

‘Nothing inthe girls lockers?

Inspector Kelsey smiled.

‘Well—this and that—copy of a book—French—calledCandide —with—er—illustrations. Expengve
book.’

‘Ah;” said Miss Bulstrode. * So that’ swhere she keepsit! Giselled Aubray, | suppose?

Kelsey’ srespect for Miss Bulstrode rose.

“You don't missmuch, M’am,” hesaid.

‘Shewon’'t cometo harm withCandide ,” said Miss Bulstrode. * It sa classic. Some forms of
pornography | do confiscate. Now | come back to my first question. Y ou have relieved my mind about
the publicity connected with the school. Can the school help you in anyway? Canl help you?

‘| don't think so, at the moment. The only thing | can ask is, has anything caused you uneasinessthis
term? Any incident? Or any person?

Miss Bulstrode was slent for amoment or two. Then she said dowly:

‘The answer, literdly, is. | don’'t know.’

Adam sad quickly:

Y ou've got afeding that something’ swrong?

‘Yes—just that. It'snot definite. | can't put my finger on any person, or any incident—unless—'
Shewas silent for amoment, then she said:

‘| fed—I ft at the time—that I’ d missed something that | ought not to have missed. Let meexplain.

Sherecited briefly thelittle incident of Mrs Upjohn and the distressing and unexpected arriva of Lady
Veronica

Adam was interested.

‘Let me get thisclear, Miss Bulstrode. Mrs Upjohn, looking out of the window, this front window that
gives on the drive, recognized someone. There snothing in that. Y ou have over ahundred pupils and
nothing is more likely than for Mrs Upjohn to see some parent or relation that she knew. But you are
definitely of the opinion that she wasastonished to recognize that person—in fact, thet it was someone



whom shewouldnat have expected to see at M eadowbank?
‘Yes, that was exactly theimpresson | got.’

‘ And then through the window looking in the opposite direction you saw one of the pupils mothers, ina
date of intoxication, and that completdly distracted your mind from what Mrs Upjohn was saying?

Miss Bulstrode nodded.
‘Shewastaking for some minutes?

‘Yes,

‘ And when your attention did return to her, she was speaking of espionage, of Intelligence work she had
donein the war before she married?

‘Yes,

‘It might tieup,” said Adam thoughtfully. * Someone she had known in her war days. A parent or relation
of one of your pupils, or it could have been amember of your teaching staff.’

‘Hardly amember of my staff,” objected Miss Bulstrode.
‘I spossible’

“We d better get in touch with Mrs Upjohn,” said Kelsey. ‘ As soon as possible. Y ou have her address,
Miss Bulstrode?

‘Of course. But | bdieve sheis abroad at the moment. Wait—I will find out.’

She pressed her desk buzzer twice, then went impatiently to the door and called to agirl who was
passing.

‘Find JuliaUpjohn for me, will you, Paula?

‘Yes, MissBulstrode.’

‘I"d better go beforethe girl comes,” Adam said. ‘It wouldn't be natura for meto assstintheinquiries
the Ingpector is making. Ogtensibly he' s caled mein hereto get the low down on me. Having satisfied
himsdlf that he' s got nothing on me for the moment, he now tells meto take mysdf off.’

‘Take yoursdf off and remember I’ ve got my eye onyou!” growled Kelsey with agrin.

‘By theway,” said Adam, addressing Miss Bulstrode as he paused by the door, ‘will it bedl right with
you if | dightly abuse my postion here?If | get, shdl we say, alittle too friendly with some members of
your staff?

‘With which members of my staff?

‘Wed|—Mademoisdle Blanche, for ingance.’



‘Mademoisdle Blanche? Y ou think that she—?

‘1 think she’ srather bored here.’
‘Ah!" Miss Bulstrode looked rather grim. ‘ Perhaps you' reright. Anyone else?

‘| shal haveagood try al round,” said Adam cheerfully. * If you should find that some of your girlsare
being rather slly, and dipping off to assignationsin the garden, please believe that my intentionsare

grictly deuthid—if thereis such aword.’
“Youthink the girlsarelikdly to know something?
‘Everybody dways knows something,” said Adam, ‘even if it's something they don’t know they know

“You may beright.’
There was aknock on the door, and Miss Bulstrode called—' Comein.’

Julia Upjohn appeared, very much out of bresth.
‘Comein, Julia’

Inspector Kelsey growled.
“Y ou can go now, Goodman. Take yourself off and get on with your work.’
‘I'vetold you | don't know athing about anything,” said Adam sulkily. He went out, muttering
‘Blooming Gestapo.’
‘I'm sorry I’'m so out of breath, Miss Bulstrode,” gpologized dulia. ‘I’ ve run dl the way from the tennis

courts!’
‘That’squiteal right. | just wanted to ask you your mother’ s address—that is, where can | get in touch

with her?

‘Oh! You'll haveto writeto Aunt Isabal. Mother’ s abroad.’

‘I have your aunt’ s address. But | need to get in touch with your mother personally.’

‘l don't see how you can,” said Julig, frowning. ‘Mother’ sgoneto Anatoliaon abus.’
‘On abus ? said Miss Bulstrode, taken aback.

Julianodded vigoroudly.

‘Shelikesthat sort of thing,” she explained. ‘ And of courseit’ sfrightfully chesp. A bit uncomfortable,
but Mummy doesn’t mind that. Roughly, | should think she' d fetch up in Van in about three weeks or

0.
‘| see—yes. Tdl me, dulia, did your mother ever mention to you seeing someone here whom she'd

known in her war service days?



‘No, Miss Bulstrode, | don't think so. No, I'm sure shedidn’t.’

“Y our mother did Intelligence work, didn’t she?

‘Oh, yes. Mummy seemsto have loved it. Not that it soundsredly exciting to me. She never blew up
anything. Or got caught by the Gestapo. Or had her toe nails pulled out. Or anything like that. She
worked in Switzerland, | think—or wasit Portuga ?

Julia added apologetically: ‘ One gets rather bored with all that old war stuff; and I'm afraid | don’t
awayslisten properly.’

‘Well, thank you, Julia That'sal.

‘Redlly!” said Miss Bulstrode, when Juliahad departed. ‘ Gone to Anatoliaon abus! The child said it
exactly asthough she were saying her mother had taken a 73 busto Marshdl and Snelgrove's’

Jennifer walked away from the tennis courts rather moodily, swishing her racquet. The amount of double
faults she had served this morning depressed her. Not, of course, that you could get a hard serve with
this racquet, anyway. But she seemed to have lost control of her service lately. Her backhand, however,
had definitely improved. Springer’ s coaching had been helpful. In many waysit was a pity that Springer
was dead.

Jennifer took tennisvery serioudy. It was one of the things she thought about.

‘Excuse me—

Jennifer looked up, startled. A well-dressed woman with golden hair, carrying along flat parcel, was
standing afew feet away from her on the path. Jennifer wondered why on earth she hadn’t seen the
woman coming aong towards her before. It did not occur to her that the woman might have been hidden
behind atree or in the rhododendron bushes and just stepped out of them. Such an ideawould not have
occurred to Jennifer, since why should awoman hide behind rhododendron bushes and suddenly step
out of them?

Speaking with adightly American accent the woman said, ‘| wonder if you could tell me where | could
findagirl caled’—she consulted apiece of paper—' Jennifer Sutcliffe”

Jennifer was surprised.
‘I"'m Jennifer Sutdiffe’

“Why! How ridiculous! Thatisacoincidence. That in abig school like this| should be looking for one girl
and | should happen upon the girl hersdlf to ask. And they say thingslike that don’t happen.’

‘| suppose they do happen sometimes,” said Jennifer, uninterested.

‘1 was coming down to lunch today with some friends down here,” went on thewoman, ‘and at a
cocktail party yesterday | happened to mention | was coming, and your aunt—or wasit your



godmother?—I’ ve got such aterrible memory. Shetold me her name and I’ ve forgotten that too. But

anyway, she said could | possibly call here and leave anew tennis racquet for you. She said you had
been asking for one.’

Jennifer’ sfacelit up. It seemed like amiracle, nothing less.

‘It must have been my godmother, Mrs Campbell. | call her Aunt Gina. It wouldn’t have been Aunt
Rosamond. She never gives me anything but amingy ten shillings at Chrismas'”

“Yes, | remember now. Thatwas the name. Campbell.’

The parcel was held out. Jennifer took it eagerly. It was quite loosaly wrapped. Jennifer uttered an
exdamdion of pleasure asthe racquet emerged from its coverings.

‘Oh, it'ssmashing!” she exclamed. ‘A redlygood one. I’ ve been longing for a new racquet—you can’t
play decently if you haven't got a decent racquet.’

‘Why | guessthat’sso.’
‘Thank you very much for bringing it,” said Jennifer gratefully.

‘It wasredly no trouble. Only | confess| fdt alittle shy. Schools always make me fed shy. So many
girls. Oh, by the way, | was asked to bring back your old racquet with me.’

She picked up the racquet Jennifer had dropped.

“Y our aunt—no—godmother—said she would have it restrung. It needsit badly, doesn't it?
‘I don’t think that it’ srealy worthwhile,” said Jennifer, but without paying much attention.
She was gtill experimenting with the swing and balance of her new treasure.

‘But an extraracquet isaways useful,” said her new friend. ‘Oh dear,’ she glanced at her watch. ‘Itis
much later than | thought. I must run.’

‘Have you—do you want ataxi? | could telephone—’

‘No, thank you, dear. My car isright by the gate. | €ft it there so that | shouldn't havetoturnina
narrow space. Goodbye. So pleased to have met you. | hope you enjoy the racquet.’

Sheliteradly ran dong the path towards the gate. Jennifer called after her once more. ‘ Thank youvery
much.

Then, gloating, shewent in search of Julia
‘Look,” sheflourished the racquet draméticaly.
‘| say! Where did you get that?

‘My godmother sent it to me. Aunt Gina. She' snot my aunt, but | cal her that. She' sfrightfully rich. |
expect Mummy told her about me grumbling about my racquet. Itis smashing, isn't it? | must remember to



write and thank her.’
‘1 should hope so!” said Juliavirtuoudy.

‘Well, you know how one does forget things sometimes. Even things you really mean to do. Look,
Shaigta,’ she added asthe latter girl came towards them. ‘I’ ve got anew racquet. Isn't it a beauty?

‘It must have been very expensve,” said Shaista, scanning it respectfully. ‘1 wish | could play tennis
wdl.

“You awaysruninto thebdl.
‘I never seem to know where the ball isgoing to come,” said Shaistavagudly. ‘Before | go home, | must
have someredly good shorts made in London. Or atennis dress like the American champion Ruth Allen

wears. | think that is very smart. Perhaps| will have both,” she smiled in pleasurable anticipation.

‘ Shaista never thinks of anything except thingsto wear,’” said Juliascornfully as the two friends passed
on. ‘Do you thinkwe shdl ever belike that?

‘| suppose s0,” said Jennifer gloomily. ‘It will be an awful bore’

They entered the Sports Pavilion, now officialy vacated by the police, and Jennifer put her racquet
carefully into her press.

‘lan'titlovely? shesad, sroking it affectionatdly.

‘What have you done with the old one?

‘Oh, shetook it.’

‘Who?

‘The woman who brought this. She'd met Aunt Ginaat a cocktail party, and Aunt Ginaasked her to
bring me this as she was coming down here today, and Aunt Ginasaid to bring up my old one and she'd
haveit restrung.’

‘Oh, | see...” But Juliawas frowning.

‘What did Bully want with you? asked Jennifer.

‘Bully? Oh, nothing really. Just Mummy’ s address. But she hasn't got one because she sonabus. In
Turkey somewhere. Jennifer—Iook here. Y our racquet didn’tneed restringing.’

‘Oh, it did, Julia. It waslike a sponge.’
‘I know. But it’ smy racquet redlly. | mean, we exchanged. It wasmy racquet that needed restringing.
Y ours, the one I’ ve got now, was restrung. Y ou said yoursdlf your mother had had it restrung before you

went abroad.’

‘Yes, that'strue.” Jennifer looked alittle gartled. * Oh wdll, | suppose this woman—whoever she
was—I| ought to have asked her name, but | was so entranced—just saw that it needed restringing.’



‘But you said thatshe said that it was your Aunt Gina who had said it needed restringing. And your Aunt
Ginacouldn’'t have thought it needed restringing if it didn’t.’

‘Oh, well—" Jennifer looked impatient. ‘| suppose—| suppose—
“Y ou suppose what?

‘Perhaps Aunt Gina just thought thatif | wanted a new racquet, it was because the old one wanted
restringing. Anyway what doesit matter?

‘| supposeit doesn’t matter,’” said Juliadowly. ‘But | do think it'sodd, Jennifer. It's like—like new
lampsfor old. Aladdin, you know.’

Jennifer giggled.

‘Fancy rubbing my old racquet—your old racquet, | mean, and having a genie appear! If you rubbed a
lamp and agenie did appear, what would you ask him for, Julia?

‘Lotsof things,” breathed Julia ecstatically. * A tape recorder, and an Alsatian—or perhaps a Great
Dane, and a hundred thousand pounds, and a black satin party frock, and oh! lots of other things...What
would you?

‘I don't redly know,” said Jennifer. ‘Now |’ ve got this smashing new racquet, | don't really want
anythingdse’

Chapter 13
Catastrophe

The third weekend after the opening of term followed the usual plan. It was the first weekend on which
parents were alowed to take pupils out. As aresult Meadowbank was left dmost deserted.

On this particular Sunday there would only be twenty girlsleft at the schoal itsdf for the midday med.
Some of the staff had weekend leave, returning late Sunday night or early Monday morning. On this
particular occasion Miss Bulstrode herself was proposing to be absent for the weekend. Thiswas
unusua sinceit was not her habit to leave the school during term time. But she had her reasons. Shewas
going to stay with the Duchess of Welsham at Welsington Abbey. The duchess had made a specia point
of it and had added that Henry Banks would be there. Henry Banks was the Chairman of the Governors.
He was an important industridist and he had been one of the origina backers of the school. Theinvitation
was therefore amost in the nature of acommand. Not that Miss Bulstrode would have alowed hersdf to
be commanded if she had not wished to do so. But asit happened, she welcomed the invitation gladly.
She was by no meansindifferent to duchesses and the Duchess of Welsham was an influentia duchess,
whose own daughters had been sent to Meadowbank. She was aso particularly glad to have the
opportunity of talking to Henry Banks on the subject of the school’ s future and aso to put forward her
own account of the recent tragic occurrence.

Owing to theinfluential connections at Meadowbank the murder of Miss Springer had been played
down very tactfully in the Press. It had become a sad fatality rather than a mysterious murder. The
impression was given, though not said, that possibly some young thugs had broken into the Sports
Pavilion and that Miss Springer’ s desth had been more accident than design. It was reported vaguely that



severa young men had been asked to come to the police station and * assist the police’ . Miss Bulstrode
hersdf was anxious to mitigate any unpleasant impression that might have been given to these two
influential patrons of the school. She knew that they wanted to discuss the velled hint that she had thrown
out of her coming retirement. Both the duchess and Henry Banks were anxious to persuade her to remain
on. Now wasthe time, Miss Bulstrode felt, to push the claims of Eleanor Vangttart, to point out what a
splendid person she was, and how well fitted to carry on the traditions of M eadowbank.

On Saturday morning Miss Bulstrode was just finishing off her correspondence with Ann Shapland when
the telephone rang. Ann answered it.

‘It sthe Emir Ibrahim, Miss Bulstrode. He' sarrived at Claridge’ s and would like to take Shaista out
tomorrow.’

Miss Bulstrode took the receiver from her and had abrief conversation with the Emir’ sequerry. Shaista
would be ready any time from eeven-thirty onwards on Sunday morning, she said. The girl must be back
at the school by eight p.m.

Sherang off and sad:

‘I wish Orientals sometimes gave you alittle more warning. It has been arranged for Shaistato go out
with Gisdlle d’ Aubray tomorrow. Now that will have to be cancelled. Have wefinished dl the letters?

‘Yes, Miss Bulstrode!’

‘Good, then | can go off with aclear conscience. Type them and send them off, and then you, too, are
free for the weekend. | shan’t want you until lunch time on Monday.’

‘Thank you, Miss Bulstrode.’

‘Enjoy yoursdlf, my dear.

‘I'mgoingto,” sad Ann.

“Y oung man?

‘Well—yes.” Ann coloured alittle. ‘ Nothing serious, though.’

‘Then there ought to be. If you're going to marry, don’t leaveit too late’
‘Ohthisisonly an old friend. Nothing exciting.’

‘Excitement,” said Miss Bulstrode warningly, ‘isn’'t dways agood foundation for married life. Send Miss
Chadwick to me, will you?

Miss Chadwick bustled in.

“The Emir lbrahim, Shaista s uncle, istaking her out tomorrow Chaddy. If he comeshimsdlf, tell him she
ismaking good progress.’

‘She' snot very bright,” said Miss Chadwick.



‘Shel simmatureintellectualy,” agreed Miss Bulstrode. ‘ But she has aremarkably mature mind in other
ways. Sometimes, when you talk to her, she might be awoman of twenty-five. | supposeit’s because of
the sophisticated life she' sled. Paris, Teheran, Cairo, Istanbul and dl therest of it. In this country we're
inclined to keep our children too young. We account it amerit when we say: “ She' still quiteachild.” It
isTtamerit. It sagrave handicap inlife’

‘| don't know that | quite agree with you there, dear,” said Miss Chadwick. ‘I'll go now and tell Shaista
about her uncle. Y ou go away for your weekend and don't worry about anything.’

‘Oh! | shan't,” saild MissBulstrode. * It'sagood opportunity, redly, for leaving Eleanor Vandttart in
charge and seeing how she shapes. With you and her in charge nothing' slikely to go wrong.’

‘l hope not, indeed. I'll go and find Shaista’
Shaistalooked surprised and not at al pleased to hear that her uncle had arrived in London.

‘He wants to take me out tomorrow? she grumbled. ‘But Miss Chadwick, it isall arranged that | go out
with Gisdle d Aubray and her mother.’

‘I'm afraid you'll have to do that another time.’

‘But | would much rather go out with Gisdle,’ said Shaistacrosdy. ‘My uncleisnot at al amusing. He
eats and then hegruntsand it isall very dull.’

“You mugtn't talk likethat. It isimpolite,” said Miss Chadwick. Y our uncleisonly in England for a
weeK, | understand, and naturaly he wantsto seeyou.’

‘ Perhaps he has arranged anew marriage for me,” said Shaista, her face brightening. ‘If so, that would
befun.

‘If that is S0, he will no doubt tell you so. But you are too young to get married yet awhile. Y ou must first
finish your educetion.’

‘Education isvery boring,” said Shaista

Sunday morning dawned bright and serene—Miss Shapland had departed soon after Miss Bulsirode on
Saturday. Miss Johnson, Miss Rich and Miss Blake left on Sunday morning.

Miss Vangttart, Miss Chadwick, Miss Rowan and Mademoisdlle Blanche were left in charge.

‘I hopedl the girlswon't talk too much,” said Miss Chadwick dubioudly. * About poor Miss Springer |
mean.’

‘Let ushope,’ said Eleanor Vandttart, ‘that the whole affair will soon be forgotten.” She added: ‘I any
parents talk tome about it, | shdl discourage them. It will be best, | think, to take quite afirm line.’

The girlswent to church at 10 o’ clock accompanied by Miss Vandttart and Miss Chadwick. Four girls
who were Roman Catholics were escorted by Angele Blancheto ariva rdigious establishment. Then,



about haf past leven, the cars began to roll into the drive. Miss Vandttart, graceful, poised and
dignified, stood in the hall. She greeted mothers smilingly, produced their offspring and adroitly turned
aside any unwanted references to the recent tragedy.

‘Terible, shesad, ‘yes, quiteterrible, but, you do understand,we don’t talk about it here . All these
young minds—such apity for themto dwell onit.’

Chaddy was a so on the spot greeting old friends among the parents, discussing plansfor the holidays
and speaking affectionatdly of the various daughters.

‘1 do think Aunt Isabel might have come and takenme out,” said Juliawho with Jennifer was standing
with her nose pressed againgt the window of one of the classrooms, watching the comings and goingson
the drive outsde.

‘Mummy’ s going to take me out next weekend,” said Jennifer. ‘ Daddy’ s got some important people
coming down this weekend so she couldn’t come today.’

‘There goes Shaista,” said Julia, *all togged up for London. Oo-ee! Just ook at the heels on her shoes. |
bet old Johnson does't like those shoes!’

A liveried chauffeur was opening the door of alarge Cadillac. Shaista climbed in and was driven away.

“Y ou can come out with me next weekend, if you like,” said Jennifer. ‘| told Mummy I'd got afriend |
wanted to bring.’

‘I'"dloveto,” said Julia. ‘Look at Vangttart doing her stuff.’
‘Terribly gracious, isn't she? said Jennifer.

‘I don’'t know why,” said Julia, ‘ but somehow it makes me want to laugh. It'sasort of copy of Miss
Bulstrode, isn't it? Quite agood copy, but it’ srather like Joyce Grenfell or someone doing an imitation.’

‘There s Pam’smother,” said Jennifer. * She' s brought the little boys. How they can dl get into that tiny
Morris Minor | don’t know.’

‘They’regoing to haveapicnic,” said Julia. ‘Look at al the baskets!’

‘What are you going to do this afternoon? asked Jennifer. ‘I don’t think | need writeto Mummy this
week, do you, if I'm going to see her next week?

Y ou are dack about writing letters, Jennifer.’
‘I never can think of anything to say,” said Jennifer.

‘I can,’ said dulig, ‘1 can think of lotsto say.” She added mournfully, ‘ But thereisn't realy anyone much
to writeto a present.’

‘“What about your mother?

‘| told you she' sgoneto Anatoliain abus. Y ou can't write letters to people who go to Anatoliain
buses. At least you can’'t writeto them dl thetime.”



“Where do you write to when you do write?

‘Oh, consulates here and there. Sheleft me alist. Stamboul isthefirst and then Ankaraand then some
funny name.” She added, ‘| wonder why Bully wanted to get in touch with Mummy so badly? She
seemed quite upset when | said where she'd gone.’

‘It can’t be about you,” said Jennifer. “Y ou haven’t done anything awful, have you?

‘Not that | know of,” said Julia. * Perhaps she wanted to tell her about Springer.’

‘“Why should she? said Jennifer. ‘| should think she'd bejolly glad that there' s at least one mother who
doesn't know about Springer.’

“Y ou mean mothers might think that their daughters were going to get murdered too?
‘I don’t think my mother’ s quite asbad asthat,” said Jennifer. ‘But she did get in quite aflap about it.’

‘If you ask me,;” said dulia, in ameditative manner, ‘| think there’ salot that they haven't told us about
Springer.’

‘What sort of things?
‘Well, funny things seem to be happening. Like your new tennisracquet.’

‘Oh, | meant to tell you,” said Jennifer, ‘1 wrote and thanked Aunt Ginaand thismorning | got aletter
from her saying shewas very glad I’ d got anew racquet but that she never sent it to me.’

‘| told you that racquet businesswas peculiar,” said Juliatriumphantly, ‘and you had a burglary, too, at
your home, didn’t you?

“Yes, but they didn’t take anything.’

‘That makesit even moreinteresting,’” said Julia. ‘1 think,” she added thoughtfully, ‘that we shal probably
have a second murder soon.’

‘Oh redly, dulia, why should we have a second murder?

‘Well, there’ susually asecond murder in books,” said dulia. ‘“What | think is, Jennifer, that you'll haveto
befrightfully careful that it isn'tyou who gets murdered.’

‘Me? sad Jennifer, surprised. ‘Why should anyone murder me?

‘ Because somehow you' remixed up init dl,” said Julia. She added thoughtfully, ‘We must try and get a
bit more out of your mother next week, Jennifer. Perhaps somebody gave her some secret papersout in
Ramat.’

‘What sort of secret papers?

‘Oh, how should | know,” said dulia. ‘ Plans or formulas for anew atomic bomb. That sort of thing.’



Jennifer looked unconvinced.

Miss Vandttart and Miss Chadwick were in the Common Room when Miss Rowan entered and said:
‘Whereis Shaigta? | can't find her anywhere. The Emir’scar hasjust arrived to call for her.’

“What? Chaddy looked up surprised. ‘ There must be some mistake. The Emir’s car camefor her about
three quarters of an hour ago. | saw her get into it and drive off mysdf. She was one of the first to go.’

Eleanor Vangttart shrugged her shoulders. ‘| suppose a car must have been ordered twice over, or
something,” shesaid.

She went out herself and spoke to the chauffeur. * There must be some mistake,” she said. ‘ The young
lady has already |eft for London three quarters of an hour ago.’

The chauffeur seemed surprised. ‘| suppose there must be some misteke, if you say so, madam,” he
sad. ‘1 was definitely given ingtructionsto call & Meadowbank for the young lady.’

‘| suppose there’ s bound to be amuddle sometimes,” said Miss Vandttart.

The chauffeur seemed unperturbed and unsurprised. ‘Happensdl thetime,” he said. ‘ Telephone
messages taken, written down, forgotten. All that sort of thing. But we pride oursalvesin our firm that we
don’'t make mistakes. Of coursg, if | may say so, you never know with these Oriental gentlemen. They’ve
sometimes got quite abig entourage with them, and orders get given twice and even threetimes over. |
expect that' swhat must have happened in thisinstance.” He turned his large car with some adroitness

and drove away.

Miss Vangttart looked alittle doubtful for amoment or two, but she decided there was nothing to worry
about and began to look forward with satisfaction to a peaceful afternoon.

After luncheon the few girlswho remained wrote | etters or wandered about the grounds. A certain
amount of tenniswas played and the swimming pool waswell patronized. Miss Vangttart took her
fountain pen and her writing pad to the shade of the cedar tree. When the telephone rang at half past four
it was Miss Chadwick who answered it.

‘Meadowbank School? The voice of awell-bred young Englishman spoke. * Oh, isMiss Bulstrode
there?

‘Miss Bulstrode' s not heretoday. Thisis Miss Chadwick speaking.’

‘Oh, it’ s about one of your pupils. | am spesking from Claridge' s, the Emir [brahim’ s suite’
‘Oh yes?Y ou mean about Shaista?

‘Y es. The Emir israther annoyed at not having got amessage of any kind.’

‘A message? Why should he get amessage?



‘“Well, to say that Shaista couldn’t come, or wasn't coming.’

‘“Wasn't coming! Do you mean to say she hasn't arrived?

‘No, no, she'scertainly not arrived. Did she leave Meadowbank then?

‘Yes. A car camefor her this morning—oh, about haf past eleven | should think, and she drove off.’

‘That’ s extraordinary because there’ sno sign of her here...1" d better ring up the firm that suppliesthe
Emir'scars’

‘Oh dear,’ said Miss Chadwick, ‘| do hope there hasn’t been an accident.’

‘Oh, don't let’ sassumethewordt,” said the young man cheerfully. ‘1 think you' d have heard, you know,
if there' d been an accident. Or wewould. | shouldn’t worry if | wereyou.’

But Miss Chadwick did worry.

‘It seemsto me very odd,” she said.

‘| suppose—' the young man hesitated.
‘Yes? said Miss Chadwick.

‘Well, it’ snot quite the sort of thing | want to suggest to the Emir, but just between you and methere's
no—er—wadl, no boy friend hanging about, isthere?

‘Certainly not,” said Miss Chadwick with dignity.

‘No, no, well | didn’t think there would be, but, well one never knowswith girls, doesone? Y ou'd be
surprised at some of thethings!’veruninto.’

‘| can assureyou,” said Miss Chadwick with dignity, ‘that anything of that kind is quite impossible’

But wasit impossible? Did one ever know with girls?

She replaced the receiver and rather unwillingly went in search of MissVandttart. There was no reason
to believe that Miss Vandttart would be any better able to ded with the Situation than she hersalf but she
felt the need of consulting with someone. Miss Vansttart said a once,

‘The second car?

They looked at each other.

‘Do you think,” said Chaddy dowly, ‘that we ought to report thisto the police?

‘Not to thepolice,” said Eleanor Vandittart in ashocked voice.

‘She did say, you know,” said Chaddy, ‘that somebody might try to kidnap her.’

‘Kidnap her? Nonsense!’ said MissVandittart sharply.



“You don’'t think—' Miss Chadwick was persistent.

‘Miss Bulstrode left mein charge here,” said Eleanor Vandttart, ‘and | shdl certainly not sanction
anything of the kind. We don't want any more trouble here with the police’

Miss Chadwick looked at her without affection. She thought Miss Vansittart was being short-sighted
and foolish. She went back into the house and put through a call to the Duchess of Welsham’s house.
Unfortunately everyone was out.

Chapter 14
Miss Chadwick Lies Awake

Miss Chadwick was restless. She turned to and fro in her bed counting sheep, and employing other
time-honoured methods of invoking deep. Invain.

At eight o' clock, when Shaista had not returned, and there had been no news of her, Miss Chadwick
had taken mattersinto her own hands and rung up Inspector Kelsey. Shewasrdieved to find that he did
not take the matter too serioudy. She could leaveit dl to him, he assured her. It would be an easy matter
to check up on apossible accident. After that, he would get in touch with London. Everything would be
done that was necessary. Perhapsthe girl hersalf was playing truant. He advised Miss Chadwick to say
aslittle as possible at the school. Let it be thought that Shaista was staying the night with her uncle at
Claridge' s.

‘Thelagt thing you want, or that Miss Bulstrode would want, isany more publicity,” saidd Kelsey. ‘It's
most unlikely that the girl has been kidnapped. So don't worry, Miss Chadwick. Leaveit dl tous’

But Miss Chadwick did worry.
Lying in bed, deepless, her mind went from possible kidnapping back to murder.

Murder at Meadowbank. It wasterrible! Unbelievable! Meadowbank . Miss Chadwick loved
Meadowbank. Sheloved it, perhaps, even more than Miss Bulstrode did, though in asomewhat different
way. It had been such arisky, gallant enterprise. Following Miss Bulstirode faithfully into the hazardous
undertaking, she had endured panic more than once. Supposing the whole thing should fail. They hadn’t
redly had much capitd. If they did not succeed—if their backing was withdrawn—Miss Chadwick had
an anxious mind and could aways tabulate innumerable ifs. Miss Bulstrode had enjoyed the adventure,
the hazard of it al, but Chaddy had not. Sometimes, in an agony of apprehension, she had pleaded for
Meadowbank to be run on more conventiond lines. It would besafer , she urged. But Miss Bulstrode
had been uninterested in safety. She had her vison of what aschool should be and she had pursued it
unafraid. And she had been judtified in her audacity. But oh, the relief to Chaddy when success was afat
accompli . When Meadowbank was established, safely established, asagresat English indtitution. It was
then that her love for Meadowbank had flowed most fully. Doubts, fears, anxieties, al dipped from her.
Peace and prosperity had come. She basked in the prosperity of Meadowbank like a purring tabby cat.

She had been quite upset when Miss Bulstrode had first begun to talk of retirement. Retirenow —when
everything was st fair? What madness! Miss Bulstrode talked of travel, of al the thingsin the world to
see. Chaddy was unimpressed. Nothing, anywhere, could be half as good as Meadowbank! It had
seemed to her that nothing could affect the well-being of M eadowbank—But now—M urder!



Such an ugly violent word—coming in from the outside world like an ill-mannered storm wind.
Murder—aword associated by Miss Chadwick only with delinquent boyswith flick knives, or
evil-minded doctors poisoning their wives. But murder here—at a school—and not any school—at
Meadowbank. Incredible.

Redly, Miss Springer—poor Miss Springer, naturally it wasn't herfault —but, illogicaly, Chaddy felt
that it must have been her fault in someway. She didn’t know the traditions of Meadowbank. A tactless
woman. She must in some way have invited murder. Miss Chadwick rolled over, turned her pillow, sad
‘I mustn’'t go on thinking of it al. Perhagps| had better get up and take some aspirin. I'll just try counting
tofifty...’

Before she had got to fifty, her mind was off again on the same track. Worrying. Would al this—and
perhaps kidnapping too—get into the papers? Would parents, reading, hasten to take their daughters

avay...

Oh dear, shemust cam down and go to deep. What time was it? She switched on her light and looked
at her watch—Jugt after a quarter to one. Just about the time that poor Miss Springer...No, she would
nat think of it any more. And, how stupid of Miss Springer to have gone off by hersdf like that without
waking up somebody else.

‘Oh dear,” said Miss Chadwick. ‘I'll have to take some aspirin.’

She got out of bed and went over to the washstand. She took two aspirinswith adrink of water. On her
way back, she pulled aside the curtain of the window and peered out. She did so to reassure hersalf
more than for any other reason. She wanted to fedl that of course there would never again bealight in
the Sports Pavilion in the middle of the night.

But there was.

In aminute Chaddy had legpt to action. She thrust her feet into stout shoes, pulled on athick codt,
picked up her dectric torch and rushed out of her room and down the stairs. She had blamed Miss
Springer for not obtaining support before going out to investigate, but it never occurred to her to do so.
Shewas only eager to get out to the Pavilion and find out who the intruder was. She did pause to pick up
aweagpon—not perhaps avery good one, but aweapon of kinds, and then she was out of the side door
and following quickly aong the path through the shrubbery. She was out of breath, but completely
resolute. Only when she got at last to the door, did she dacken up and take care to move softly. The
door was dightly gjar. She pushed it further open and looked in...

At about the time when Miss Chadwick was rising from bed in search of aspirin, Ann Shapland, looking
very attractive in ablack dance frock, was sitting at atablein Le Nid Sauvage eating Supreme of
Chicken and amiling at the young man opposite her. Dear Dennis, thought Ann to hersdf, aways o
exactly thesame. Itiswhat | Smply couldn’t beer if | married him. Heisrather apet, dl the same. Aloud
she remarked:

‘What fun thisis, Dennis. Such agloriouschange .’

‘How isthe new job? said Dennis.



‘Well, actudly, I'm rather enjoyingit.’

‘Doesn’t seem to me quite your sort of thing.’

Ann laughed. ‘I'd be hard put to it to say what ismy sort of thing. | like variety, Dennis’

‘I never can see why you gave up your job with old Sir Mervyn Todhunter.’

‘Well, chiefly because of Sir Mervyn Todhunter. The attention he bestowed on me was beginning to
E:]r(;\%/,hiswife Andit’spart of my policy never to annoy wives. They can do you alot of harm, you

‘Jedlous cats,” said Dennis.

‘Ohno, not redlly,” said Ann. ‘I’'m rather on the wives side. Anyway | liked Lady Todhunter much
better than old Mervyn. Why are you surprised at my present job?

‘Oh, aschool. You're not scholastically minded at all, | should have said.’

‘I’d hate toteach in aschoal. I’ d hate to be penned up. Herded with alot of women. But the work as
the secretary of aschool like Meadowbank israther fun. It really isaunique place, you know. And Miss
Bulstrode sunique. She sredly something, | can tell you. Her stedl-grey eye goes through you and sees
your innermost secrets. And she keegps you on your toes. I’ d hate to make amistake in any letters1’d
taken down for her. Oh yes, she' s certainly something.’

‘I wishyou' d get tired of dl thesejobs,” said Dennis. * It’s quite time, you know, Ann, that you stopped
all thisracketing about with jobs here and jobs there and—and settled down.’

“You are swest, Dennis” said Ann in anoncommittal manner.

‘We could have quite fun, you know,” said Dennis.

‘| daresay,” said Ann, ‘but I’ m not ready yet. And anyway, you know, there’ s my mamma.’
“Yes, | was—going to talk to you about that.’

‘ About my mamma? What were you going to say?

‘“Well, Ann, you know | think you' re wonderful. The way you get an interesting job and then you chuck
ital up and go hometo her.’

‘Wdl, | have to now and again when she getsaredly bad attack.’

‘I know. Asl say, | think it' swonderful of you. But all the same there are places, you know, very good
places nowadays where—where people like your mother are well looked after and al that sort of thing.
Not redly loony bins’

‘ And which cost the earth,” said Ann.

‘No, no, not necessarily. Why, even under the Hedlth Scheme—'



A hbitter note crept into Ann’svoice. ‘ Yes, | daresay it will cometo that one day. But in the meantime
I’ve got anice old pussy who lives with Mother and who can cope normaly. Mother is quite reasonable
most of the time—And when she—isn't, | come back and lend ahand.’

‘She' s—sheis't—she' s never—7?

‘ Areyou going to say violent, Dennis? Y ou’ ve got an extraordinarily lurid imagination. No. My dear
mammaisnever violent. She just gets fuddlied. She forgets where she is and who sheis and wantsto go
for long walks, and then aslike as not she'll jJump into atrain or a bus and take off somewhere
and—wdl, it'sdl very difficult, you see. Sometimesit’ stoo much for one person to cope with. But she's
quite happy, even when sheis fuddled. And sometimes quite funny abouit it. | remember her saying: “Ann,
darling, it redly isvery embarrassng. | knew | was going to Tibet and there | was Sitting in that hotel in
Dover with no idea how to get there. Then | thought why was | going to Tibet? And | thought I’ d better
come home. Then | couldn’t remember how long ago it waswhen | left home. It makesit very
embarrassing, dear, when you can't quite remember things.” Mummy wasredly very funny over it al,
you know. | mean she quite sees the humorous side hersdlf.’

‘I’ve never actudly met her, Dennis began.

‘| don’t encourage people to meet her,” said Ann. ‘ That’ sthe one thing | think youcan do for your
people. Protect them from—uwell, curiosity and pity.’

‘It snot curiosity, Ann.’

‘No, | don't think it would be that with you. But it would be pity. | don’t want that.’

‘| can seewhat you mean.’

‘But if you think | mind giving up jobs from time to time and going home for an indefinite period, | don't,
sad Ann. ‘1 never meant to get embroiled in anything too deeply. Not even when | took my first post
after my secretarid training. | thought the thing wasto get redly good et thejob. Thenif you'reredly
good you can pick and choose your posts. Y ou see different places and you see different kinds of life. At
the moment I’'m seeing school life. The best school in England seen fromwithin! | shal stay there, |
expect, about ayear and ahalf.’

“You never redly get caught up in things, do you, Ann?

‘No,” said Ann thoughtfully, ‘I don’t think I do. I think I’ m one of those people who isaborn observer.
More like acommentator on the radio.’

“You're o detached,” said Dennisgloomily. *Y ou don't redlly care about anything or anyone.’
‘| expect | shdl someday,” said Ann encouragingly.

‘I do understand more or less how you' re thinking and fegling.’

‘| doubt it, said Ann.

‘Anyway, | don’'t think you'll last ayear. You'll get fed up with al those women,” said Dennis.

‘There' savery good-looking gardener,” said Ann. She laughed when she saw Dennis s expression.



‘Cheer up, I’m only trying to make you jealous.’
‘“What' sthis about one of the mistresses having been killed?
‘Oh, that.” Ann’ sface became serious and thoughtful.

‘That’s odd, Dennis. Very odd indeed. It was the Games Mistress. Y ou know the type. I-am-a-plain-
Games Midtress. | think there’ salot more behind it than has come out yet.’

‘Wdll, don't you get mixed up in anything unpleasant.’

‘That’ seasy to say. I’ ve never had any chance at displaying my talents asadeuth. | think I might be
rather good at it.’

‘Now, Ann.’

‘Darling, I'm not going to trail dangerous criminds. I’'m just going to—well, make afew logica
deductions. Why and who. And what for? That sort of thing. I’ ve come across one piece of information
that’ srather interesting.’

‘Ann!’

‘Don’'t look s0 agonized. Only it doesn’'t seemto link up with anything,” said Ann thoughtfully. ‘Uptoa
point it al fitsin very well. And then, suddenly, it doesw't.” She added cheerfully, ‘ Perhapsther€ |l bea
second murder, and that will clarify thingsalittle’

It was at exactly that moment that Miss Chadwick pushed open the Sports Pavilion door.

Chapter 15

Murder Repests Itsdlf

‘Comedong, said Ingpector Kelsey, entering the room with agrim face. * There' s been another.’

‘Another what? Adam looked up sharply.

‘ Another murder,” said Inspector Kelsey. He led the way out of the room and Adam followed him. They
had been gtting in the latter’ s room drinking beer and discussing various probabilities when Kelsey had
been summoned to the telephone.

‘Whoisit? demanded Adam, as hefollowed Inspector Kelsey down the stairs.

‘ Another mistress—Miss Vandittart.’

‘“Where?

‘In the Sports Pavilion.’

‘The Sports Pavilion again,’” said Adam. ‘What is there about this Sports Pavilion?

“You' dbetter giveit the once-over thistime,” said Ingpector Kelsey. * Perhaps your technique of



searching may be more successful than ours has been. There must besomething about that Sports
Pavilion or why should everyone get killed there?

He and Adam got into hiscar. ‘| expect the doctor will be there ahead of us. He hasn't so far to go.’
It was, Kelsey thought, like abad dream repesting itself as he entered the brilliantly lighted Sports
Pavilion. There, once again, was abody with the doctor knedling beside it. Once again the doctor rose
from his knees and got up.

‘Killed about haf an hour ago,’” he said. * Forty minutes at most.’

‘Who found her? said Kelsey.

One of his men spoke up. *Miss Chadwick.’

‘That'stheold one, isn't it?

‘Y es. She saw alight, came out here, and found her dead. She stumbled back to the house and more or
lesswent into hysterics. It was the matron who telephoned, Miss Johnson.’

‘Right,’ said Kelsey. ‘How was she killed? Shot again?

The doctor shook his head. ‘ No. Slugged on the back of the head, thistime. Might have been acosh or
asandbag. Something of that kind.’

A golf club with asted head was lying near the door. It wasthe only thing that looked remotely
disorderly in the place.

‘What about that? said Kelsey, pointing. * Could she have been hit with that?

The doctor shook his head. ‘ Impossible. There’ sno mark on her. No, it was definitely a heavy rubber
cosh or asandbag, something of that sort.’

‘ Something—yprofessona ?

‘Probably, yes. Whoever it was, didn’t mean to make any noise thistime. Came up behind her and
dugged her on the back of the head. Shefell forward and probably never knew what hit her.’

‘“What was she doing?

‘ She was probably knedling down,” said the doctor. ‘ Knedling in front of thislocker.’

The Ingpector went up to thelocker and looked &t it. ‘ That' sthe girl’snameonit, | presume,” he said.
‘ Shaista—Ilet me see, that’ sthe—that’ sthe Egyptian girl, isn’t it? Her Highness Princess Shaista” He
turned to Adam. ‘It seemstotiein, doesn’t it? Wait a minute—that’ s the girl they reported this evening
asmissng?

‘That’sright, dir,” said the Sergeant. * A car called for her here, supposed to have been sent by her uncle
who's staying at Claridge’ sin London. She got into it and drove off.’

‘No reports come in?



‘Not asyet, gr. Got anetwork out. Andthe Yardisoniit.’

‘A nicesmpleway of kidnapping anyone,” said Adam. ‘No struggle, no cries. All you' ve got to know is
that the girl’ sexpecting a car to fetch her and al you' ve got to do isto look like a high-class chauffeur
and arrive there before the other car does. The girl will step in without a second thought and you can
drive off without her suspecting in the least what' s hgppening to her.’

“No abandoned car found anywhere? asked Kelsey.

‘We' ve had no news of one,” said the Sergeant. ‘' The Yard’ son it now as| said,” he added, ‘and the
Specid Branch.’

‘May mean abit of apolitica schemozzle,” said the Ingpector. ‘1 don’t suppose for aminute they’ll be
ableto take her out of the country.’

“What do they want to kidnap her for anyway? asked the doctor.

‘Goodness knows,” said Kelsay gloomily. ‘ She told me she was afraid of being kidnapped and I'm
ashamed to say | thought she wasjust showing off.’

‘| thought so, too, when you told me about it,” said Adam.

‘Thetroubleiswe don't know enough,” said Kelsey. ‘ There are far too many loose ends.” He looked
around. ‘Well, there doesn’t seem to be anything more that | can do here. Get on with the usua
stuff—photographs, fingerprints, etc. I’ d better go dong to the house.’

At the house he was received by Miss Johnson. She was shaken but preserved her salf-control.

‘It sterrible, Ingpector,” she said. ‘ Two of our mistresses killed. Poor Miss Chadwick’ sin a dreadful
date’

‘I"d like to see her assoon as | can.’
‘The doctor gave her something and she’ s much calmer now. Shdl | take you to her?

‘Yes, inaminute or two. Firgt of dl, just tell me what you can about the last time you saw Miss
Vangttart.

‘I haven't seen her at dl today,” said Miss Johnson. ‘I’ ve been away dl day. | arrived back here just
before e even and went straight up to my room. | went to bed.’

“You didn’t happen to look out of your window towards the Sports Pavilion?

‘No. No, I never thought of it. I’ d spent the day with my sister whom | hadn’t seen for some time and
my mind was full of home news. | took a bath and went to bed and read abook, and | turned off the light
and went to deep. The next thing | knew was when Miss Chadwick burst in, looking as white as a sheet
and sheking dl over.’

‘Was Miss Vangittart absent today?



‘No, shewas here. Shewasin charge. Miss Bulstrode' saway.’
“Who else was here, of the mistresses, | mean?

Miss Johnson consdered amoment. ‘ Miss Vandgttart, Miss Chadwick, the French mistress,
Mademoisdle Blanche, Miss Rowan.’

‘1 see. Wdll, | think you'’ d better take me to Miss Chadwick now.’

Miss Chadwick was Stting in achair in her room. Although the night was awarm onethe dectric fire
had been turned on and arug was wrapped round her knees. She turned a ghastly face towards

Inspector Kelsey.
* She' s dead—sheis dead? There' s no chance that—that she might come round?
Kelsey shook hishead dowly.

‘It sso awful,” said Miss Chadwick, ‘with Miss Bulstrode awvay.” She burst into tears. ‘ Thiswill ruin the
school,” shesaid. * Thiswill ruin Meadowbank. | can’t bear it—I redlly can’t bear it

Kelsey sat down besde her. ‘| know,” he said sympatheticaly, ‘1 know. It's been aterrible shock to
you, but I want you to be brave, Miss Chadwick, and tell me all you know. The sooner we can find out
who did it, the less trouble and publicity there will be’

‘Yes, yes, | can seethat. Y ou see, I—I went to bed early because | thought it would be nice for onceto
have anicelong night. But | couldn’t go to deep. | wasworrying.’

‘Worrying about the school ?

‘Y es. And about Shaistabeing missing. And then | began thinking of Miss Springer and
whether—whether her murder would affect the parents, and whether perhaps they wouldn’t send their
girlsback here next term. | was o terribly upset for Miss Bulstrode. | mean, she' smade thisplace. It's
been such afine achievement.’

‘I know. Now go on telling me—you were worried, and you couldn’'t deep?

‘No, | counted sheep and everything. And then | got up and took some aspirin and when I’d taken it |
just happened to draw back the curtains from the window. | don’t quite know why. | suppose because
I’ d been thinking about Miss Springer. Then you see, | saw...l saw alight there’

‘What kind of alight?

‘Well, asort of dancing light. | mean—I think it must have been atorch. It wasjust like the light that
Miss Johnson and | saw before.’

‘It wasjudt the same, wasiit?
‘Yes. Yes, | think so. Perhaps alittle feebler, but | don’t know.’

‘Yes. And then?



‘And then,” said Miss Chadwick, her voice suddenly becoming more resonant, ‘| was determined that
thistime | would see who it was out there and what they were doing. So | got up and pulled on my coat
and my shoes, and | rushed out of the house.’

“You didn't think of caling anyone else?

‘No. No, | didn’t. You seel wasin such ahurry to get there, | was so afraid the person—whoever it
was—would go away.’

‘Y es. Go on, Miss Chadwick.’

‘So | went asfast as| could. | went up to the door and just before | got there | went on tiptoe so
that—so that | should be able to look in and nobody would hear me coming. | got there. The door was
not shut—just gjar and | pushed it very dightly open. | looked round it and—and there she was. Falen
forward on her face,dead ...’

She began to shake dl over.

‘Yes, yes, Miss Chadwick, it'sdl right. By the way, there was agolf club out there. Did you take it out?
Or did MissVandittart?

‘A golf club? said Miss Chadwick vaguely. ‘| can’'t remember—Oh, yes, | think | picked it up inthe
hall. | took it out with mein case—well, in case | should haveto useit. When | saw Eleanor | suppose|
just dropped it. Then | got back to the house somehow and | found Miss Johnson—Oh! | can't bear it. |
can't bear it—thiswill be the end of Meadowbank—'

Miss Chadwick’ svoice rose hystericaly. Miss Johnson came forward.

‘To discover two murdersistoo much of astrain for anyone,” said Miss Johnson. ‘ Certainly for anyone
her age. Y ou don’'t want to ask her any more, do you?

Inspector Kelsey shook his head.

As he was going downgtairs, he noticed a pile of old-fashioned sandbags with bucketsin an acove.
Dating from the war, perhaps, but the uneasy thought occurred to him that it needn’t have been a
professional with a cosh who had dugged Miss Vangttart. Someonein the building, someone who hadn't
wished to risk the sound of a shot asecond time, and who, very likely, had disposed of the incriminating
pistol after the last murder, could have hel ped themsel ves to an innocent-looking but lethal wegpon—and
possibly even replaced it tidily afterwarddl

Chapter 16

The Riddle of the Sports Pavilion

‘My head is bloody but unbowed,” said Adam to himself.

He was looking a Miss Bulstrode. He had never, he thought, admired awoman more. She sat, cool and
unmoved, with her lifework faling in ruinsabout her.

From time to time telephone calls came through announcing that yet another pupil was being removed.



Finaly Miss Bulstrode had taken her decision. Excusing herself to the police officers, she summoned
Ann Shapland, and dictated a brief statement. The school would be closed until the end of term. Parents
who found it inconvenient to have their children home, were welcometo leave themin her care and their

education would be continued.

“You'vegot thelist of parents names and addresses? And their telephone numbers?

‘Yes, MissBulstrode.’

‘Then start on the telephone. After that see atyped notice goesto everyone.’

‘Yes, MissBulstrode!’

On her way out, Ann Shapland paused near the door.

Sheflushed and her words came with arush.

‘Excuse me, Miss Bulstrode. It' s not my business—but isn't it a pity to—to be premature? |
mean—after thefirst panic, when people have had time to think—surdly they won't want to take the girls
away. They'll be sensble and think better of it.’

Miss Bulstrode looked at her keenly.

“You think I’'m accepting defegt too easily?

Ann flushed.

‘| know—you think it's cheek. But—but, well then, yes, | do.’

“You'reafighter, child, I’'m glad to see. But you' re quite wrong. I’ m not accepting defeat. I’ m going on
my knowledge of human nature. Urge people to take their children away, force it on them—and they

won't want to nearly so much. They’ll think up reasonsfor letting them remain. Or at the worst they’ |l
decideto let them come back next term—if thereisanext term,” she added grimly.

She looked at Inspector Kelsey.

‘That’ sup to you,” she said. ‘ Clear these murders up—catch whoever isresponsible for them—and
well bedl right.

Inspector Kelsey looked unhappy. He said: *We' re doing our best.’

Ann Shapland went out.

‘Competent girl,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘And loyal.’

Thiswasin the nature of a parenthesis. She pressed her attack.

‘Have you absolutely no idea of who killed two of my mistresses in the Sports Pavilion?'Y ou ought to, by
thistime. And this kidnapping on top of everything else. | blame mysdf there. The girl talked about

someone wanting to kidnap her. | thought, God forgive me, she was making hersdlf important. | see now
that there must have been something behind it. Someone must have hinted, or warned—one doesn't



know which—" She broke off, resuming: Y ou’ ve no news of any kind?

‘Not yet. But | don't think you need worry too much about that. It’'s been passed to the C.I.D. The
Specid Branchisontoit, too. They ought to find her within twenty-four hours, thirty-six at most. There
are advantagesin thisbeing anidand. All the ports, airports, etc., are derted. And the policein every
digtrict are keeping alookout. It' s actualy easy enough to kidnap anyone—it’ s kegping them hidden
that’ s the problem. Oh, we' Il find her.’

‘I hopeyou'll find her dive,’ said Miss Bulstrode grimly. *We seem to be up against someonewho isn't
too scrupulous about human life’

‘They wouldn’t have troubled to kidnap her if they’ d meant to do away with her,” said Adam. ‘ They
could have done that here easily enough.’

Hefdt that the last words were unfortunate. Miss Bulstrode gave him alook.
‘Soit seems,” shesad dryly.

The telephone rang. Miss Bulstrode took up the receiver.

‘Yes?

She motioned to Inspector Kelsey.

‘It sfor you.’

Adam and Miss Bulstrode watched him as he took the call. He grunted, jotted down a note or two, said
findly: ‘I see. Alderton Priors. That'sWallshire. Y es, we'll cooperate. Y es, Super. I'll carry on here,
then.

He put down the receiver and stayed amoment lost in thought. Then he looked up.

‘His Excellency got aransom note thismorning. Typed on anew Corona. Postmark Portsmouth. Bet
that' sablind.’

‘“Where and how? asked Adam.

‘ Crossroads two miles north of Alderton Priors. That’ sabit of bare moorland. Envelope containing
money to be put under stone behind A.A. box there a 2 am. tomorrow morning.’

‘How much?
‘“Twenty thousand.” He shook his head. * Sounds amateurish to me.’

“What are you going to do? asked Miss Bulstrode.

Inspector Kelsey looked at her. He was a different man. Officid reticence hung about him like acloak.
‘The respongbility isn't mine, madam,’ he said. * We have our methods.’

‘I hope they’ re successful,” said Miss Bulstrode.



‘Ought to be easy,” said Adam.

‘Amateurish? said Miss Bulstrode, catching at aword they had used. ‘| wonder ...’
Then she said sharply:

‘What about my staff? What remains of it, that isto say? Do | trust them, or don't 1?7
As Inspector Kelsey hesitated, she said,

‘You'reafraid that if you tell mewho isnot cleared, | should show it in my manner to them. You're
wrong. | shouldn’t’

‘I don’t think you would,” said Kelsey. ‘But | can’t afford to take any chances. It doesn’'t look, on the
face of it, asthough any of your staff can be the person we're looking for. That is, not so far aswe' ve
been able to check up on them. We ve paid specid attention to those who are new thisterm—that is
Mademoisdlle Blanche, Miss Springer and your secretary, Miss Shapland. Miss Shapland' spast is
completely corroborated. She' sthe daughter of aretired generd, she has held the posts she says she did
and her former employersvouch for her. In addition she hasan dibi for last night. When Miss Vangttart
was killed, Miss Shapland was with aMr Dennis Rathbone at anight club. They’ re both well known
there, and Mr Rathbone has an excellent character. Mademoiselle Blanche' s antecedents have al so been
checked. She hastaught at aschool in the north of England and at two schoolsin Germany, and has been
given an excdllent character. Sheissaid to be afirst-class teacher.’

“Not by our standards,” sniffed Miss Bulstrode.

“Her French background has aso been checked. As regards Miss Springer, things are not quite so
conclusive. She did her training where she says, but there have been gaps sincein her periods of
employment which are not fully accounted for.

‘Since, however, shewaskilled,” added the Inspector, ‘that seemsto exonerate her.’

‘| agree,’ said Miss Bulstrode dryly, ‘that both Miss Springer and Miss Vangittart arehors de combat as
suspects. Let ustak sense. Is Mademoisdle Blanche, in spite of her blameless background, still a
suspect merely because sheisill dive?

‘ Shecould have done both murders. She was here, in the building, last night,” said Kelsey. ‘ Shesays she
went to bed early and dept and heard nothing until the alarm was given. There sno evidenceto the
contrary. We ve got nothing againgt her. But Miss Chadwick says definitely that she'sdy.’

Miss Bulstrode waved that aside impatiently.

‘Miss Chadwick dwaysfindsthe French Mistresses dy. She’ s got athing about them.” She looked at
Adam. ‘What doyou think?

‘| think shepries,” said Adam dowly. ‘It may be just natura inquisitiveness. It may be something more. |
can’t make up my mind. She doesn’tlook to melike akiller, but how does one know?

‘That'sjustit, said Kelsey. ‘ Thereisakiller here, aruthlesskiller who haskilled twice—but it' svery
hard to believe that it' s one of the staff. Miss Johnson was with her sister last night at Limeston on Sea,



and anyway she's been with you seven years. Miss Chadwick’ s been with you since you started. Both of
them, anyway, are clear of Miss Springer’ s death. Miss Rich has been with you over ayear and was
daying last night at the Alton Grange Hotdl, twenty miles away, Miss Blake waswith friends at Littleport,
Miss Rowan has been with you for ayear and has agood background. Asfor your servants, frankly |
can't see any of them asmurderers. They’redl locd, too...’

Miss Bulstrode nodded pleasantly.

‘| quite agree with your reasoning. It doesn’t leave much, doesit? So—' She paused and fixed an
accudng eye on Adam. ‘It looks really—as though it must beyou .’

His mouth opened in astonishment.

‘On the spot,” she mused. ‘ Free to come and go...Good story to account for your presence here.
Background OK but youcould be a double crosser, you know.’

Adam recovered himsdf.

‘Redlly, MissBulstrode,” he said admiringly, ‘I take off my hat to you. Y ou think of everything I’

[
‘Good gracious!’ cried Mrs Sutcliffe at the breakfast table. ‘Henry!’
She had just unfolded her newspaper.

The width of the table was between her and her husband since her weekend guests had not yet put in an
appearance for the medl.

Mr Sutcliffe, who had opened his paper to the financia page, and was absorbed in the unforeseen
movements of certain shares, did not reply.

‘Henry!”

The clarion call reached him. Heraised astartled face.

‘What' s the matter, Joan?

‘The matter? Another murder! At Meadowbank! At Jennifer’s school .’
‘What? Here, letme see!’

Disregarding hiswife' sremark that it would bein his paper, too, Mr Sutcliffe leant across the table and
snatched the sheet from hiswife' sgrasp.

‘Miss Eleanor Vangttart... Sports Pavilion....same spot where Miss Springer, the Games
Midress...hm...hm...’

‘| can't believeit!’” Mrs Sutcliffe was wailing. ‘ Meadowbank. Such an exclusive school. Royalty there
and everything...’



Mr Sutcliffe crumpled up the paper and threw it down on the table.

‘Only onething to be done,” he said. ‘Y ou get over there right away and take Jennifer out of it.’
“Y ou mean take her avay—atogether?

‘That'swhat | mean.’

“You don’t think that would be a little too drastic? After Rosamond being so good about it and
managing to get her in?

“Y ou won't be the only one taking your daughter away! Plenty of vacancies soon at your precious
Meadowbank.’

‘Oh, Henry, do you think so?

‘Yes, | do. Something badly wrong there. Take Jennifer avay today.’

Y es—of course—I suppose you' re right. What shall we do with her?

*Send her to a secondary modern somewhere handy. They don’'t have murdersthere’

‘Oh, Henry, but theydo . Don't you remember? There was a boy who shot the science master &t one. It
wasin last week’ sNews of the World

‘1 don’t know what England’ s coming to,” said Mr Suitcliffe.

Disgusted, he threw his napkin on the table and strode from the room.

Adam was donein the Sports Pavilion...His deft fingers were turning over the contents of the lockers. It
was unlikely that he would find anything where the police had failed but after al, one could never be sure.
AsKesey had said every department’ stechnique varied alittle.

What was there that linked this expensve modern building with sudden and violent death? Theideaof a
rendezvous was out. No one would choose to keep arendezvous a second time in the same place where
murder had occurred. It came back to it, then, that there was something here that someone waslooking
for. Hardly acache of jewels. That seemed ruled out. There could be no secret hiding place, false
drawers, spring catches, etc. And the contents of the lockers were pitifully smple. They had their secrets,
but they were the secrets of school life. Photographs of pin up heroes, packets of cigarettes, an
occasiona unsuitable cheap paperback. Especidly he returned to Shaista slocker. 1t was while bending
over that that Miss Vandttart had been killed. What had Miss Vandittart expected to find there? Had she
found it? Had her killer taken it from her dead hand and then dipped out of the building in the nick of time
to miss being discovered by Miss Chadwick?

Inthat caseit was no good looking. Whatever it was, was gone.

The sound of footsteps outside aroused him from his thoughts. He was on hisfeet and lighting a cigarette



inthe middle of the floor when Julia Upjohn appeared in the doorway, hesitating alittle.
‘ Anything you want, miss? asked Adam.
‘| wondered if | could have my tennisracquet.’

‘Don’'t seewhy not,” said Adam. ‘ Police congtable left me here,” he explained mendacioudy. ‘Had to
drop back to the station for something. Told meto stop here while hewas away.’

‘To seeif he came back, | suppose,’ said Julia
‘The police constable?

‘No. | mean, the murderer. They do, don’t they? Come back to the scene of the crime. They haveto!
It' sacompulsion.’

“You may beright, said Adam. He looked up at the serried rows of racquetsin their presses.
‘Whereaboutsis yours?

‘Under U, said ulia. ‘Right at the far end. We have our names on them,” she explained, pointing out the
adhesive tape as he handed the racquet to her.

‘Seen some service,” said Adam. ‘ But been a good racquet once.’
‘Can | have Jennifer Sutcliffe' stoo? asked dulia

‘New,” said Adam appreciatively, as he handed it to her.

‘Brand new,’ said Julia. ‘Her aunt sent it to her only the other day.’
‘Lucky girl.’

‘ She ought to have agood racquet. She' s very good at tennis. Her backhand’ s come on like anything
thisterm.” Shelooked round. ‘ Don't you think hewill come back?

Adam was amoment or two getting it.

‘Oh. The murderer? No, | don’t think it’sredlly likely. Bit risky, wouldn’t it be?
“Y ou don't think murderersfed theyhave to?

‘Not unlessthey’ ve left something behind.’

“You mean aclue?|’d liketo find aclue. Have the police found one?

‘They wouldn't tell me”’

‘No. | supposethey wouldn't...Areyou interested in crime?

Shelooked a him inquiringly. He returned her glance. There was, as yet, nothing of thewomanin her.
She must be of much the same age as Shaista, but her eyes held nothing but interested inquiry.



‘“Well—I suppose—up to apoint—we all are’

Julianodded in agreement.

‘Yes. | think o, too...I can think of al sorts of solutions—but most of them are very far fetched. It's
rather fun, though.’

“Youweren't fond of Miss Vandttart?

‘1 never redly thought about her. Shewasal right. A bit like the Bull—Miss Bulstrode—but not redlly
like her. More like an understudy in atheatre. | didn’t mean it was fun she was dead. I’ m sorry about

that.’
She waked out holding the two racquets.
Adam remained |ooking round the Pavilion.

‘What the hdl could there ever have been here? he muttered to himsalf.

|V
‘Good lord,” said Jennifer, dlowing Julia sforehand drive to pass her. * There sMummy.’

Thetwo girlsturned to Stare at the agitated figure of Mrs Sutcliffe, shepherded by MissRich, rapidly
arriving and gesticulating as she did so.

‘Morefuss, | suppose,’ said Jennifer resignedly. ‘It sthe murder. Y ouare lucky, Julia, that your mother’s
safely onabusin the Caucasus!’

‘Theré sgill Aunt Isabdl’
‘Auntsdon’t mind in the sameway.’
‘Hallo, Mummy,” she added, as Mrs Sutcliffe arrived.

Y ou must come and pack your things, Jennifer. I’ m taking you back with me.’
‘Back home?

Vs

‘But—you don’t mean altogether? Not for good?

‘Yes. | do’

‘But you can’' t—redlly. My tennis has come on like anything. I’ ve got avery good chance of winning the
snglesand Juliaand I might win the doubles, though | don’t think it'svery likely.’

“Y ou’ re coming home with metoday.’



‘Why?

‘Don’'t ask questions.’

‘| supposeit’s because of Miss Springer and Miss Vangttart being murdered. But no one' s murdered
any of thegirls. I’'m sure they wouldn’t want to. And Sports Day isin threeweeks time. Ithink | shal win
the Long Jump and I’ ve agood chance for the Hurdling.’

‘Don’'t argue with me, Jennifer. Y ou’ re coming back with metoday. Y our father inggts’

‘But, Mummy—'

Arguing persstently Jennifer moved towards the house by her mother’sside.

Suddenly she broke away and ran back to the tennis court.

‘Goodbye, Julia. Mummy seemsto have got the wind up thoroughly. Daddy, too, apparently. Sickening,
isTtit? Goodbye, I’ [l writeto you.’

‘I'll writeto you, too, and tell you al that happens’

‘I hopethey don’t kill Chaddy next. I’ d rather it was Mademoisdlle Blanche, wouldn't you?

‘Y es. She' sthe one we could spare best. | say, did you notice how black Miss Rich was|ooking?
‘She hasn't said aword. She' sfurious a Mummy coming and taking me away.’

‘Perhaps she'll stop her. She' svery forceful, isn't she? Not like anyone e se’

‘ Shereminds me of someone,’” said Jennifer.

‘I don’t think she' sabit like anybody. She dways seemsto be quite different.’

‘Ohyes. Sheisdifferent. | meant in appearance. But the person | knew was quite fat.’

‘I can'timagine Miss Rich being fat.’

‘Jennifer...” cdled Mrs Sutcliffe.

‘| dothink parentsaretrying,” said Jennifer crosdy. ‘ Fuss, fuss, fuss. They never stop. | do think you're
lucky to—'

‘I know. Y ou said that before. But just a the moment, let metdl you, | wish Mummy were agood dedl
nearer, andnot on abusin Anatolia’

‘Jennifer...’
‘Coming...’

Juliawalked dowly in the direction of the Sports Pavilion. Her steps grew dower and dower and finaly



she stopped atogether. She stood, frowning, lost in thought.

The luncheon bell sounded, but she hardly heard it. She stared down at the racquet she was holding,
moved a step or two aong the path, then wheeled round and marched determinedly towards the house.
She went in by the front door, which was not alowed, and thereby avoided meeting any of the other
girls. The hal was empty. She ran up the stairsto her smal bedroom, looked round her hurriedly, then
lifting the mattress on her bed, shoved the racquet flat benegath it. Then, rapidly smoothing her hair, she
walked demurdly downgtairsto the dining-room.

Chapter 17
Aladdin’s Cave

Thegirlswent up to bed that night more quietly than usud. For one thing their numberswere much
depleted. At least thirty of them had gone home. The others reacted according to their severa
dispositions. Excitement, trepidation, a certain amount of giggling that was purdly nervousin origin and
there were some again who were merely quiet and thoughtful.

Julia Upjohn went up quietly amongst the first wave. She went into her room and closed the door. She
stood there listening to the whispers, giggles, footsteps and goodnights. Then silence closed down—or a
near slence. Faint voices echoed in the distance, and footsteps went to and fro to the bathroom.

There was no lock on the door. Juliapulled a chair againgt it, with the top of the chair wedged under the
handle. That would give her warning if anyone should comein. But no onewaslikely to comein. It was
grictly forbidden for the girlsto go into each other’ srooms, and the only mistresswho did so was Miss
Johnson, if one of the girlswasill or out of sorts.

Juliawent to her bed, lifted up the mattress and groped under it. She brought out the tennis racquet and
stood amoment holding it. She had decided to examine it now, and not later. A light in her room showing
under the door might attract attention when al lights were supposed to be off. Now wasthetimewhen a
light was norma for undressing and for reading in bed until half past ten if you wanted to do so.

She stood staring down at the racquet. How could there be anything hidden in atennis racquet?

‘But theremust be,” said Juliato hersdlf. * Theremudt . The burglary at Jennifer’ s home, the woman who
camewith that slly story about anew racquet...’

Only Jennifer would have believed that, thought Juliascornfully.

No, it was ‘ new lampsfor old’ and that meant, likein Aladdin, that there wassomething about this
particular tennis racquet. Jennifer and Juliahad never mentioned to anyone that they had swopped
racquets—or at least, she hersdlf never had.

So redlly then,this was the racquet that everyone waslooking for in the Sports Pavilion. And it was up to
her to find outwhy ! She examined it carefully. There was nothing unusud about it to look at. It wasa
good qudity racquet, somewhat the worse for wear, but restrung and eminently usable. Jennifer had
complained of the balance,

The only place you could possibly conced anything in atennis racquet wasin the handle. Y ou could, she
supposed, hollow out the handle to make a hiding place. It sounded alittle far fetched but it was possible.
And if the handle had been tampered with, that probablywould upset the balance.



Therewasaround of leather with lettering on it, the lettering almost worn away. That of course was only
stuck on. If one removed that? Juliasat down at her dressing table and attacked it with a penknife and
presently managed to pull the leather off. Inade was around of thin wood. It didn’t look quite right.
Therewasajoin dl round it. Juliadug in her penknife. The blade snapped. Nail scissors were more
effective. She succeeded at last in prising it out. A mottled red and blue substance now showed. Julia
poked it and enlightenment cameto her.Plagticing! But surely handles of tennisracquets didn’t normally
contain plasticing? She grasped the nail scissorsfirmly and began to dig out lumps of plagticine. The stuff
was encasing something. Something that felt like buttons or pebbles.

She attacked the plagticine vigoroudly.

Something rolled out on the table—then another something. Presently there was quite a heap.
Julialeaned back and gasped.

She stared and stared and stared...

Liquidfire, red and green and deep blue and dazzling white. ..

In that moment, Juliagrew up. She was no longer a child. She became awoman. A woman looking at
jewels...

All sorts of fantastic snatches of thought raced through her brain. Aladdin’s cave...Marguerite and her
casket of jewels...(They had been taken to Covent Garden to hear Faust last week)...Fatal stones...the
Hope diamond...Romance. .. hersdf in ablack velvet gown with aflashing necklace round her throat. ..

She sat and gloated and dreamed. .. She held the stones in her fingers and let them fall through in arivulet
of fire, aflashing stream of wonder and delight.

And then something, some dight sound perhaps, recalled her to hersdlf.

She sat thinking, trying to use her common sense, deciding what she ought to do. That faint sound had
alarmed her. She swept up the stones, took them to the washstand and thrust them into her sponge bag
and rammed her sponge and nail brush down on top of them. Then she went back to the tennis racquet,
forced the plasticine back inside it, replaced the wooden top and tried to gum down the leather on top
again. It curled upwards, but she managed to ded with that by applying adhesive plaster the wrong way
up in thin gtrips and then pressing the leather ontoit.

It was done. Theracquet looked and felt just as before, itsweight hardly altered in feel. Shelooked at it
and then cast it down carelessly on achair.

Shelooked at her bed, neatly turned down and waiting. But she did not undress. Instead she sat
listening. Wasthat afootstep outside?

Suddenly and unexpectedly she knew fear. Two people had been killed. If anyone knew what she had
found,she would bekilled.

There was afairly heavy oak chest of drawersin the room. She managed to drag it in front of the door,
wishing that it was the custom at Meadowbank to have keysin thelocks. She went to the window,
pulled up the top sash and bolted it. There was no tree growing near the window and no creepers. She



doubted if it was possible for anyone to come in that way but she was not going to take any chances.

Shelooked at her small clock. Half past ten. She drew a deep breath and turned out the light. No one
must notice anything unusud. She pulled back the curtain alittle from the window. There was afull moon
and she could see the door clearly. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed. In her hand she held the
stoutest shoe she possessed.

‘If anyonetriesto comein,” Juliasaid to hersdf, ‘I'll rap onthewall hereashard as| can. Mary King is
next door and that will wake her up.And I'll scream—at the top of my voice. And then, if lots of people
come, I'll say | had anightmare. Anyone might have anightmare after dl the thingsthat have been going
on here’

She sat there and time passed. Then she heard it—a soft step along the passage. She heard it stop
outside her door. A long pause and then she saw the handle dowly turning.

Should she scream? Not yet.

The door was pushed—just a crack, but the chest of drawers held it. That must have puzzled the person
outside.

Another pause, and then there was aknock, avery gentlelittle knock, on the door.
Juliaheld her breath. A pause, and then the knock came again—but gtill soft and muted.
‘I'madeep,” said Juliato hersdf. ‘| don't hearanything .’

Who would come and knock on her door in the middle of the night? If it was someone who had aright
to knock, they’ d cdll out, rattle the handle, make anoise. But this person couldn’t afford to make a
Noie...

For along time Julia sat there. The knock was not repeated, the handle stayed immovable. But Julia sat
tenseand dert.

She st like that for along time. She never knew herself how long it was before deep overcame her. The
school bell finaly awoke her, lying in acramped and uncomfortable heap on the edge of the bed.

After breskfast, the girls went upstairs and made their beds, then went down to prayersin the big hall
and findly dispersed to various classrooms.

It was during that last exercise, when girlswere hurrying in different directions, that Juliawent into one
classroom, out by afurther door, joined agroup hurrying round the house, dived behind arhododendron,
made a series of further strategic dives and arrived finaly near the wal of the groundswherealimetree
had thick growth dmost down to the ground. Julia climbed the tree with ease, she had climbed trees dll
her life. Completely hidden in the leafy branches, she sat, glancing from timeto time at her watch. She
was fairly sure she would not be missed for some time. Things were disorgani zed, two teachers were
missing, and more than haf the girls had gone home. That meant that al classes would have been
reorganized, so nobody would be likdly to observe the absence of Julia Upjohn until lunch time and by
then—



Julialooked at her watch again, scrambled easily down thetreeto the level of thewall, straddled it and
dropped nestly on the other side. A hundred yards away was a bus stop where abus ought to arrivein a
few minutes. It duly did so, and Juliahailed and boarded it, having by now abstracted afelt hat from
ingde her cotton frock and clapped it on her dightly dishevelled hair. She got out at the station and took
atrain to London.

In her room, propped up on the washstand, she had |eft a note addressed to Miss Bulstrode.

Dear Miss Bulstrode,

| have not been kidnapped or run away, so don’t worry. | will come back as soon as| can.

Yoursvery sncerely,

JuliaUpjohn

At 228 Whitehouse Mansions, George, Hercule Poirot’ simmacul ate vaet and manservant, opened the
door and contemplated with some surprise a schoolgirl with arather dirty face.

‘Can | see M. Hercule Poirot, please?
George took just ashade longer than usud to reply. He found the caller unexpected.
“Mr Poirot does not see anyone without an appointment,” he said.

‘I'm afraid | haven't timeto wait for that. | redly must see him now. It isvery urgent. It's about some
murders and arobbery and things like that.’

‘I will ascertain,’ said George, ‘if Mr Poirot will seeyou.’

Heleft her in the hall and withdrew to consult his master.

‘A young lady, sir, who wishesto see you urgently.’

‘| daresay,” said Hercule Poirot. ‘ But things do not arrange themselves as easily asthat.’
‘That iswhat | told her, r.’

‘“What kind of ayoung lady?

‘Well, gr, she'smoreof alittlegirl.’

‘A little girl? A young lady? Which do you mean, Georges? They areredlly not the same’

‘I'm afraid you did not quite get my meaning gr. Sheis, | should say, alittle girl—of school age, that is
to say. But though her frock isdirty and indeed torn, sheis essentidly ayoung lady.’



‘A socid term. | see’

* And she wishes to see you about some murders and arobbery.’

Poirot’ s eyebrows went up.
 Somemurders, andarobbery . Origind. Show thelittle girl—the young lady—in.’
Juliacameinto the room with only the dightest trace of diffidence. She spoke politely and quite naturaly.

‘How do you do, M. Poirot. | am duliaUpjohn. | think you know agrest friend of Mummy’s. Mrs
Summerhayes. We stayed with her last summer and she talked about you alot.’

‘Mrs Summerhayes...” Poirot’s mind went back to avillage that climbed a hill and to ahouse on top of
that hill. He recalled a charming freckled face, asofawith broken springs, alarge quantity of dogs, and

other things both agreeable and disagreeable.

‘Maureen Summerhayes,’ hesad. ‘Ahyes’

‘| cal her Aunt Maureen, but sheisn't redly an aunt at all. She told us how wonderful you' d been and
saved aman who wasin prison for murder, and when | couldn’t think of what to do and whoto goto, |

thought of you.’
‘I am honoured,’” said Poirot gravely.

He brought forward achair for her.

‘Now tell me” he said. * Georges, my servant, told me you wanted to consult me about a robbery and
some murders—more than one murder, then?

‘Yes’ said Julia. ‘Miss Springer and Miss Vangttart. And of course there' s the kidnapping, too—but |
don't think that’ sredly my business’

“You bewilder me;” said Pairat. “Where have al these exciting happenings taken place?

‘At my school—Meadowbank.’

‘Meadowbank,” exclaimed Poirot. ‘ Ah.” He stretched out his hand to where the newspapers lay nestly
folded beside him. He unfolded one and glanced over the front page, nodding his head.

‘1 begin to comprehend,” he said. *Now tell me, dulia, tell me everything from the beginning.’

Juliatold him. It was quite along story and a comprehensive one—but shetold it clearly—with an
occasiona break as she went back over something she had forgotten.

She brought her story up to the moment when she had examined the tennis racquet in her bedroom last
night.

“You see, | thought it was just like Aladdin—new lamps for old—and there must be something about
that tennisracquet.’



‘And there was?
3 Y$-1

Without any false modesty, Juliapulled up her skirt, rolled up her knicker leg nearly to her thigh and
exposed what looked like a grey poultice attached by adhesive plaster to the upper part of her leg.

Shetore off the strips of plagter, uttering an anguished ‘ Ouch’ as she did so, and freed the poultice
which Poirot now perceived to be a packet enclosed in aportion of grey plastic sponge bag. Julia
unwrapped it and without warning poured a hegp of glittering stones on the table.

“Nom d'un nomd unnom!” gaculated Poirot in an awe-inspired whisper.

He picked them up, letting them run through hisfingers.

“Nom d’'un nom d' un nom! But they arered . Genuine.’

Julia nodded.

‘| think they must be. People wouldn’t kill other people for them otherwise, would they? But | can
understand peoplekilling forthese I’

And suddenly, as had happened last night, awoman looked out of the child's eyes.

Poirot looked keenly at her and nodded.

Y es—you understand—you fedl the spell. They cannot be to you just pretty coloured playthings—more
isthe pity.’

‘They’'rejewels!” said Julia, in tones of ecdtasy.
‘And you found them, you say, in thistennis racquet?
Juliafinished her recitd.

‘ And you have now told me everything?

‘1 think s0. | may, perhaps, have exaggerated alittle here and there. | do exaggerate sometimes. Now
Jennifer, my grest friend, she' sthe other way round. She can make the most exciting things sound dull.’
Shelooked again at the shining hesp. ‘M. Poirot, who do they redlly belong to?

‘It isprobably very difficult to say. But they do not belong to either you or to me. We have to decide
now what to do next.’

Julialooked a him in an expectant fashion.

‘Y ou leave yoursdf in my hands? Good.’

Hercule Poirot closed hiseyes.

Suddenly he opened them and became brisk.



‘It seemsthat thisis an occasion when | cannat, as| prefer, remainin my chair. There must be order and
method, but in what you tell me, thereisno order and method. That is because we have here many
threads. But they all converge and meet at one place, Meadowbank. Different people, with different
ams, and representing different interests—all converge at Meadowbank. So, |, too, go to Meadowbank.
And asfor you—whereisyour mother?

‘Mummy’ sgonein abusto Anatolia’

‘Ah, your mother has gonein abusto Anatolia. Il ne manquait quegal | percaeive wdll that she might bea
friend of Mrs Summerhayes! Tell me, did you enjoy your visit with Mrs Summerhayes?

‘Ohyes, it was great fun. She' sgot some lovely dogs.’

‘The dogs, yes, | wel remember.’

‘They comein and out through al the windows—like in a pantomime.’
‘You are soright! And the food? Did you enjoy the food?

‘Well, it was a bit peculiar sometimes,” Juliaadmitted.

‘Peculiar, yes, indeed.’

‘But Aunt Maureen makes smashing omelettes.’

‘ She makes smashing omelettes” Poirot’ s voice was happy. He sighed.

‘Then Hercule Poirot has not lived invain,” he said. ‘It wasl who taught your Aunt Maureen to make an
omelette.” He picked up the telephone receiver.

“We will now reassure your good schoolmistress as to your safety and announce my arriva with you at
Meadowbank.’

‘She knows I’'m dl right. I left anote saying | hadn’t been kidnapped.”

‘Nevertheless, shewill welcome further reassurance.’

In due course he was connected, and was informed that Miss Bulstrode was on theline.

‘Ah, Miss Bulstrode? My nameis Hercule Poirot. | have with me here your pupil JuliaUpjohn. |

propose to motor down with her immediately, and for the information of the police officer in charge of the
case, acertain packet of some vaue has been safely deposited in the bank.’

Herang off and looked at Julia

“Youwould likeasirop ? he suggested.

‘Golden syrup? Julialooked doubtful.

‘No, asyrup of fruit juice. Blackcurrant, raspberry,grosalle —that is, red currant?



Julia settled for red currant.
‘But thejewelsaren’'t in the bank,” she pointed ouit.

‘They will beinavery short time,’ said Poirot. ‘ But for the benefit of anyonewho listensin a
Meadowbank, or who overhears, or who istold, it isaswell to think they are already there and no
longer in your possession. To obtain jewelsfrom abank requirestime and organization. And | should
very much didike anything to happen to you, my child. I will admit that | have formed a high opinion of
your courage and your resource.’

Julialooked pleased but embarrassed.
Chapter 18
Consultetion

Hercule Poirot had prepared himself to beat down an insular prejudice that a headmistress might have
againg aged foreigners with pointed patent lesther shoes and large moustaches. But he was agreesbly
surprised. Miss Bulstrode greeted him with cosmopolitan aplomb. She aso, to his gratification, knew al
about him.

‘It waskind of you, M. Poirot,” she said, ‘to ring up so promptly and alay our anxiety. All the more so
because that anxiety had hardly begun. Y ou weren’t missed at lunch, Julia, you know,” she added,
turning to the girl. * So many girls were fetched away this morning, and there were so many gaps at table,
that haf the school could have been missing, | think, without any apprehension being aroused. These are
unusual circumstances,’ she said, turning back to Poirot. ‘1 assure you we would not be so dack
normaly. When | received your telephone cdl,” she went on, ‘1 went to Julia’sroom and found the note
she hed left!

‘| didn’t want you to think I’ d been kidnapped, Miss Bulstrode,” said Julia.

‘| gppreciate that, but | think, Julia, that you might have told me what you were planning to do.’

‘I thought I’ d better not,” said Julia, and added unexpectedly, ‘ Les oreilles ennemies nous écoutent.’
‘Mademoiselle Blanche doesn’t seem to have done much to improve your accent yet,” said Miss
Bulstrode, briskly. ‘But I'm not scolding you, Julia’ Shelooked from Juliato Poirot. ‘Now, if you
please, | want to hear exactly what has happened.’

“You permit? said Hercule Poirot. He stepped across the room, opened the door and looked out. He
made an exaggerated gesture of shutting it. He returned beaming.

‘Wearedone,’ he said mysterioudy. ‘We can proceed.’

Miss Bulstrode looked at him, then she looked at the door, then she looked at Poirot again. Her
eyebrows rose. He returned her gaze seadily. Very dowly Miss Bulstrode inclined her head. Then,
resuming her brisk manner, she said, ‘Now then, Julia, let’s hear dl about this’

Juliaplunged into her recital. The exchange of tennis racquets, the mysterious woman. And findly her
discovery of what the racquet contained. Miss Bulstrode turned to Poirot. He nodded his head gently.



‘Mademoisdlle Julia has stated everything correctly,” he said. ‘| took charge of what she brought me. It
issafely lodged in abank. | think therefore that you need anticipate no further developments of an
unpleasant nature here’

‘| see” saild MissBulstrode. ‘Yes, | see...” Shewas quiet for amoment or two and then she said, *You
think it wise for Juliato remain here? Or would it be better for her to go to her aunt in London?

‘Ohplease,’ said duliag, ‘do let me stay here’

“You're happy herethen? said Miss Bulstrode.

‘I loveit, said dulia. * And besides, there have been such exciting things going on.’
‘That isnot anormal feature of Meadowbank,” said Miss Bulstrode, dryly.

‘| think that Juliawill bein no danger here now,” said Hercule Poirot. He looked again towards the
door.

‘| think | understand,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘But for al that, said Poirat, ‘there should be discretion. Do you understand discretion, | wonder? he
added, looking at Julia.

‘M. Poirot means,’ said Miss Bulstrode, ‘ that he would like you to hold your tongue about what you
found. Not talk about it to the other girls. Can you hold your tongue?

‘Yes’ sad ulia

‘Itisavery good story to tell to your friends,” said Poirot. ‘ Of what you found in atennisracquet in the
dead of night. But there are important reasons why it would be advisable that that story should not be
told.’

‘| understand,” said Julia

‘Can| trust you, Julia? said MissBulstrode.

“You cantrust me,” said dulia. ‘ Crossmy heart.’

Miss Bulstrode smiled. ‘1 hope your mother will be home beforelong,” she said.

‘Mummy? Oh, | do hope so.’

‘| understand from Inspector Kelsey,” said Miss Bulstrode, ‘that every effort isbeing madeto get in
touch with her. Unfortunately,” she added, * Anatolian buses are liable to unexpected delays and do not
awaysrunto schedule’

‘I cantdl Mummy, can't 1?7 said dulia

‘Of course. Wdll, ulig, that’ sal settled. Y ou’ d better run dong now.’



Julia departed. She closed the door after her. Miss Bulstrode |ooked very hard at Poirot.

‘1 have understood you correctly, | think,” she said. * Just now, you made a great parade of closing that
door. Actualy—you deliberatdly l€eft it dightly open.’

Poirot nodded.
‘So that what we said could be overheard?

Y es—if there was anyone who wanted to overhear. It was a precaution of safety for the child—the
news must get round that what she found is safely in abank, and not in her possession.’

Miss Bulstrode looked at him for amoment—then she pursed her lips grimly together.

‘Theré sgot to bean endto dl this” she said.

‘Theideais,’ sadthe Chief Constable, ‘that we try to pool our ideas and information. We are very glad
to have you with us, M. Poirot,” he added. ‘ Inspector Kelsey remembersyou well.’

‘It sagreat many yearsago,” said Inspector Kelsey. ‘ Chief Inspector Warrender was in charge of the
case. | wasafairly raw sergeant, knowing my place’

‘The gentleman called, for convenience' s sake by us—Mr Adam Goodman, is hot known to you, M.
Poairot, but | believe you do know his—his—er—chief. Specia Branch,” he added.

‘Colone Pikeaway? said Hercule Poirot thoughtfully.
‘Ah, yesitissometime since | have seen him. Ishe gtill asdeepy asever? he asked Adam.

Adam laughed. ‘1 see you know him dl right, M. Poirot. I’ ve never seen him wide awake. When | do,
I’1l know that for once heisn't paying attention to what goeson.’

“Y ou have something there, my friend. It iswell observed.’

‘Now,” said the Chief Congtable, *let’s get down to things. | shan’t push mysdf forward or urge my own
opinions. I’'m hereto listen to what the men who are actualy working on the case know and think. There
areagreat many sdesto dl this, and one thing perhaps | ought to mention firgt of dl. I’'m saying thisasa
result of representations that have been made to me from—er—various quarters high up.” Helooked at
Poirot. ‘Let' ssay,” hesaid, ‘that alittle girl—a school girl—came to you with a preity tale of something
she’ d found in the hollowed-out handle of atennis racquet. Very exciting for her. A collection, shal we
say, of coloured stones, paste, good imitation—something of that kind—or even semi-precious sones
which often look as attractive as the other kind. Anyway let’ s say something that achild would be excited
to find. She might even have exaggerated ideas of itsvadue. That’ s quite possible, don't you think? He
looked very hard at Hercule Poirot.

‘It seemsto me eminently possible” said Hercule Poirot.

‘Good,’” said the Chief Congtable. ‘ Since the person who brought these—er—col oured stonesinto the



country did so quite unknowingly and innocently, we don’t want any question of illicit smuggling to arise.

‘Then thereisthe question of our foreign policy,” hewent on. ‘Things, | am led to understand, are
rather—ddicate just at present. When it comesto large interestsin oil, mineral deposits, al that sort of
thing, we have to ded with whatever government’ sin power. We don’'t want any awkward questionsto
arise. You can't keep murder out of the Press, and murder hasn't been kept out of the Press. But there's
been no mention of anything like jewelsin connection with it. For the present, at any rate, there needn’t
be’

‘| agree,’ said Poirot. ‘ One must dways consder international complications.”

‘Exactly,” said the Chief Congtable. ‘1 think I’'m right in saying that the late ruler of Ramat was regarded
asafriend of this country, and that the powers that be would like hiswishesin respect of any property of
histhatmight be in this country to be carried out. What that amountsto, | gather, nobody knows at
present. If the new Government of Ramat is claiming certain property which they dlege belongsto them,
it will be much better if we know nothing about such property being in this country. A plain refusal would
be tactless’

‘One does not give plain refusalsin diplomacy,” said Hercule Poirot. * One saysinstead that such a
matter shall receive the utmost attention but that at the moment nothing definite is known about any
little—nest egg, say—that thelate ruler of Ramat may have possessed. It may be still in Ramat, it may be
inthe keeping of afaithful friend of thelate Prince Ali Y usuf, it may have been taken out of the country by
half adozen people, it may be hidden somewhere in the city of Ramat itsdlf.” He shrugged his shoulders.
‘One smply does not know.’

The Chief Congtable heaved asigh. ‘ Thank you,” he said. ‘ That’sjust what | mean.” Hewent on, ‘M.

Poirat, you have friendsin very high quartersin this country. They put much trust in you. Unofficidly they
would liketo leave acertain article in your handsiif you do not object.’

‘1 do not object,” said Poirot. ‘Let usleaveit at that. We have more serious things to consider, have we
not? Helooked round at them. * Or perhaps you do not think so? But after all, what is three quarters of
amillion or some such sum in comparison with human life?

‘“You'reright, M. Poirot,” said the Chief Congtable.

‘You'reright every time,” said Ingpector Kelsey. *What we want isamurderer. We shall be glad to
have your opinion, M. Poirot,’ he added, ‘ because it’ slargely a question of guess and guess again and
your guessis as good as the next man’ s and sometimes better. The wholething' s like asnarl of tangled
wool.’

‘That isexcelently put,’” said Poirat, ‘ one hasto take up that snarl of wool and pull out the one colour
that we seek, the colour of amurderer. Isthat right?

‘That’sright.
‘Then tell me, if it isnot too tediousfor you to indulgein repetition, dl that isknown sofar.’
He settled down to listen.

He listened to Inspector Kelsey, and he listened to Adam Goodman. He listened to the brief summing up
of the Chief Constable. Then he leaned back, closed his eyes, and dowly nodded his head.



‘Two murders,’ he said, ‘ committed in the same place and roughly under the same conditions. One
kidnapping. The kidnapping of agirl who might bethe centra figure of the plot. Let us ascertain firstwhy

she was kidnapped.’
‘I cantell you what she said hersdf,” said Kelsay.
He did so, and Poirot listened.

‘It does not make sense,” he complained.

‘That’ swhat | thought at the time. Asamatter of fact | thought she was just making hersdlf important...’

‘But the fact remains that shewas kidnapped. Why?
‘There have been ransom demands,” said Kelsey dowly, ‘but—' he paused.

‘But they have been, you think, phoney? They have been sent merdly to bolster up the kidnapping
theory?

‘That’ s right. The appointments made weren't kept.’
‘ Shaista, then, was kidnapped for some other reason. What reason?

‘S0 that she could be made to tell where the—er—val uables were hidden? suggested Adam doubtfully.

Poirot shook his head.

‘Shedid not know where they were hidden,” he pointed out. ‘ That at least, isclear. No, there must be
something...’

Hisvoicetailed off. Hewas slent, frowning, for amoment or two. Then he sat up, and asked aquestion.
‘Her knees,” hesaid. ‘Did you ever notice her knees?

Adam stared at him in astonishment.

‘No,” he said. ‘Why should 17

‘There are many reasons why aman noticesagirl’ sknees,” said Poirot severely. *Unfortunately, you did
not.’

‘Was there something odd about her knees? A scar? Something of that kind? | wouldn't know. They all
wear stockings most of thetime, and their skirts are just below knee length.’

‘In the swimming pool, perhgps? suggested Poirat hopefully.

‘Never saw her goin,” said Adam. ‘Too chilly for her, | expect. She was used to awarm climate. What
areyou getting a? A scar? Something of that kind?

‘No, no, that isnot it a al. Ahwdll, apity.’



Heturned to the Chief Constable.

‘With your permission, | will communicate with my old friend, the Préfet, at Geneva. | think he may be
abletohdpus’

‘ About something that happened when she was at school there?

‘Itispossible, yes. Y ou do permit? Good. It isjust alittle ideaof mine.” He paused and went on: ‘ By
the way, there has been nothing in the papers about the kidnapping?

“The Emir |brahim was mogt indstent.’

‘But | did notice alittle remark in agossip column. About a certain foreign young lady who had departed
from school very suddenly. A budding romance, the columnist suggested? To be nipped in the bud if

possible!’
‘That was my idea,’ said Adam. ‘It seemed agood lineto take.’

‘Admirable. So now we pass from kidnapping to something more serious. Murder. Two murders at
Meadowbank.’

Chapter 19

Consultation Continued

‘“Two murders at Meadowbank,” repeated Poirot thoughtfully.

‘We ve given you thefacts, said Kelsey. ‘If you' ve any ideas—

“Why the Sports Pavilion? said Poirot. ‘ That was your question, wasn't it? he said to Adam. ‘Waell,
now we have the answer. Because in the Sports Pavilion there was atennis racquet containing afortune
in jewels. Someone knew about that racquet. Who wasit? It could have been Miss Springer hersdlf. She

was, S0 you dl say, rather peculiar about that Sports Pavilion. Didiked people coming
there—unauthorized people, that isto say. She seemed to be suspicious of their motives. Particularly was

that so in the case of Mademoisdle Blanche!
‘Mademoisdlle Blanche,” said Kelsey thoughtfully.

Hercule Poirot again spoke to Adam.

“You yoursdlf consdered Mademoisdlle Blanche' s manner odd where it concerned the Sports Pavilion?

‘Sheexplained,” said Adam. ‘ She explained too much. | should never have questioned her right to be
thereif she had not taken so much trouble to explain it away.’

Poirot nodded.

‘Exactly. That certainly gives oneto think. But al weknow isthat Miss Springer was killed in the Sports
Pavilion a one o' clock in the morning when she had no businessto be there.’



Heturned to Kelsey.

‘“Where was Miss Springer before she came to Meadowbank?

‘Wedon't know, said the Ingpector. * She left her last place of employment,” he mentioned afamous
school, ‘last summer. Where she has been since we do not know.” He added dryly: * There was no

occasion to ask the question until she was dead. She has no near relatives, nor, apparently, any close
friends’

‘ Shecould have been in Ramat, then,” said Poirot thoughtfully.

‘| believe there was a party of school teachers out there at the time of the trouble,” said Adam.

‘Let us say, then, that she was there, that in some way she learned about the tennisracquet. Let us
assumethat after waiting ashort timeto familiarize hersalf with the routine at Meadowbank she went out
one night to the Sports Pavilion. She got hold of the racquet and was about to remove the jewelsfrom
their hiding place when—' he paused—' whensomeone interrupted her. Someone who had been
watching her? Following her that evening? Whoever it was had a pistol—and shot her—but had no time
to prise out the jewels, or to take the racquet away, because people were approaching the Sports
Pavilion who had heard the shot.’

He stopped.

“Y ou think that’ s what happened? asked the Chief Constable.

‘I do not know,” said Poirot. ‘It isone possibility. The other isthat that person with the pistol wasthere
fird , and was surprised by Miss Springer. Someone whom Miss Springer was aready suspicious of.
She was, you have told me, that kind of woman. A noser out of secrets.’

* And the other woman? asked Adam.

Poirot looked at him. Then, dowly, he shifted his gaze to the other two men.

“Youdo not know,” he said. * Andl do not know. It could have been someone from outside—?

Hisvoice haf asked aquestion.

Kelsey shook his head.

‘I think not. We have sifted the neighbourhood very carefully. Especidly, of course, in the case of
grangers. There was aMadam Kolinsky staying nearby—known to Adam here. But she could not have
been concerned in either murder.’

‘Then it comes back to Meadowbank. And thereis only one method to arrive at the truth—elimination.’

Kelsey sghed.

‘Yes' hesad. ‘That' swhat it amountsto. For thefirst murder, it' safairly open field. Almost anybody
could have killed Miss Springer. The exceptions are Miss Johnson and Miss Chadwick—and a child

who had the earache. But the second murder narrows things down. Miss Rich, Miss Blake and Miss
Shapland are out of it. Miss Rich was staying at the Alton Grange Hotdl, twenty miles away, Miss Blake



was at Littleport on Sea, Miss Shapland wasin London at anight club, the Nid Sauvage, with Mr Dennis
Rathbone.’

‘And Miss Bulstrode was dso away, | understand?
Adam grinned. The Inspector and the Chief Constable |ooked shocked.

‘MissBulstrode,” said the Inspector severdly, ‘was staying with the Duchess of Welsham.’

‘That iminates Miss Bulstrode then,” said Poirot gravely. * And leaves us—what?

“Two members of the domestic staff who deep in, Mrs Gibbonsand agirl called DorisHogg. | can’t
congder ether of them serioudy. That leaves Miss Rowan and Mademoisdlle Blanche!

‘And the pupils, of course’
Kelsey looked startled.
‘Surely you don't suspect them?
‘Frankly, no. But one must be exact.’
Kelsey paid no attention to exactitude. He plodded on.

‘Miss Rowan has been here over ayear. She has agood record. We know nothing against her.’

So we come, then, to Mademoiselle Blanche. It isthere that the journey ends.’

Therewas adlence.

‘There sno evidence,’ said Kelsey. ‘Her credentias seem genuine enough.’

‘They would haveto be,’ said Poirot.
She snooped,” said Adam. * But snooping isn’t evidence of murder.’

‘Wait aminute, said Kelsey, ‘there was something about akey. In our first interview with her—I’11 ook

it up—something about the key of the Pavilion falling out of the door and she picked it up and forgot to
replace it—walked out with it and Springer bawled her out.’

“Whoever wanted to go out there at night and look for the racquet would have had to have akey to get
inwith,” said Poirot. * For that, it would have been necessary to take an impression of the key.’

‘Surely,” said Adam, ‘in that case she would never have mentioned the key incident to you.’

‘That doesn’'t follow,” said Kelsey.  Springer might have talked about the key incident. If so, she might
think it better to mention it in acasud fashion.’

‘It isapoint to be remembered,” said Poirot.

‘It doesn't take us very far,” said Kelsey.



Helooked gloomily at Poirot.

‘Therewould seem,’ said Pairat, ‘ (that is, if | have been informed correctly), one possibility. Julia
Upjohn’s mother, | understand, recognized someone here on the first day of term. Someone whom she
was surprised to see. From the context, it would seem likely that that someone was connected with
foreign espionage. If Mrs Upjohn definitely points out Mademoiselle as the person she recognized, then |
think we could proceed with some assurance.’

‘Eader said than done,’ said Kelsey. *We ve been trying to get in contact with Mrs Upjohn, but the
whole thing's aheadache! When the child said abus, | thought she meant a proper coach tour, running to
schedule, and a party all booked together. But that’ snot it at al. Seems she' sjust taking loca busesto
any place she happensto fancy! She'snot doneit through Cook’ s or arecognized travel agency. She's
al on her own, wandering about. What can you do with awoman like that? She might be anywhere.
Theré salot of Anatalia!’

‘It makesit difficult, yes,’ said Poirot.

‘Plenty of nice coach tours,” said the Inspector in an injured voice. * All made easy for you—where you
stop and what you see, and dl-in fares so that you know exactly where you are.’

‘Buit clearly, that kind of travel does not appeal to Mrs Upjohn.’

‘And in the meantime, herewe are,” went on Kelsey. * Stuck! That Frenchwoman can walk out any
moment she chooses. WE ve nothing on which we could hold her.’

Poirot shook his head.
‘Shewill not do that.’
“You can't be sure.

‘| am sure. If you have committed murder, you do not want to do anything out of character, that may
draw atention to you. Mademoiselle Blanche will remain here quietly until the end of theterm.’

‘l hopeyou'reright.’

‘| am sure| am right. And remember, the person whom Mrs Upjohn saw, does not know that Mrs
Upjohn saw her . The surprise when it comes will be complete.’

Kesey sghed.

‘If that’ sdl we ve got to go on—

‘There are other things. Conversation, for instance.’

‘Conversation?

‘Itisvery valuable, conversation. Sooner or later, if one has something to hide, one saystoo much.’

‘Givesonesdf away? The Chief Constable sounded sceptical.



‘It isnot quite so Smple asthat. Oneis guarded about the thing oneistrying to hide. But often one says
too much about other things. And there are other usesfor conversation. There are the innocent people
who know things, but are unaware of the importance of what they know. And that reminds me—'

Heroseto hisfest.

‘Excuseme, | pray. | must go and demand of Miss Bulstrode if there is someone here who can draw.’
‘Draw?

‘Draw.’

‘Well;” said Adam, as Poirot went out. ‘First girls knees, and now draughtsmanship! What next, |
wonder?

Miss Bulstrode answered Poirot’ s questions without evincing any surprise.

‘Miss Laurieisour vidgting Drawing Mistress,” she said briskly. ‘But sheisn't here today. What do you
want her to draw for you? she added in akindly manner asthough to achild.

‘Faces,” said Poirot.
‘MissRichisgood at sketching people. She'sclever at getting alikeness!

‘That isexactly what | need.’

Miss Bulstrode, he noted with approval, asked him no questions asto his reasons. She merely |eft the
room and returned with Miss Rich.

After introductions, Poirot said: Y ou can sketch people? Quickly? With a pencil ?
Eileen Rich nodded.

‘| often do. For amusement.’

‘Good. Please, then, sketch for me the late Miss Springer.’

‘That’ sdifficult. | knew her for such ashort time. I'll try.” She screwed up her eyes, then began to draw
rapidly.

‘Bien,” said Poirat, taking it from her. * And now, if you please, Miss Bulstrode, Miss Rowan,
Mademoiselle Blanche and—yes—the gardener Adam.’

Eileen Rich looked at him doubtfully, then set to work. He looked at the result, and nodded
gopreciatively.

“Y ou are good—you are very good. So few strokes—and yet the likenessisthere. Now | will ask you



to do something more difficult. Give, for example, to Miss Bulstrode a different hair arrangement. Change
the shape of her eyebrows!’

Eileen stared a him as though she thought he was mad.

‘No,” said Pairot. ‘| am not mad. | make an experiment, that isal. Please do as| ask.’

In amoment or two shesad: ‘Hereyou are’

‘Excdllent. Now do the same for Mademoisdlle Blanche and Miss Rowan.’

When she had finished he lined up the three sketches.

‘Now | will show you something,” he said. * Miss Bulstrode, in spite of the changes you have madeis Hill
unmistakably Miss Bulstrode. But ook at the other two. Because their features are negative, and since
they have not Miss Bulstrode' s persondity, they appear amost different people, do they not?

‘| seewhat you mean,” said Eileen Rich.

She looked a him as he carefully folded the sketches away.

‘What are you going to do with them? she asked.

‘Usethem,” said Poirot.

Chapter 20

Conversation

‘Well—I don’t know what to say,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. ‘Redlly | don’t know what to say—

Shelooked with definite distaste at Hercule Poirot.

‘Henry, of course’ shesad, ‘isnot at home.

The meaning of this pronouncement was dightly obscure, but Hercule Poirot thought that he knew what
wasin her mind. Henry, she was fedling, would be able to deal with this sort of thing. Henry had so many
internationa dedlings. He was dwaysflying to the Middle East and to Ghanaand to South Americaand
to Geneva, and even occasionally, but not so often, to Paris.

‘Thewholething,” said Mrs Sutcliffe, ‘ has beenmogt distressing. | was so glad to have Jennifer safely at
home with me. Though, | must say,” she added, with atrace of vexation, ‘ Jennifer has really been most
tiresome. After having made agreat fuss about going to Meadowbank and being quite sure she wouldn't
likeit there, and saying it was a snobby kind of school and not the kind she wanted to go to,now she

sulks dl day long because I’ ve taken her away. It' sredlly too bad.’

‘It isundeniably avery good school,” said Hercule Poirot. ‘ Many people say the best schoal in
England’

‘Itwas, | daresay,” said Mrs Sutcliffe.



‘And will be again,” said Hercule Poirot.

“Youthink s0? Mrs Sutcliffelooked at him doubtfully. His sympathetic manner was gradualy piercing
her defences. Thereis nothing that eases the burden of amother’ slife more than to be permitted to
unburden hersdf of the difficulties, rebuffs and frustrations which she hasin deding with her offspring.
Loyalty so often compels silent endurance. But to aforeigner like Hercule Poirot Mrs Sutcliffe felt that
thisloyalty was not applicable. It was not like talking to the mother of another daughter.

‘Meadowbank, said Hercule Poirat, ‘isjust passing through an unfortunate phase.’

It was the best thing he could think of to say at the moment. Hefelt itsinadequacy and Mrs Sutcliffe
pounced upon the inadequacy immediately.

‘Rather more than unfortunate!” she said. ‘ Two murders! And agirl kidnapped. Y ou can’'t send your
daughter to aschool where the mistresses are being murdered dl thetime.”

It s;emed a highly reasonable point of view.

‘If the murders,” said Poairot, ‘turn out to be the work of one person and that person is apprehended,
that makes a difference, doesit not?

‘Well—I suppose so. Yes,” said Mrs Sutcliffe doubtfully. ‘I mean—you mean—oh, | see, you mean like
Jack the Ripper or that other man—who was it? Something to do with Devonshire. Cream? Neil Cream.
Who went about killing an unfortunate type of woman. | suppose this murderer just goes about killing
schoolmistresses! [f once you' ve got him safely in prison, and hanged too, | hope, because you' re only
alowed one murder, aren’t you?—like adog with abite—what was | saying? Oh yes, if he's safely
caught, well, then | suppose itwould be different. Of course there can't be many people like that, can
there?

‘One certainly hopesnot,” said Hercule Poirot.

‘But then there' sthiskidnapping too,” pointed out Mrs Sutcliffe. *Y ou don’t want to send your daughter
to aschool where she may be kidnapped, either, do you?

‘ Assuredly not, madame. | see how clearly you have thought out the wholething. You are soright in al
you say.’

Mrs Sutcliffe looked faintly pleased. Nobody had said anything like that to her for sometime. Henry had
merely said thingslike ‘What did you want to send her to Meadowbank for anyway? and Jennifer had
sulked and refused to answer.

‘I have thought about it shesaid. ‘A great dedl.’

“Then | should not let kidnapping worry you, madame.Entre nous , if | may speak in confidence, about
Princess Shaista—It is not exactly akidnapping—one suspects aromance—

“Y ou mean the naughty girl just ran away to marry somebody?

‘My lipsare sealed,” said Hercule Poirot. “ Y ou comprehend it is not desired that there should be any
scandd. Thisisin confidenceentre nous . | know you will say nothing.’



‘Of course not,” said Mrs Sutcliffe virtuoudy. She looked down at the letter that Poirot had brought with
him from the Chief Congtable. ‘1 don’t quite understand who you are, M.—er—Poirot. Are you what
they cdll in books—a private eye?

‘| am aconsultant,” said Hercule Poirot | oftily.

Thisflavour of Harley Street encouraged Mrs Sutcliffe agreat dedl.

“What do you want to talk to Jennifer about? she demanded.

‘Just to get her impressions of things,” said Poirot. * She is observant—yes?

‘I'mafraid | wouldn’t say that,” said Mrs Sutcliffe. * She' snot what | cal anoticing kind of child at all. |
mean, sheisaways so matter of fact.’

‘It is better than making up things that have never happened at dl,” said Poirot.

‘Oh, Jennifer wouldn't dothat sort of thing,” said Mrs Sutcliffe, with certainty. She got up, went to the
window and cdled * Jennifer.

‘I wish,” shesaid, to Poirot, as she came back again, ‘that you' d try and get it into Jennifer’ s head that
her father and | are only doing our best for her.’

Jennifer came into the room with a sulky face and looked with deep suspicion at Hercule Poirot.

‘How do you do? said Poirot. ‘| am avery old friend of Julia Upjohn. She came to London to find me.’
‘Juliawent to London? said Jennifer, dightly surprised. ‘Why?

‘Toask my advice,’” said Hercule Poirot.

Jennifer looked unbelieving.

‘| wasableto giveit to her,” said Poirot. ‘ Sheisnow back at Meadowbank,” he added.

‘So her Aunt Isabdl didn’ttake her away,” said Jennifer, shooting anirritated look at her mother.

Poirot looked at Mrs Sutcliffe and for some reason, perhaps because she had been in the middle of
counting the laundry when Poirot arrived and perhaps because of some unexplained compulsion, she got

up and left the room.

‘It sabit hard,” said Jennifer, ‘to be out of dl that’sgoing on there. All thisfuss! | told Mummy it was
glly. After dl, none of thepupils have been killed.’

‘“Have you any ideas of your own about the murders? asked Poirot.

Jennifer shook her head. * Someone who' s batty? she offered. She added thoughtfully, ‘| suppose Miss
Bulstrode will have to get some new mistresses now.’

‘It seems possible, yes,” said Poirot. Hewent on, ‘| am interested, Mademoiselle Jennifer, in the woman
who came and offered you a new racquet for your old one. Do you remember?



‘I should think | do remember,” said Jennifer. ‘I’ ve never found out to thisday who redly sent it. It
wasn't Aunt Ginaat dl.

‘What did thiswoman look like? said Poirot.

‘The one who brought the racquet? Jennifer haf closed her eyes asthough thinking. ‘Well, | don’t
know. She had on a sort of fussy dresswith alittle cape, | think. Blue, and afloppy sort of hat.’

‘Yes? said Poirot. ‘1 meant perhaps not so much her clothes as her face.’

‘A good deal of make-up, | think,” said Jennifer vaguely. ‘A bit too much for the country, | mean, and
far hair. | think shewasan American.’

“Had you ever seen her before? asked Poirot.

‘Oh no,” said Jennifer. ‘1 don't think shelived down there, She said she' d come down for aluncheon
party or acocktail party or something.’

Poirot looked at her thoughtfully. He was interested in Jennifer’ s compl ete acceptance of everything that
was said to her. He said gently,

‘But she might not have been speaking the truth?
‘Oh,” said Jennifer. *No, | suppose not.’

“Y ou're quite sure you hadn’t seen her before? She could not have been, for instance, one of the girls
dressed up? Or one of the mistresses?

‘Dressed up? Jennifer looked puzzled.

Poirot laid before her the sketch Eileen Rich had done for him of Mademoiselle Blanche.

‘Thiswas not the woman, was it?

Jennifer looked at it doubtfully.

‘It'salittle like her—but | don't think it's her.’

Poirot nodded thoughtfully.

There was no sign that Jennifer recognized that thiswas actudly a sketch of Mademoisdlle Blanche.

‘You see,’ said Jennifer, ‘I didn't realy look a her much. She was an American and a stranger, and then
shetold me about the racquet—'

After that, it was clear, Jennifer would have had eyes for nothing but her new possession.

‘| see” said Poirot. He went on, ‘ Did you ever see at Meadowbank anyone that you' d seenout in
Ramat?



‘In Ramat? Jennifer thought. * Oh no—at least—I don't think so.’

Poirot pounced on the dight expression of doubt. * But you are notsure , Mademoisdlle Jennifer.’

‘Wdl,” Jennifer scratched her forehead with aworried expression, ‘| mean, you' re dways seeing people
who look like somebody else. Y ou can't quite remember who it isthey look like. Sometimesyou see
people that youhave met but you don’t remember who they are. And they say to you “Y ou don’t
remember me,” and then that’ s awfully awkward because redlly you don't. | mean, you sort of know
their face but you can’t remember their names or where you saw them.’

‘That isvery true,’ said Poirot. ‘ Yes, that isvery true. One often has that experience.” He paused a
moment then he went on, prodding gently, * Princess Shaista, for instance, you probably recognizedher
when you saw her because you must have seen her in Ramat.’

‘Oh, was shein Ramat?

‘Very likdy, sad Pairot. * After dl sheisardation of the ruling house. Y ou might have seen her there?

‘I don't think | did,” said Jennifer frowning. * Anyway, she wouldn't go about with her face showing
there, would she? | mean, they dl wear vells and things like that. Though they take them off in Parisand
Cairo, | believe. And in London, of course,” she added.

‘Anyway, you had no fedling of having seen anyone at Meadowbank whom you had seen before?

‘No, I'm sure | hadn’t. Of course most people do look rather aike and you might have seen them
anywhere. It's only when somebody’ s got an odd sort of face like Miss Rich, that you noticeit.’

‘Did you think you’ d seen Miss Rich somewhere before?
‘I hadn’t redlly. It must have been someone like her. But it was someone much fatter than shewas!’
‘ Someone much faiter,” said Poirot thoughtfully.

“You couldn’t imagine MissRich being fat,” said Jennifer with agiggle. * Shel sso frightfully thinand
nobbly. And anyway Miss Rich couldn’t have been in Ramat because she was away ill last term.’

‘ And the other girls? said Poirot, ‘had you seen any of the girls before?

‘Only the ones | knew aready,” said Jennifer. ‘I did know one or two of them. After al, you know, |
was only there three weeks and | redlly don’t know half of the people there even by sight. | wouldn't
know most of them if | met them tomorrow.’

“Y ou should notice things more,” said Poirot severdly.

‘One can’'t notice everything,” protested Jennifer. She went on: ‘ If Meadowbank is carrying on | would
liketo go back. Seeif you can do anything with Mummy. Though redlly,” she added, ‘1 think it's Daddy
who's the sumbling-block. It' sawful herein the country. | getno opportunity to improve my tennis.’

‘| assureyou | will dowhat | can,” said Poirot.

Chapter 21



Gathering Threads
‘| want to talk to you, Eileen,” said Miss Bulstrode.

Eileen Rich followed Miss Bulstrode into the latter’ s Sitting-room. Meadowbank was strangely quiet.
About twenty-five pupils were il there. Pupils whose parents had found it either difficult or unwelcome
to fetch them. The panic-stricken rush had, as Miss Bulstrode had hoped, been checked by her own
tactics. Therewas agenerd fedling that by next term everything would have been cleared up. It was
much wiser of Miss Bulstrode, they felt, to close the schoal.

None of the staff had left. Miss Johnson fretted with too much time on her hands. A day in which there
wastoo little to do did not in the least suit her. Miss Chadwick, looking old and miserable, wandered
round in akind of comaof misery. Shewasfar harder hit to al appearance than Miss Bulstrode. Miss
Bulstrode, indeed, managed apparently without difficulty to be completdly hersalf, unperturbed, and with
no sign of strain or collgpse. The two younger mistresses were not averse to the extraleisure. They
bathed in the swimming pool, wrote long letters to friends and relations and sent for cruise literature to
study and compare. Ann Shapland had agood dedl of time on her hands and did not appear to resent the
fact. She spent agood dedl of that time in the garden and devoted herself to gardening with quite
unexpected efficiency. That she preferred to be ingtructed in the work by Adam rather than by old Briggs
was perhgps anot unnatura phenomenon.

‘“Yes, Miss Bulstrode? said Eileen Rich.

‘I’ ve been wanting to talk to you,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘ Whether this school can continue or not | do
not know. What people will fed isdwaysfairly incaculable because they will dl fed differently. But the
result will be that whoever fedds most strongly will end by converting al the rest. So either Meadowbank
isfinished—

‘No,” said Eileen Rich, interrupting, ‘ not finished.” She dmost stamped her foot and her hair immediately
began coming down. ‘Y ou mustn't let it be stopped,” she said. ‘It would beasin—acrime.

“Y ou speak very strongly,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘| fed strongly. There are so many thingsthat really don’t seem worth while abit, but Meadowbank
does seem worth while. It seemed worth while to me the first moment | came here!’

‘You'reafighter,” said MissBulgtirode. ‘1 likefighters, and | assureyou that | don't intend to givein
tamedy. Inaway I’m going to enjoy the fight. Y ou know, when everything’ stoo easy and things go too
well one gets—I don't know the exact word | mean—complacent? Bored? A kind of hybrid of the two.
But I’'m not bored now and I’ m not complacent and I’ m going to fight with every ounce of strength I've
got, and with every penny I’ ve got, too. Now what | want to say to you isthis: If Meadowbank
continues, will you comein on apartnership basis?

‘Me? Eileen Rich stared at her. ‘Me?
‘Yes, my dear,’ said MissBulstrode. ‘Y ou.’

‘I couldn’t,” said Eileen Rich. ‘I don’t know enough. I’'m too young. Why, | haven’t got the experience,
the knowledge that you’ d want.’



“You must leave it to meto know what | want,” said Miss Bulstrode. * Mind you, thisisn't, at the present
moment of talking, agood offer. Y ou’ d probably do better for yoursalf e sewhere. But | want to tell you
this, and you' ve got to believe me. | had already decided before Miss Vansittart’ s unfortunate desth, that
you were the person | wanted to carry on this school .’

“Y ou thought so then? Eileen Rich stared at her. *But | thought—we all thought—that Miss
Vangttart...’

‘There was no arrangement made with Miss Vangttart, said MissBulstrode. ‘I had her in mind, | will
confess. I’ ve had her in mind for the last two years. But something' s always held me back from saying
anything definite to her about it. | daresay everyone assumed that she’ d be my successor. She may have
thought so hersdlf. | mysdlf thought so until very recently. And then | decided that she was not what |
wanted.’

‘But shewas S0 suitablein every way,” said Eileen Rich. * She would have carried out thingsin exactly
your ways, in exactly your idess.’

‘Yes,' said MissBulstrode, ‘ and that’ s just what would have been wrong. Y ou can't hold on to the past.
A certain amount of tradition isgood but never too much. A school isfor the children oftoday . It' s not
for the children of fifty yearsago or even of thirty years ago. There are some schoolsin which traditionis
more important than others, but Meadowbank is not one of those. It’' s not a school with along tradition
behind it. It'sacregtion, if | may say it, of onewoman. Mysdlf. I’ vetried certain ideas and carried them
out to the best of my ability, though occasiondly I’ ve had to modify them when they haven’t produced
the results I d expected. It' s not been a conventional school, but it has not prided itself on being an
unconventional school ether. It' saschool that triesto make the best of both worlds: the past and the
future, but the redl stressis on the present. That's how it’ sgoing to go on, how it ought to go on. Run by
someone with ideas—idess of the present day. Keeping what iswise from the past, looking forward
towardsthefuture. Y ou're very much the age | waswhen | started here but you' ve got what | no longer
can have. You'll find it written in the Bible Their old men dream dreams and their young men have visions
. Wedon't need dreams here, we need vision. | believe you to have vison and that’ swhy | decided that
you were the person and not Eleanor Vangttart.’

‘It would have been wonderful,” said Eileen Rich. “Wonderful. Thething | should have liked above dl.’

Miss Bulstrode was faintly surprised by the tense, although she did not show it. Instead she agreed
promptly.

‘Yes’' shesad, ‘it would have been wonderful. But it isn’t wonderful now? Well, | suppose |l
understand that.’

‘No, no, | don't meanthat at al,” said Eileen Rich. *Not at dl. I—I can’t go into details very well, but if
you had—if you had asked me, spoken to melike thisaweek or afortnight ago, | should have said at
oncethat | couldn’t, that it would have been quite impossible. The only reason why it—why it might be
possible now is because—well, because itis a case of fighting—of taking on things. May I—may | think it
over, Miss Bulstrode? | don't know what to say now.’

‘Of course,” said Miss Bulstrode. She was still surprised. One never really knew, she thought, about
anybody.



‘There goes Rich with her hair coming down again,” said Ann Shapland as she straightened hersdf up
from aflower bed. ‘If shecan't contral it I can't think why she doesn’t get it cut off. She'sgot a
good-shaped head and she would look better.’

“You ought to tell her so,” said Adam.

‘We're not on those terms;” said Ann Shapland. She went on, ‘D’ you think this place will be able to
cary on?

‘That’ savery doubtful question,” said Adam, ‘and who am | to judge?

“You could tell aswell as another | should think,” said Ann Shapland. ‘ It might, you know. The old Bull,
asthegirlscdl her, has got what it takes. A hypnotizing effect on parentsto begin with. How long isit
since the beginning of term—only amonth? It ssemslike ayear. | shal be glad when it comesto anend.’

‘Will you come back if the school goeson?

‘No,” said Ann with emphasis, ‘no indeed. I’ ve had enough of schoolsto last mefor alifetime. I'm not
cut out for being cooped up with alot of women anyway. And, frankly, | don’t like murder. It sthe sort
of thing that’ s fun to read about in the paper or to read yourself to deep with in the way of anice book.
But thered thingisn't so good. | think,” added Ann thoughtfully, ‘that when | leave here at the end of the
term | shal marry Dennis and settle down.’

‘Dennis? said Adam. ‘ That' s the one you mentioned to me, wasn't it? Asfar as| remember hiswork
takes him to Burma and Maaya and Singapore and Japan and places like that. It won't be exactly
ttling down, will it, if you marry him?

Ann laughed suddenly. ‘No, no, | supposeit won't. Not in the physical, geographica sense’’

‘| think you can do better than Dennis,” said Adam.

‘ Areyou making me an offer? said Ann.

‘Certainly not, said Adam. ‘Y ou're an ambitious girl, you wouldn't like to marry ahumble jobbing
gardener.’

‘1 was wondering about marrying intothe C.I.D.,” said Ann.

‘I'mnotintheC.l.D.;” said Adam.

‘No, no, of course not,” said Ann. ‘Let’s preserve the niceties of speech. You'renot inthe C.1.D.
Shaistawasn't kidnapped, everything in the garden’slovely. It israther,’” she added, looking round. *All
the same,’ she said after amoment or two, ‘1 don’'t understand in the least about Shaistaturning up in
Genevaor whatever the story is. How did she get there? All you people must be very dack to alow her
to be taken out of this country.’

‘My lipsare sedled,’” said Adam.

‘I don't think you know the first thing about it,” said Ann.



‘I will admit,” said Adam, ‘that we have to thank Monsieur Hercule Poirot for having had a bright idea.’
‘What, the funny little man who brought Julia back and came to see Miss Bulstrode?

‘Yes Hecdlshimsdf, said Adam, ‘aconsultant detective.’

‘| think he' s pretty much of ahas-been,” said Ann.

‘ don’t understand what he'sup to at dl,” said Adam. ‘ He even went to see my mother—or some
friend of hisdid.’

“Y our mother? said Ann. “Why?

‘I'veno idea. He seemsto have akind of morbid interest in mothers. He went to see Jennifer’ s mother
too.’

‘Did he go and see Miss Rich’ s mother, and Chaddy’ s?

‘| gather Miss Rich hasn't got amother,” said Adam. * Otherwise, no doubt, he would have goneto see
her.’

‘Miss Chadwick’ s got amother in Cheltenham, she told me,” said Ann, *but she' s about eighty-odd, |
believe. Poor Miss Chadwick, she looks about eighty hersdf. She’ s coming to talk to us now.’

Adam looked up. ‘Yes,” hesad, ‘she'saged alot inthe last week.’

‘Because sheredlly lovesthe school,” said Ann. “1t's her wholelife. She can't bear to seeit go
downhill.’

Miss Chadwick indeed looked ten years older than she had done on the day of the opening term. Her
step had lost its brisk efficiency. She no longer trotted about, happy and bustling. She came up to them
now, her gepsdragging alittle.

‘Will you please cometo Miss Bulstrode,” she said to Adam. ‘ She has some instruction about the
garden.’

‘I'll haveto clean up ahit first,” said Adam. Helaid down histools and moved off in the direction of the
potting shed.

Ann and Miss Chadwick walked together towards the house.

‘It does seem quiet, does'tit,” said Ann, looking round. ‘ Like an empty house at the thegtre,” she
added thoughtfully, ‘with people spaced out by the box office astactfully as possible to make them look
like an audience’

‘It sdreadful,” said Miss Chadwick, ‘dreadful! Dreadful to think that Meadowbank has cometothis. |
can't get over it. | can't deep at night. Everything in ruins. All the years of work, of building up something
redly fine’

‘It may get dl right again,” said Ann cheerfully. ‘ People have got very short memories, you know.’



‘Not asshort asal that, said Miss Chadwick grimly.

Ann did not answer. In her heart she rather agreed with Miss Chadwick.

11
Mademoisdle Blanche came out of the classroom where she had been teaching French literature.

She glanced at her watch. Y es, there would be plenty of time for what she intended to do. With so few
pupils there was aways plenty of time these days.

She went upstairs to her room and put on her hat. She was not one of those who went about hatless.
She studied her appearance in the mirror with satisfaction. Not a personality to be noticed! Well, there
could be advantagesin that! She smiled to hersalf. It had madeit easy for her to use her Sster’s
testimonials. Even the passport photograph had gone unchallenged. It would have been athousand pities
to waste those excellent credentials when Angéle had died. Angéle had redlly enjoyed teaching. For
hersdf, it was unutterable boredom. But the pay was excellent. Far above what she herself had ever been
ableto earn. And besides, things had turned out unbelievably well. The future was going to be very
different. Oh yes, very different. The drabb Mademoisdlle Blanche would be transformed. Shesaw itdl in
her mind'seye. The Riviera. Hersdf smartly dressed, suitably made up. All one needed in thisworld was
money. Oh yes, things were going to be very pleasant indeed. It was worth having cometo this
detestable English school.

She picked up her handbag, went out of her room and aong the corridor. Her eyes dropped to the
knedling woman who was busy there. A new daily help. A police spy, of course. How smplethey
were—to think that one would not know!

A contemptuous smile on her lips, she went out of the house and down the drive to the front gate. The
bus stop was almost opposite. She stood at it, waiting. The bus should be here in amoment or two.

There were very few people about in this quiet country road. A car, with aman bending over the open
bonnet. A bicycleleaning againgt ahedge. A man also waiting for the bus.

One or other of the three would, no doubt, follow her. It would be skilfully done, not obvioudy. She was
quite diveto thefact, and it did not worry her. Her ‘shadow’ was welcome to see where she went and
what shedid.

The bus came. Shegot in. A quarter of an hour later, she got out in the main square of the town. She did
not trouble to look behind her. She crossed to where the shop windows of afairly large departmental
store showed their display of new model gowns. Poor stuff, for provincid tastes, she thought, with a
curling lip. But she stood looking at them as though much attracted.

Presently she went insde, made one or two trivia purchases, then went up to the first floor and entered
the Ladies Rest Room. There was awriting table there, some easy chairs, and atelephone box. She went
into the box, put the necessary coinsin, dialed the number she wanted, waiting to hear if theright voice
answered.

She nodded in approval, pressed button A and spoke.

‘Thisisthe Maison Blanche. Y ou understand me, the MaisonBlanche ? | have to speak of an account



that isowed. Y ou have until tomorrow evening. Tomorrow evening. To pay into the account of the
Maison Blanche at the Credit Nationae in London, Ledbury St branch the sum that | tell you.’

She named the sum.

‘If that money isnot paid in, then it will be necessary for meto report in the proper quarterswhat |
observed on the night of the 12th. The reference—pay—attention—isto Miss Springer. Y ou havealittle
over twenty-four hours.’

She hung up and emerged into the rest room. A woman had just come in from outside. Another
customer of the shop, perhaps, or again perhaps not. But if the latter, it wastoo late for anything to be
overheard.

Mademoiselle Blanche freshened herself up in the adjoining cloak room, then shewent and tried on a
couple of blouses, but did not buy them; she went out into the street again, smiling to hersdlf. She looked
into a bookshop, and then caught a bus back to Meadowbank.

Shewas gtill amiling to hersdf as she waked up the drive. She had arranged mattersvery well. Thesum
she had demanded had not been too large—not impossible to raise a short notice. And it would do very
well to go on with. Because, of course, in the future, there would be further demands. ..

Y es, avery pretty little source of income thiswas going to be. She had no qualms of conscience. She
did not consider it in any way her duty to report what she knew and had seen to the police. That Springer
had been a detestable woman, rude,md éevée . Prying into what was no business of hers. Ah, well, she
had got her deserts.

Mademoiselle Blanche stayed for awhile by the swvimming pool. She waiched Eileen Rich diving. Then
Ann Shapland, too, climbed up and dived—very well, too. There was laughing and squed s from the girls.

A bdl rang, and Mademoisdlle Blanche went in to take her junior class. They were inattentive and
tiresome, but Mademoisalle Blanche hardly noticed. She would soon have done with teaching for ever.

She went up to her room to tidy herself for supper. Vaguely, without redlly noticing, she saw that,
contrary to her usud practice, she had thrown her garden coat acrossachair in the corner instead of

hanging it up asusud.
She leaned forward, studying her face in the glass. She applied powder, lipstick—

The movement was S0 quick that it took her completely by surprise. Noisdess! Professiond. The coat
on the chair seemed to gather itself together, drop to the ground and in an instant behind Mademoisdle
Blanche a hand with a sandbag rose and, as she opened her lipsto scream, fell, dully, on the back of her
neck.

Chapter 22

Incident in Anatolia

Mrs Upjohn was sitting by the sde of the road overlooking adeep ravine. She wastaking partly in
French and partly with gesturesto alarge and solid-looking Turkish woman who was telling her with as

much detall as possible under these difficulties of communications dl about her last miscarriage. Nine
children she had had, she explained. Eight of them boys, and five miscarriages. She seemed as pleased a



the miscarriages as she did at the births.

‘Andyou? she poked Mrs Upjohn amiably in theribs. * Combien?—garcons?>—filles?—combien? She
held up her hands ready to indicate on the fingers.

‘Urefille;” said Mrs Upjohn.
‘ Et garcons?’

Seeing that she was about to fal in the Turkish woman’ s estimation, Mrs Upjohn in asurge of
nationalism proceeded to perjure hersalf. She held up five fingers of her right hand.

‘Cing, shesad.
*Cinq garcons? Tres bien!”

The Turkish woman nodded with approbation and respect. She added that if only her cousin who spoke
French redly fluently was here they could understand each other agreat ded better. She then resumed
the Story of her last miscarriage.

The other passengers were sprawled about near them, eating odd bits of food from the baskets they
carried with them. The bus, looking dightly the worse for wear, was drawn up against an overhanging
rock, and the driver and another man were busy inside the bonnet. Mrs Upjohn had lost complete count
of time. Floods had blocked two of the roads, détours had been necessary and they had once been stuck
for seven hours until theriver they were fording subsided. Ankaralay in the not impossible future and that
was dl sheknew. Shelistened to her friend’ s eager and incoherent conversation, trying to gauge when to
nod admiringly, when to shake her head in sympathy.

A voice cut into her thoughts, avoice highly incongruous with her present surroundings.

‘MrsUpjohn, | believe,’ said thevoice.

Mrs Upjohn looked up. A little way away acar had driven up. The man standing opposite her had
undoubtedly alighted from it. His face was unmistakably British, aswas hisvoice. He wasimpeccably
dressed inagrey flannd suit.

‘Good heavens,’ said Mrs Upjohn. ‘ Dr Livingstone?

‘It must seem rather likethat,” said the stranger pleasantly. ‘ My name' s Atkinson. I’'m from the
Consulatein Ankara. We' ve been trying to get in touch with you for two or three days, but the roads
have been cut.’

“Y ou wanted to get in touch with me? Why? Suddenly Mrs Upjohn rose to her feet. All traces of the
gay traveller had disappeared. She was dl mother, every inch of her. *Julia? she said sharply. ‘Has
something happened to Julia?

‘No, no,” Mr Atkinson reassured her. * dulid squite al right. I’ snot that at all. There' s been a spot of
trouble at M eadowbank and we want to get you home there as soon as possible. I'll drive you back to

Ankara, and you can get on aplanein about an hour’ stime.’

Mrs Upjohn opened her mouth and then shut it again. Then sherose and said, *You'll haveto get my



bag off the top of that bus. It sthe dark one.” She turned, shook hands with her Turkish companion, said:
‘I"'m sorry, | haveto go home now,” waved to the rest of the busload with the utmogt friendliness, called
out a Turkish farewd | greeting which was part of her small stock of Turkish, and prepared to follow Mr
Atkinson immediately without asking any further questions. It occurred to him asit had occurred to many
other people that Mrs Upjohn was avery sensible woman.

Chapter 23
Showdown

In one of the smaller classrooms Miss Bulstrode looked at the assembled people. All the members of
her staff were there: Miss Chadwick, Miss Johnson, Miss Rich and the two younger mistresses. Ann
Shapland sat with her pad and pencil in case Miss Bulstrode wanted her to take notes. Beside Miss
Bulstrode sat Inspector Kelsey and beyond him, Hercule Poirot. Adam Goodman sat in ano-man’s-land
of hisown hafway between the saff and what he called to himself the executive body. Miss Bulstrode
rose and spoke in her practised, decisive voice.

‘| fed itisduetoyou dl, shesad, ‘as members of my staff, and interested in the fortunes of the schooal,
to know exactly to what point thisinquiry has progressed. | have been informed by Inspector Kelsey of
severd facts. M. Hercule Poirot who hasinternational connections, has obtained val uable ass stance from
Switzerland and will report himself on that particular matter. We have not yet come to the end of the
inquiry, I am sorry to say, but certain minor matters have been cleared up and | thought it would be a
relief to you all to know how matters stand at the present moment.” Miss Bulstrode looked towards
Ingpector Kelsey, and he rose.

‘Officidly,” hesaid, ‘1 am not in apostion to disclose dl that | know. | can only reassure you to the
extent of saying that we are making progress and we are beginning to have agood ideawho is

respons ble for the three crimes that have been committed on the premises. Beyond that | will not go. My
friend, M. Hercule Poirot, who is not bound by officia secrecy and isat perfect liberty to give you his
own idess, will discloseto you certain information which he himsalf has been influentia in procuring. | am
sureyou are dl loya to Meadowbank and to Miss Bulstrode and will keep to yourselves various matters
upon which M. Poirot is going to touch and which are not of any public interest. Thelessgossip or
speculation about them the better, so | will ask you to keep the factsthat you will learn here today to
yoursalves. Isthat understood?

‘Of course,” said Miss Chadwick, speaking first and with emphasis. * Of coursewe'redl loya to
Meadowbank, | should hope.’

‘Naturdly,” said Miss Johnson.

‘Ohyes,’ sad thetwo younger mistresses.

‘| agree,’ said EileenRich.

“Then perhaps, M. Poirot?

Hercule Poirot rose to hisfeet, beamed on his audience and carefully twisted his moustaches. Thetwo
younger mistresses had a sudden desire to giggle, and looked away from each other pursing their lips

together.

‘It has been adifficult and anxioustimefor you al,” hesaid. ‘1 want you to know first that | do



gppreciate that. It has naturally been worst of al for Miss Bulstrode herself, but you have dl suffered.

Y ou have suffered first the loss of three of your colleagues, one of whom has been herefor a
considerable period of time. | refer to Miss Vandttart. Miss Springer and Mademoisdlle Blanche were,

of course, newcomers, but | do not doubt that their desths were a great shock to you and adistressing
happening. Y ou must dso have suffered agood ded of apprehension yourselves, for it must have seemed
asthough there were akind of vendetta aimed against the mistresses of Meadowbank school. That | can
assure you, and Inspector Kelsey will assure you aso, is not so. Meadowbank by afortuitous series of
chances became the centre for the attentions of various undesirable interests. There has been, shal we
say, acat among the pigeons. There have been three murders here and aso akidnapping. | will dedl first
with the kidnapping, for al through this business the difficulty has been to clear out of the way extraneous
matters which, though crimina in themsealves, obscure the most important thresd—the thread of aruthless
and determined killer in your midst.

He took from his pocket a photograph.
‘Fird, | will passround this photograph.’

Kesey took it, handed it to Miss Bulstrode and shein turn handed it to the staff. It was returned to
Poirot. Helooked at their faces, which were quite blank.

‘l ask you, dl of you, do you recognize the girl in that photograph?
One and al they shook their heads.

“You should do so,” said Poirot. ‘ Since that is a photograph obtained by me from Geneva of Princess
Shaga’

‘Butit'snot Shaitaat dl,” cried Miss Chadwick.

‘Exactly,” said Poirot. ‘ Thethreads of al this business start in Ramat where, asyou know, a
revolutionarycoup d’ état took place about three months ago. Theruler, Prince Ali Y usuf, managed to
escape, flown out by hisown private pilot. Their plane, however, crashed in the mountains north of
Ramat and was not discovered until later inthe year. A certain article of great vaue, which was aways
carried on Prince Ali’ s person, was missing. It was not found in the wreck and there were rumoursthat it
had been brought to this country. Severa groups of people were anxiousto get hold of thisvery valuable
aticle. One of their leedsto it was Prince Ali Y usuf’ sonly remaining relation, hisfirst cousin, agirl who
wasthen a aschool in Switzerland. It seemed likely that if the precious article had been safely got out of
Ramat it would be brought to Princess Shaista or to her relatives and guardians. Certain agentswere
detailed to keep an eye on her uncle, the Emir [brahim, and others to keep an eye on the Princess hersdlf.
It was known that she was due to come to this school, Meadowbank, thisterm. Therefore it would have
been only natural that someone should be detailed to obtain employment here and to keep a close watch
on anyone who gpproached the Princess, her |etters, and any telephone messages. But an even smpler
and more efficaciousideawas evolved, that of kidnapping Shaistaand sending one of their own number
to the school as Princess Shaista herself. This could be done successfully since the Emir Ibrahim wasin
Egypt and did not proposeto visit England until late summer. Miss Bulstrode hersalf had not seen the girl
and al arrangements that she had made concerning her reception had been made with the Embassy in
London.

‘The plan was smplein the extreme. Thered Shaistaleft Switzerland accompanied by arepresentative
from the Embassy in London. Or so it was supposed. Actudly, the Embassy in London wasinformed
that a representative from the Swiss school would accompany the girl to London. Thered Shaistawas



taken to avery pleasant chaet in Switzerland where she has been ever since, and an entirdly different girl
arrived in London, was met there by arepresentative of the Embassy and subsequently brought to this
school. Thissubdtitute, of course, was necessarily much older than thereal Shaista. But that would hardly
attract attention since Eastern girls noticeably ook much more mature than their age. A young French
actresswho specidizesin playing schoolgirl parts was the agent chosen.

‘| did ask,” said Hercule Poirot, in athoughtful voice, ‘ asto whether anyone had noticed Shaista's
knees. Knees are avery good indication of age. The knees of awoman of twenty-three or twenty-four
can never redly be mistaken for the knees of agirl of fourteen or fifteen. Nobody, alas, had noticed her
knees.

“The plan was hardly as successful as had been hoped. Nobody attempted to get in touch with Shaista,
no letters or telephone cdls of sgnificance arrived for her and as time went on an added anxiety arose.
The Emir Ibrahim might arrive in England ahead of schedule. He was not aman who announced his plans
ahead. He wasin the habit, | understand, of saying one evening, “Tomorrow | go to London” and
thereupon to go.

‘Thefdse Shaigta, then, was aware that at any moment someone who knew thered Shaistamight
arrive. Especidly wasthis so after the murder and therefore she began to prepare the way for a
kidnapping by talking about it to Ingpector Kelsey. Of course, the actua kidnapping was nothing of the
kind. As soon as she learned that her uncle was coming to take her out the following morning, she sent a
brief message by telephone, and haf an hour earlier than the genuine car, ashowy car with false C.D.
plateson it arrived and Shaistawas officidly “kidnapped”. Actualy, of course, she was set down by the
car inthefirst large town where she at once resumed her own personality. An amateurish ransom note
was sent just to keep up thefiction.’

Hercule Poirot paused, then said, ‘It was, as you can see, merdly thetrick of the conjurer. Misdirection.
Y ou focus the eyes on the kidnappinghere and it does not occur to anyone that the kidnappingredly
occurred three weeks earlier in Switzerland.’

What Poirot really meant, but was too polite to say, wasthat it had not occurred to anyone but himself!
‘We passnow,’ he said, ‘to something far more serious than kidnapping—murder.

‘Thefdse Shaistacould, of course, have killed Miss Springer but she could not have killed Miss
Vangttart or Mademoiselle Blanche, and would have had no mative to kill anybody, nor was such athing
required of her. Her role was ssimply to receive avauable packet if, as seemed likely, it should be
brought to her: or, dternatively, to receive news of it.

‘Let usgo back now to Ramat where dl this started. It was widely rumoured in Ramat that Prince Ali
Y usuf had given this vauable packet to Bob Rawlinson, his private pilot, and that Bob Rawlinson had
arranged for its despatch to England. On the day in question Rawlinson went to Ramat’ s principa hotel
where hissster, Mrs Sutcliffe, and her daughter Jennifer were staying. Mrs Sutcliffe and Jennifer were
out, but Bob Rawlinson went up to their room where he remained for at least twenty minutes. That is
rather along time under the circumstances. He might of course have been writing along letter to his
gder. But that was not so. He merdly |eft ashort note which he could have scribbled in a couple of
minutes.

‘It was avery fair inference then, inferred by severd separate parties, that during histimein her room he
had placed this object anongst hissster’ s effects and that she had brought it back to England. Now we
cometowhat | may call thedividing of two separate threads. One et of interests—(or possibly more



than one set)—assumed that Mrs Sutcliffe had brought this article back to England and in consequence
her house in the country was ransacked and athorough search made. This showed that whoever was
searchingdid not know where exactly the article was hidden . Only that it was probably somewherein
Mrs Sutcliffe s possession.

‘But somebody el se knew very definitely exactly wherethat articlewas, and | think that by now it will do
no harm for meto tell you where, in fact, Bob Rawlinson did concedl it. He concealed it in the handle of
atennisracquet, hollowing out the handle and afterwards piecing it together again so skilfully that it was
difficult to see what had been done.

‘The tennis racquet belonged, not to his sister, but to her daughter Jennifer. Someone who knew exactly
where the cache was, went out to the Sports Pavilion one night, having previoudy taken an impression of
the key and got akey cut. At that time of night everyone should have been in bed and adeep. But that
was not 0. Miss Springer saw the light of atorch in the Sports Pavilion from the house, and went out to
investigate. She was atough hefty young woman and had no doubts of her own ability to cope with
anything she might find. The person in question was probably sorting through the tennis racquetsto find
the right one. Discovered and recognized by Miss Springer, there was no hesitation... The searcher wasa
killer, and shot Miss Springer dead. Afterwards, however, the killer had to act fast. The shot had been
heard, people were approaching. At al coststhe killer must get out of the Sports Pavilion unseen. The
racquet must be left where it wasfor the moment...

‘Within afew days another method wastried. A strange woman with afaked American accent waylaid
Jennifer Sutcliffe as she was coming from the tennis courts, and told her aplausible story about areative
of hers having sent her down anew tennis racquet. Jennifer unsuspicioudy accepted this story and gladly
exchanged the racquet she was carrying for the new, expensive one the stranger had brought. But a
circumstance had arisen which the woman with the American accent knew nothing about. That wasthat a
few days previoudy Jennifer Sutcliffe and Julia Upjohn had exchanged racquets so that what the strange
woman took away with her wasin actua fact JuliaUpjohn’s old racquet, though the identifying tape on it
bore Jennifer’ sname.

“We come now to the second tragedy. Miss Vandttart for some unknown reason, but possibly
connected with the kidnapping of Shaistawhich had taken place that afternoon, took atorch and went
out to the Sports Pavilion after everybody had gone to bed. Somebody who had followed her there
struck her down with a cosh or a sandbag, as she was stooping down by Shaista’ s locker. Again the
crimewas discovered dmost immediately. Miss Chadwick saw alight in the Sports Pavilion and hurried
out there.

‘The police once more took charge at the Sports Pavilion, and again the killer was debarred from
searching and examining the tennis racquets there. But by now, Julia Upjohn, anintdlligent child, had
thought things over and had cometo the logical conclusion that the racquet she possessed and which had
originaly belonged to Jennifer, wasin some way important. She investigated on her own behaf, found
that she was correct in her surmise, and brought the contents of the racquet to me.

‘These are now,” said Hercule Poirat, ‘in safe custody and need concern us here no longer.” He paused
and then went on, ‘It remains to consider the third tragedy.

‘“What Mademoiselle Blanche knew or suspected we shal never know. She may have seen someone
leaving the house on the night of Miss Springer’ s murder. Whatever it was that she knew or suspected,
she knew the identity of the murderer. And she kept that knowledge to herself. She planned to obtain
money in return for her slence.



‘Thereisnothing,” said Hercule Poirot, with fegling, ‘ more dangerous than levying blackmail on aperson
who haskilled perhaps twice dready. Mademoisdlle Blanche may have taken her own precautions but
whatever they were, they were inadequate. She made an gppointment with the murderer and she was
killed.

He paused again.
‘Sothere,’ hesaid, looking round at them, ‘you have the account of thiswhole affair.’

They wered| staring a him. Their faces, which at first had reflected interest, surprise, excitement,
seemed now frozen into auniform cam. It was as though they wereterrified to display any emotion.
Hercule Poirot nodded at them.

‘Yes” hesad, ‘| know how you fed. It has come, hasit not, very near home? That iswhy, you see, |
and Ingpector Kelsey and Mr Adam Goodman have been making the inquiries. We have to know, you
see, if thereis till acat among the pigeons! Y ou understand what | mean? Isthere still someone here
who is masguerading under false colours?

Therewas adight ripple passing through those who listened to him, abrief dmost furtive sdelong glance
as though they wished to look at each other, but did not dare do so.

‘I am happy to reassureyou,” said Poirat. ‘ All of you here at this momentare exactly who you say you
are . Miss Chadwick, for ingtance, is Miss Chadwick—that is certainly not open to doubt, she has been
here aslong as Meadowbank itself! Miss Johnson, too, is unmistakably Miss Johnson. Miss Rich isMiss
Rich. Miss Shapland is Miss Shapland. Miss Rowan and Miss Blake are Miss Rowan and Miss Blake.
To go further,” said Pairot, turning his head, * Adam Goodman who works here in the garden, is, if not
precisely Adam Goodman, at any rate the person whose nameison his credentials. So then, where are
we? We must seek not for someone masguerading as someone e se, but for someonewhois, in hisor
her proper identity, amurderer.’

The room was very gill now. Therewas menaceintheair.

Poirot went on.

‘We want, primarily,someone who was in Ramat three months ago . Knowledge that the prize was
conceded in the tennis racquet could only have been acquired in one way. Someone must haveseen it put
there by Bob Rawlinson. It isas ssimple asthat. Who then, of dl of you present here, wasin Ramat three
months ago? Miss Chadwick was here, Miss Johnson was here.” His eyes went on to the two junior
Mistresses. ‘ Miss Rowan and Miss Blake were here’

Hisfinger went out pointing.

‘But Miss Rich—Miss Rich was not here |ast term, was she?

‘l—no. | wasill.” She spoke hurriedly. ‘| was away for aterm.’

‘That isthe thing we did not know,” said Hercule Poirat, ‘ until afew days ago somebody mentioned it
casudly. When questioned by the police originaly, you merely said that you had been at Meadowbank

for ayear and ahalf. That in itsdf istrue enough. But you were absent last term. Y ou could have beenin
Ramat—I think you were in Ramat. Be careful. It can be verified, you know, from your passport.’



There was amoment’ s sllence, then Eileen Rich looked up.
‘Yes’ shesaid quietly. ‘| wasin Ramat. Why not?
‘Why did you go to Ramat, Miss Rich?

“You aready know. | had beenill. | was advised to take a rest—to go abroad. | wroteto Miss
Bulstrode and explained that | must take aterm off. She quite understood.’

‘That iss0,” said MissBulstrode. ‘ A doctor’ s certificate was enclosed which said that it would be
unwisefor Miss Rich to resume her duties until thefollowing term.’

‘So—you went to Ramat? said Hercule Poirot.

‘Why shouldn’t | go to Ramat? said Eileen Rich. Her voice trembled dightly. ‘ There are cheap fares
offered to schoolteachers. | wanted arest. | wanted sunshine. | went out to Rameat. | spent two months
there. Why not? Why not, | say?’

“Y ou have never mentioned that you were at Ramat at the time of the Revolution.’

‘Why should I? What hasit got to do with anyone here? | haven't killed anyone, | tell you. | haven't
killed anyone.’

“Y ou were recognized, you know,” said Hercule Poirot. * Not recognized definitely, but indefinitely. The
child Jennifer was very vague. She said she thought she’ d seen you in Ramat but concluded it couldn’t be
you because, she said, the person she had seen wasfa , not thin.” He leaned forward, his eyes boring into
Eileen Rich'sface.

‘What have you to say, MissRich?

She whedled round. ‘| know what you' re trying to make out!” she cried. ‘Y ou’ re trying to make out that
it wasn't asecret agent or anything of that kind who did these murders. That it was someone who just
happened to be there, someone whohappened to see thistreasure hidden in atennis racquet. Someone
who redlized that the child was coming to Meadowbank and that she' d have an opportunity to take for
hersdf thishidden thing. But | tell you itisn'ttrue I’

‘I think that iswhat happened. Yes,’ said Poirot. * Someone saw the jewels being hidden and forgot all
other duties or interestsin the determination to possess them!”

‘Itin’'t true, | tdll you. | saw nothing—
‘Ingpector Kelsey.” Poirot turned his head.

Inspector Kelsey nodded—went to the door, opened it, and Mrs Upjohn walked into the room.

“How do you do, Miss Bulstrode,” said Mrs Upjohn, looking rather embarrassed. ‘I'm sorry I'm
looking rather untidy, but | was somewhere near Ankarayesterday and I’ ve just flown home. I'mina
terrible messand | redly haven't had time to clean myself up or doanything .’



‘That does not matter,” said Hercule Pairot. ‘We want to ask you something.’

‘MrsUpjohn,” said Kelsey, ‘when you came hereto bring your daughter to the school and you werein
Miss Bulstrode s Sitting-room, you looked out of the window—the window which gives on the front
drive—and you uttered an exclamation as though you recognized someone you saw there. That is o, isit
not?

MrsUpjohn stared at him. *When | wasin Miss Bulstrode' s sitting-room? | looked—oh, yes, of course !
Yes, | did see someone.’

‘ Someone you were surprised to see?
‘Well, | wasrather...You see, it had al been such yearsago.’
“Y ou mean the days when you were working in Intelligence towards the end of the war?

“Yes. It was about fifteen years ago. Of course, she looked much older, but | recognized her at once.
And | wondered what on earth she could be doinghere .’

‘“Mrs Upjohn, will you look round this room and tell meif you see that person here now?
‘Yes, of course,” said MrsUpjohn. ‘1 saw her assoon as| camein. That's her.’

She stretched out a pointing finger. Inspector Kelsey was quick and so was Adam, but they were not
quick enough. Ann Shapland had sprung to her feet. In her hand was a smdl wicked-looking automeatic
and it pointed straight a Mrs Upjohn. Miss Bulstrode, quicker than the two men, moved sharply
forward, but swifter till was Miss Chadwick. It was not Mrs Upjohn that she was trying to shield, it was
the woman who was standing between Ann Shapland and Mrs Upjohn.

‘No, you shan't,’ cried Chaddy, and flung hersaf on Miss Bulstrode just as the small automatic went off.

Miss Chadwick staggered, then dowly crumpled down. Miss Johnson ran to her. Adam and Kelsey had
got hold of Ann Shapland now. Shewas struggling like awild cat, but they wrested the small automatic
from her.

Mrs Upjohn said breathlesdy:

‘They said then that shewas akiller. Although she was so young. One of the most dangerous agents
they had. Angelicawas her code name”’

“You lying bitch!” Ann Shapland fairly spat out the words.
Hercule Poirot said:

‘Shedoesnot lie. You are dangerous. Y ou have aways led adangerous life. Up to now, you have never
been suspected in your own identity. All the jobs you have taken in your own name have been perfectly
genuine jobs, efficiently performed—but they have al been jobswith a purpose, and that purpose has
been the gaining of information. Y ou have worked with an Oil Company, with an archaeol ogist whose
work took him to a certain part of the globe, with an actress whose protector was an eminent politician.
Ever snce you were seventeen you have worked as an agent—though for many different masters. Y our



services have been for hire and have been highly paid. Y ou have played adual role. Most of your
assignments have been carried out in your own name, but there were certain jobs for which you assumed
different identities. Those were the times when ostensibly you had to go home and be with your mother.

‘But | strongly suspect, Miss Shapland, that the elderly woman | visited who livesinasmadl villagewith a
nurse-companion to look after her, an ederly woman who is genuinely amenta patient with a confused
mind, isnot your mother at al. She has been your excuse for retiring from employment and from the
circle of your friends. The three months thiswinter that you spent with your “mother” who had one of her
“bad turns’ covers the time when you went out to Ramat. Not as Ann Shapland but as Angdlicade
Toredo, a Spanish, or near-Spanish cabaret dancer. Y ou occupied the room in the hotel next to that of
Mrs Sutcliffe and somehow you managed to see Bob Rawlinson conceal the jewesin theracquet. You
had no opportunity of taking the racquet then for there was the sudden evacuation of al British people,
but you had read the labels on their luggage and it was easy to find out something about them. To obtain
asecretaria post herewas not difficult. | have made someinquiries. Y ou paid asubgtantial sum to Miss
Bulstrode' s former secretary to vacate her post on the pleaof a“breakdown”. And you had quite a
plausible story. Y ou had been commissioned to write aseries of articleson afamousgirls school “from
within’.

‘It dl seemed quite easy, did it not? If achild’ sracquet was missing, what of it? Smpler ill, you would
go out at night to the Sports Pavilion, and abstract the jewels. But you had not reckoned with Miss
Springer. Perhaps she had aready seen you examining the racquets. Perhaps she just happened to wake
that night. Shefollowed you out there and you shot her. Later, Mademoisdle Blanche tried to blackmail
you, and you killed her. It comes natura to you, doesit not, to kill 7

He stopped. In a monotonous officia voice, Ingpector Kelsey cautioned his prisoner.

Shedid not listen. Turning towards Hercule Poirot, she burst out in alow-pitched flood of invective that
gartled everyonein the room.

‘Whew!” said Adam, as Kelsey took her away. ‘And | thought shewasanicegirl?’

Miss Johnson had been knedling by Miss Chadwick.

‘I'm afraid she' sbadly hurt,” she said. * She' d better not be moved until the doctor comes.’

Chapter 24

Poirot Explains

Mrs Upjohn, wandering through the corridors of Meadowbank School, forgot the exciting scene she
had just been through. She was for the moment merely amother seeking her young. Shefound herina
deserted classroom. Juliawas bending over adesk, her tongue protruding dightly, absorbed in the
agonies of compogition.

She looked up and stared. Then flung hersalf across the room and hugged her mother.

‘Mummy?’

Then, with the self-consciousness of her age, ashamed of her unrestrained emotion, she detached herself
and spokein acarefully casua tone—indeed dmost accusingly.



‘Aren’t you back rathersoon , Mummy?

‘| flew back,” said Mrs Upjohn, amost gpologeticaly, ‘from Ankara’
‘Oh,” said dulia. *Wel—I"m glad you' re back.’

‘Yes,’ said MrsUpjohn, ‘1 am very glad too.’

They looked at each other, embarrassed. ‘What are you doing? said Mrs Upjohn, advancing alittle
closer.

‘I"m writing acomposition for MissRich,” said Julia. * Sheredlly does set the most exciting subjects.’
‘What' sthisone? said Mrs Upjohn. She bent over.

The subject was written at the top of the page. Some nine or ten lines of writing in Julia’ s uneven and
sprawling hand-writing came below. * Contrast the Attitudes of Macheth and Lady Macbeth to Murder’
read Mrs Upjohn.

‘Well,” she said doubtfully, ‘you can't say that the subject is't topica !’

Sheread the start of her daughter’ s essay. *Macheth,” Julia had written, *liked the idea of murder and
had been thinking of it alot, but he needed a push to get him started. Once he' d got started he enjoyed
murdering people and had no more qualms or fears. Lady Macheth wasjust greedy and ambitious. She
thought she didn’t mind what she did to get what she wanted. But once she' d done it she found she
didn't likeit after al.’

“Your languageisn't very degant, said MrsUpjohn. ‘I think you' Il haveto polishit up abit, but you' ve
certainly got something there!’

Ingpector Kelsey was spesking in adightly complaining tone.

‘It sdl very well for you, Poirot,” hesaid. 'Y ou can say and do alot of thingswe can't: and I’ [l admit
the whole thing was well stage managed. Got her off her guard, made her think we were after Rich, and
then, Mrs Upjohn’ s sudden appearance made her lose her head. Thank the lord she kept that automatic
after shooting Springer. If the bullet corresponds—’

‘Itwill,monami , it will,” said Poirot.

‘Then we ve got her cold for the murder of Springer. And | gather Miss Chadwick’ sin abad way. But
look here, Poirat, | still can’t see how she can possibly havekilled Miss Vangttart. It's physicaly
impossible. She' sgot acast iron alibi—unless young Rathbone and the whole staff of the Nid Sauvage
areinitwith her’

Poirot shook hishead. *Oh, no,” hesaid. ‘Her dlibi is perfectly good. She killed Miss Springer and
Mademoisdlle Blanche. But Miss Vangttart—' he hesitated for amoment, his eyes going to where Miss
Bulstrode et listening to them. ‘Miss Vangttart waskilled by Miss Chadwick.’



‘Miss Chadwick? exclaimed Miss Bulstrode and Kelsey together.

Poirot nodded. ‘| am sure of it.’

‘But—why?

‘| think,” said Poirot, ‘ Miss Chadwick loved Meadowbank too much...” His eyeswent acrossto Miss
Bulgtrode.

‘| see...” saild MissBulstrode. ‘Yes, yes, | see...| ought to have known.” She paused. ‘Y ou mean that
she—7?

‘I mean,’ said Poairat, ‘that she started here with you, that all along she has regarded Meadowbank asa
joint venture between you both.’

‘Which in onesenseit was,’ said Miss Bulstrode.

‘Quite so,” said Poirot. ‘ But that was merdly the financid aspect. When you began to talk of retiring she
regarded herself as the person who would take over.’

‘But she' sfar too old,” objected Miss Bulstrode.

‘Yes,’ said Pairat, ‘sheistoo old and sheis not suited to be aheadmistress. But she hersdlf did not think
0. She thought that when you went she would be headmistress of Meadowbank as a matter of course.
And then she found that was not so. That you were considering someone el se, that you had fastened
upon Eleanor Vangttart. And she loved M eadowbank. She loved the school and she did not like Eleanor
Vangttart. | think in the end she hated her.’

‘She might have done,” said Miss Bulstrode. * Y es, Eleanor Vandttart was—how shdl | put it>—she
was aways very complacent, very superior about everything. That would be hard to beer if you were
jedlous. That'swhat you mean, isn't it? Chaddy wasjealous.’

‘Yes,’ said Poirot. * She was jedlous of Meadowbank and jealous of Eleanor Vangittart. She couldn’t
bear the thought of the school and Miss Vangttart together. And then perhaps something in your manner
led her to think that you were weskening?

‘1 did weaken,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘But | didn’t weaken in the way that perhaps Chaddy thought |
would wesken. Actudly | thought of someone younger still than Miss Vangttart—I thought it over and
then | said No, she' stoo young...Chaddy was with methen, | remember.’

‘And she thought,” said Poirat, ‘that you were referring to Miss Vandittart. That you were saying Miss
Vangttart was too young. She thoroughly agreed. She thought that experience and wisdom such as she
had got were far more important things. But then, after dl, you returned to your origina decision. You
chose Eleanor Vangttart astheright person and |eft her in charge of the school that weekend. Thisis
what | think happened. On that Sunday night Miss Chadwick was restless, she got up and she saw the
light in the squash court. She went out there exactly as she says she went. Thereisonly one thing different
in her story from what she said. It wasn't agolf club shetook with her. She picked up one of the
sandbags from the pilein the hall. She went out there al ready to dedl with aburglar, with someone who
for asecond time had broken into the Sports Pavilion. She had the sandbag ready in her hand to defend
hersdf if attacked. And what did she find? She found Eleanor Vangttart knedling down lookingina
locker, and she thought, it may be—(for | am good,” said Hercule Poirot in a parenthesis, *—at putting



mysdf into other people s minds—) she thoughtif | were a marauder, aburglar, | would come up behind
her and strike her down. And as the thought came into her mind, only half conscious of what she was
doing, she raised the sandbag and struck. And there was Eleanor Vangittart dead, out of her way. She
was gppalled then, | think, at what she had done. It has preyed on her ever since—for sheisnot anatura
killer, Miss Chadwick. She was driven, as some are driven, by jealousy and by obsession. The obsession
of love for Meadowbank. Now that Eleanor Vansttart was dead she was quite sure that she would
succeed you at Meadowbank. So she didn’t confess. Shetold her story to the police exactly asit had
occurred but for the one vital fact, that it wasshe who had struck the blow. But when she was asked
about the golf club which presumably Miss Vangttart took with her being nervous after dl that had
occurred, Miss Chadwick said quickly that she had taken it out there. She didn’t want you to think even
for amoment that she had handled the sandbag.’

‘“Why did Ann Shapland a so choose a sandbag to kill Mademoiselle Blanche? asked Miss Bulstrode.

‘For one thing, she could not risk a pistol shot in the school building, and for another sheisavery clever
young woman. She wanted to tie up this third murder with the second one, for which shehad an dibi.’

‘| don't redlly understand what Eleanor Vandttart was doing hersdlf in the Sports Pavilion,” said Miss
Bulgtrode.

‘| think one could make a guess. She was probably far more concerned over the disappearance of
Shaista than she allowed to appear on the surface. She was as upset as Miss Chadwick was. Inaway it
was worse for her, because she had been left by you in charge—and the kidnapping had happened whilst
she was responsible. Moreover she had pooh-poohed it aslong as possible through an unwillingnessto
face unpleasant facts squarely.’

‘S0 there was weakness behind thefagade ,” mused Miss Bulstrode. ‘| sometimes suspected it.’

‘She, too, | think, was unable to deep. And | think she went out quietly to the Sports Pavilion to make
an examination of Shaistal slocker in case there might be some clue there to the girl’ s disappearance.’

“Y ou seem to have explanations for everything, Mr Poirot.’
‘That' s his specidity,” said Ingpector Kelsey with dight mdice.
‘ And what was the point of getting Eileen Rich to sketch various members of my staff?

‘1 wanted to test the child Jennifer’ s ability to recognize aface. | soon satisfied mysdf that Jennifer was
so entirely preoccupied by her own affairs, that she gave outsiders at most acursory glance, taking in
only the external details of their appearance. She did not recognize a sketch of Mademoisdlle Blanche
with adifferent hairdo. Still less, then, would she have recognized Ann Shapland who, as your secretary,
she seldom saw at close quarters.’

“Y ou think that the woman with the racquet was Ann Shapland hersdlf.’

‘Y es. It has been aone woman job al through. Y ou remember that day, you rang for her to take a
message to Juliabut in the end, as the buzzer went unanswered, sent agirl to find Julia. Annwas
accustomed to quick disguise. A fair wig, differently pencilled eyebrows, a“fussy” dressand hat. She
need only be absent from her typewriter for about twenty minutes. | saw from MissRich’'s clever
sketches how easy it isfor awoman to alter her gppearance by purely external matters.’



‘Miss Rich—I wonder—' Miss Bulstrode looked thoughtful.

Poirot gave Inspector Kelsey alook and the Inspector said he must be getting aong.
‘MissRich? sad Miss Bulstrode again.

‘Send for her,’ said Poirot. ‘It isthe best way.’

Eileen Rich appeared. She was white faced and dightly defiant.

“Y ou want to know,” she said to Miss Bulstrode, ‘what | was doing in Ramat?

‘I think | have anidea,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘Just 0, said Pairot. * Children nowadays know al the facts of life—but their eyes often retain
innocence’

He added that he, too, must be getting along, and dipped out.

‘That wasit, wasn't it? said Miss Bulstrode. Her voice was brisk and businesdike. * Jennifer merely
described it asfat. She didn’t redlize it was a pregnant woman she had seen.’

‘Yes' said Eileen Rich. ‘ That wasit. | was going to have achild. | didn’t want to give up my job here. |
carried on dl right through the autumn, but after that, it was beginning to show. | got adoctor’s certificate
that | wasn’t fit to carry on, and | pleaded illness. | went abroad to aremote spot where | thought |
wasn't likely to meet anyone who knew me. | came back to this country and the child was born—dead. |
came back thisterm and | hoped that no one would ever know...But you understand now, don't you,
why | said | should have had to refuse your offer of a partnership if you' d made it? Only now, with the
school in such adisagter, | thought that, after al, | might be able to accept.’

She paused and said in a matter of fact voice,
‘“Would you like meto leave now? Or wait until the end of term?

‘You'll stay till the end of theterm,” said MissBulstrode, ‘and if thereisanew term here, which | il
hope, you'll come back.’

‘Come back? said Eileen Rich. ‘ Do you mean you till want me?

‘Of course| want you,” said Miss Bulstrode. Y ou haven't murdered anyone, have you?—not gone
mad over jewe s and planned to kill to get them? 'l tell you what you' ve done. Y ou’ ve probably denied
your inginctstoo long. Therewasaman, you fel in love with him, you had achild. | supposeyou
couldn’'t marry.’

‘There was never any question of marriage,” said Eileen Rich. ‘1 knew that. Heisn't to blame!’

‘Very well, then,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘ Y ou had alove affair and achild. Y ou wanted to have that
child?

‘Yes,' said Eileen Rich. ‘Yes, | wanted to haveit.’



‘Sothat’sthat,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘Now I’m going to tell you something. | believe that in spite of this
love affair, your red vocation in lifeisteaching. | think your professon means moreto you than any
normal woman'slife with ahusband and children would mean.’

‘Ohyes’ sad Eileen Rich. ‘I’'m sure of that. I've known that al dong. That'swhat | redly want to
do—that' sthered passion of my life’

‘Then don't beafool,” said Miss Bulstrode. ‘I’'m making you avery good offer. If, that is, things come
right. We Il spend two or three years together putting Meadowbank back on the map. You'll have
different ideas asto how that should be done from theideasthat | have. I'll listen to your ideas. Maybe
I’ll even give in to some of them. Y ou want things to be different, | suppose, at Meadowbank?

‘| doin someways, yes,’ said Eileen Rich. ‘| won't pretend. | want more emphasis on getting girlsthat
redly matter.

‘Ah,” said MissBulstrode, ‘1 see. It' sthe snob element that you don't like, isthat it?
‘Yes,’' sad Eileen, ‘it seemsto meto spoil things!’

‘What you don't redize,” said Miss Bulstrode, ‘isthat to get the kind of girl you want you' vegat to have
that snob dement. It'squite asmall eement redly, you know. A few foreign royalties, afew great names
and everybody, dl the slly parentsal over this country and other countries want their girlsto cometo
Meadowbank. Fall over themselvesto get their girl admitted to Meadowbank. What' s the result? An
enormouswaiting list, and | look at the girlsand | seethe girlsand | choose! Y ou get your pick, do you
see?| choose my girls. | choose them very carefully, somefor character, somefor brains, somefor pure
academic intellect. Some because | think they haven't had a chance but are capable of being made
something of that’ sworth while. Y ou' re young, Eileen. You'refull of ideds—it' sthe teaching that maiters
to you and the ethical sde of it. Your vison'squiteright. It'sthe girlsthat matter, but if you want to make
asuccess of anything, you know, you' ve got to be agood tradesman aswell. Ideas are like everything
else. They’' ve got to be marketed. We' Il have to do some pretty dick work in future to get Meadowbank
going again. I'll haveto get my hooksinto afew people, former pupils, bully them, plead with them, get
them to send their daughters here. And then the otherswill come. Y ou let me be up to my tricks, and
then you shal have your way. Meadowbank will go onand it’ll be afine schoal.’

‘It'll be the finest school in England,” said Eileen Rich enthusiastically.

‘Good,” said MissBulstrode, ‘—and Eileen, | should go and get your hair properly cut and shaped. You
don’t seem able to manage that bun. And now,” she said, her voice changing, ‘1 must go to Chaddy.’

Shewent in and came up to the bed. Miss Chadwick was lying very still and white. The blood had dll
gone from her face and she looked drained of life. A policeman with anotebook sat nearby and Miss
Johnson sat on the other sde of the bed. Shelooked at Miss Bulstrode and shook her head gently.

‘Hallo, Chaddy,” said Miss Bulstrode. Shetook up the limp hand in hers. Miss Chadwick’ s eyes
opened.

‘| want totel you,” she said, * Eleanor—it was—it was me.’
‘Yes, dear, | know,” said Miss Bulstrode.

‘Jedlous,” said Chaddy. ‘| wanted—



‘| know, said Miss Bulstrode.

Tearsrolled very dowly down Miss Chadwick’ s cheeks. ‘It'sso awful...1 didn’t mean—I don’'t know
how | cameto do such athing!’

‘Don’'t think about it any more,” said Miss Bulstrode.
‘But | can’t—you'll never—I’ll never forgive mysdf—'

‘Ligten, dear,’ shesaid. *Y ou saved my life, you know. My life and the life of that nice woman, Mrs
Upjohn. That counts for something, doesn’t it?

‘1 only wish,” said Miss Chadwick, ‘1 could have givenny life for you both. That would have madeit all
right...’

Miss Bulstrode looked at her with gresat pity. Miss Chadwick took agreat breath, smiled, then, moving
her head very dightly to one side, shedied...

“Youdid giveyour life, my dear,” said Miss Bulstrode softly. ‘| hope you redlize that—now.’
Chapter 25

Legacy

‘A Mr Robinson has cdled to seeyou, Sir.’

‘Ah!” said Hercule Poirot. He stretched out his hand and picked up aletter from the desk in front of him.
Helooked down on it thoughtfully.

Hesad: * Show himin, Georges.’

The letter was only afew lines,

Dear Poirot,

A Mr Robinson may cal upon you in the near future. Y ou may aready know something about him.
Quite aprominent figurein certain circles. Thereisademand for such menin our modern world... |
believe, if | may so put it, that heis, in this particular matter, on the Sde of theangels. Thisisjust a

recommendation, if you should bein doubt. Of course, and | underline this, we havenoidea asto the
matter on which he wishesto consult you...

Haha! and likewise ho ho!
Yoursever,
Ephraim Pikeaway

Pairot laid down the letter and rose as Mr Robinson came into the room. He bowed, shook hands,
indicated achair.



Mr Robinson sat, pulled out a handkerchief and wiped hislarge yellow face. He observed that it was a
warm day.

“You have not, | hope, walked herein this heat?

Poirot looked horrified at theidea. By anatura association of ideas, hisfingers went to his moustache.
He was reassured. There was no limpness.

Mr Robinson looked equally horrified.

‘No, no, indeed. | camein my Rolls. But thesetraffic blocks...One sitsfor half an hour sometimes’’
Poirot nodded sympatheticaly.

There was a pause—the pause that ensues on part one of conversation before entering upon part two.

‘| wasinterested to hear—of course one hears so many things—most of them quite untrue—that you
had been concerning yoursdlf with the affairsof agirls school.’

‘Ah, said Poirot. ‘ That!’
He leaned back in his chair.
‘Meadowbank,” said Mr Robinson thoughtfully. * Quite one of the premier schools of England.’
‘Itisafineschool.’
‘1s? Or was?
‘I hope the former.’
‘1 hope 50, t0o,” said Mr Robinson. ‘| fear it may be touch and go. Ah well, one must do what one can.
A littlefinancid backing to tide over acertain inevitable period of depression. A few carefully chosen

new pupils. I am not without influence in European circles!’

‘1, too, have applied persuasion in certain quarters. If, asyou say, we can tide things over. Mercifully,
memoriesare short.’

‘That iswhat one hopes. But one must admit that events have taken place there that might well shake the
nerves of fond mammas—and papas aso. The Games Migtress, the French Mistress, and yet another
mistress—all murdered.’

‘Asyou say.’

‘I hear,” said Mr Robinson, ‘ (one hears so many things), that the unfortunate young woman responsible
has suffered from a phobia about schoolmistresses since her youth. An unhappy childhood at school .
Psychiatristswill make agood ded of this. They will try at least for averdict of diminished respongibility,
asthey cdl it nowadays’

‘That line would seem to be the best choice,” said Poirot. Y ou will pardon mefor saying that | hopeit
will not succeed.’



‘| agree with you entirdly. A most cold-blooded killer. But they will make much of her excellent
character, her work as secretary to various well-known people, her war record—quite distinguished, |
believe—counter espionage—

Helet the last words out with a certain significance—ahint of aquestion in hisvoice.

‘Shewas very good, | believe,’ he said more briskly. * So young—but quite brilliant, of great use—to
both sides. That was her métier—she should have stuck to it. But | can understand the temptation—to
play alone hand, and gain abig prize” He added softly, ‘A very big prize’

Poirot nodded.

Mr Robinson leaned forward.

‘Where arethey, M. Poirot?

‘I think you know wherethey are’

‘Well, frankly, yes. Banks are such useful ingtitutions are they not?

Poirot smiled.

“We needn’t beat about the bush redlly, need we, my dear fellow? What are you going to do about
them?

‘1 have been waiting.’

‘Waiting for what?

‘Shall we say—for suggestions?
‘Yes—I| see!

“Y ou understand they do not belong to me. | would like to hand them over to the person they do belong
to. But that, if | appraise the position correctly, isnot so smple’

‘Governments arein such adifficult position,” said Mr Robinson. *Vulnerable, so to speak. What with
oil, and tedl, and uranium, and cobat and all therest of it, foreign relations are amatter of the utmost
dedlicacy. The great thing isto be able to say that Her Mgesty’ s Government, etc., etc., has absolutelyno
information on the subject.’

‘But | cannot keep thisimportant deposit a my bank indefinitely.’

‘Exactly. That iswhy | have come to propose that you should hand it over to me’’

‘Ah,” said Poirot. ‘Why?

‘1 can give you some excellent reasons. These jewels—mercifully we are not officia, we can cdl things
by their right names—were unquestionably the persona property of the late Prince Ali Y usuf.’



‘| understand that is 0.’

“His Highness handed them over to Squadron Leader Robert Rawlinson with certain ingtructions. They
were to be got out of Ramat, and they were to be ddlivered tome .’

‘Have you proof of that?
‘Certainly.’

Mr Robinson drew along envel ope from his pocket. Out of it he took severa papers. Helaid them
before Poirot on the desk.

Poirot bent over them and studied them carefully.

‘It seemsto be asyou say.’

‘Wdll, then?

‘Doyou mindif | ask aquestion?

‘Not at al.’

‘“What do you, persondly, get out of this?

Mr Robinson looked surprised.

‘My dear fellow. Money, of course. Quitealot of money.’

Poirot looked a him thoughtfully.

‘Itisavery old trade,’ said Mr Robinson. ‘ And alucrative one. There are quite alot of us, anetwork al
over the globe. We are, how shall | put it, the Arrangers behind the scenes. For kings, for presidents, for
politicians, for al those, in fact, upon whom thefierce light beets, as a poet has put it. Wework in with
one another and remember this: we keep faith. Our profits are large but we are honest. Our services are
costly—but we do render service’

‘| see,” said Poirot. * Enbien! | agree to what you ask.’

‘| can assure you that that decision will please everyone.” Mr Robinson’ s eyesjust rested for amoment
on Colond Pikeaway’ s letter whereit lay at Poirot’ sright hand.

‘But just onelittle moment. | am human. | have curiosity. What are you going to do with thesejewels?
Mr Robinson looked at him. Then hislarge yelow face creased into a smile. He leaned forward.
‘1 shdl tel you.’

Hetold him.



Children were playing up and down the Street. Their raucous criesfilled the air. Mr Robinson, aighting
ponderoudy from his Rolls, was cannoned into by one of them.

Mr Robinson put the child aside with anot unkindly hand and peered up at the number on the house.
No. 15. Thiswas right. He pushed open the gate and went up the three steps to the front door. Neat
white curtains at the windows, he noted, and awell-polished brass knocker. Aninsgnificant little housein

aninggnificant Sreet in an inggnificant part of London, but it waswell kept. It had self-respect.

The door opened. A girl of about twenty-five, pleasant looking, with akind of fair, chocolate box
prettiness, welcomed him with asmile,

‘Mr Robinson? Comein.’

Shetook himinto the smdl Stting-room. A televison set, cretonnes of a Jacobean pattern, a cottage
piano againgt thewall. She had on adark skirt and agrey pullover.

‘You'll have sometea? I’ ve got the kettleon.’

‘Thank you, but no. | never drink tea. And | can only stay a short time. | have only cometo bring you
what | wrote to you about.’

‘From Ali?

‘Yes,

‘Thereisn’t—there couldn’t be—any hope? | mean—it’ sredly true—that he waskilled? There couldn’t
be any mistake?

‘I'm afraid there was no mistake,” said Mr Robinson gently.

‘No—no, | suppose not. Anyway, | never expected—When he went back there| didn’t think really I'd
ever ssehim again. | don’'t mean | thought he was going to bekilled or that there would be a Revolution.
| just mean—well, you know—he' d have to carry on, do his stuff—what was expected of him. Marry
one of hisown people—dl that.’

Mr Robinson drew out a package and laid it down on the table.

‘Openit, please’

Her fingersfumbled alittle as she tore the wrappings off and then unfolded thefind covering...

She drew her breath in sharply.

Red, blue, green, white, al sparkling with fire, with life, turning the dim little room into Aladdin’ scave...

Mr Robinson watched her. He had seen so many women look at jewels...

Shesad at last in abreathless voice,



‘ Are they—they can’'t be—red ?

‘They arered.’

‘But they must be worth—they must be worth—

Her imagination failed.

Mr Robinson nodded.

‘If you wish to dispose of them, you can probably get at least haf amillion poundsfor them.’
‘No—no, it'snot possible’

Suddenly she scooped them up in her hands and re-wrapped them with shaking fingers.

‘I'm scared,” shesaid. * They frighten me. What am | to do with them?

The door burst open. A small boy rushed in.

‘Mum, | got asmashing tank off Billy. He—'

He stopped, staring at Mr Robinson.

An olive skinned, dark boy.

His mother said,

‘Go inthekitchen, Allen, your teal sal ready. Milk and biscuits and there sabit of gingerbread.’
‘Oh good.” He departed noisily.

“You cdl him Allen? said Mr Robinson.

She flushed.

‘It wasthe nearest nameto Ali. | couldn’t call him Ali—too difficult for him and the neighboursand dl.’
She went on, her face clouding over again.

‘What am | to do?

‘First, have you got your marriage certificate? | have to be sure you' re the person you say you are’

She stared a moment, then went over to asmall desk. From one of the drawers she brought out an
envelope, extracted a paper from it and brought it to him.

‘Hm...yes...Register of Edmonstow...Ali Yusuf, student...Alice Cader, spingter...Yes, dl inorder.’

‘Ohit'slegd dl right—asfar asit goes. And no one ever tumbled to who he was. There's so many of
these foreign Modem students, you see. We knew it didn’t mean anything redly. HewasaModem and



he could have more than one wife, and he knew he' d have to go back and do just that. We talked about
it. But Allen was on the way, you see, and he said thiswould makeit dl right for him—we were married
al right in this country and Allen would be legitimate. It was the best he could do for me. Heredlly did
love me, you know. Heredly did’

‘Yes,” said Mr Robinson. ‘| am sure hedid.’
He went on briskly.

‘Now, supposing that you put yourself in my hands. | will seeto the selling of these stones. And | will
giveyou the address of alawyer, aredly good and religble solicitor. Hewill adviseyou, | expect, to put
most of the money in atrust fund. And therewill be other things, education for your son, and anew way
of lifefor you. You'll want socid education and guidance. Y ou’ re going to be avery rich woman and dl
the sharks and the confidence tricksters and the rest of them will be after you. Y our life’ snot going to be
easy except in the purely material sense. Rich people don't have an easy timeinlife, | cantell you—I've
seen too many of them to have that illusion. But you' ve got character. | think you'll come through. And
that boy of yours may be ahappier man than hisfather ever was.’

He paused. ‘Y ou agree?

‘Yes. Takethem.” She pushed them towards him, then said suddenly: ‘ That school girl—the one who
found them—I’ d like her to have one of them—which—what colour do you think she'd like?

Mr Robinson reflected. ‘ An emerad, | think—green for mystery. A good idea of yours. Shewill find
that very thrilling.

Heroseto hisfeet.

‘| shall charge you for my services, you know,” said Mr Robinson. * And my charges are pretty high. But
| shan’t cheat you.’

Shegavehimalevd glance.
‘No, | don't think you will. And I need someone who knows about business, because | don't.’

Y ou seem avery sensible woman if | may say so. Now then, I’ m to take these? Y ou don’t want to
keep—just one—say?

He watched her with curiosity, the sudden flicker of excitement, the hungry covetous eyes—and then the
flicker died.

‘No,’ said Alice. ‘1 won't keep—even one.’” Sheflushed. ‘Oh | daresay that seems daft to you—not to
keep just one big ruby or an emerald—just as a keepsake. But you see, he and [—he was aModem but
he let me read bits now and again out of the Bible. And we read that bit—about a woman whose price
was above rubies. And so—| won't have any jewels. I’d rather not...’

‘A mogt unusua woman,” said Mr Robinson to himsdlf as he walked down the path and into hiswaiting
Ralls

He repeated to himsdlf,



‘A mogt unusud woman...’
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1. TheMysterious Affair a Styles (1920)

Captain Arthur Hagtings, invaided in the Great War, is recuperating as aguest of John Cavendish at
Styles Court, the * country-place’ of John' s autocratic old aunt, Emily Inglethorpe—she of asizesble
fortune, and so recently remarried to aman twenty years her junior. When Emily’ s sudden heart attack is
found to be attributable to strychnine, Hastings recruits an old friend, now retired, to aid in the local
investigation. With impeccable timing, Hercule Poirot, the renowned Belgian detective, makeshis
dramatic entrance into the pages of crime literature.

Of note: Written in 1916, The Mysterious Affair at Styles was Agatha Christie sfirst published work. Six
houses rgjected the noved before it wasfinaly published—after puzzling over it for eighteen months
before deciding to go ahead—by The Bodley Head.

* TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ Almost too ingenious...very clearly and brightly told.’

2.The Murder ontheLinks (1923)

“For God' s sake, come!” But by the time Hercule Poirot can respond to Monsieur Renauld’ s plea, the
millionaireis aready dead—stabbed in the back, and lying in afreshly dug grave on the golf course
adjoining hisestate. Thereisno lack of suspects: hiswife, whose dagger did the deed; his embittered
son; Renauld’ s mistress—and each fedl's deserving of the dead man’ sfortune. The police think they’ve
found the cul prit. Poirot has his doubts. And the discovery of a second, identically murdered corpse
complicates matters considerably. (However, on a bright note, Captain Arthur Hastingsdoes mest his
futurewife)

* TheNew York Times: ‘A remarkably good detective story...warmly recommended.’
o Literary Review: ‘Redly clever.
» Sketch: ‘Agatha Christie never letsyou down.’

3.Poirot Investigates (1924)

A movie gar, adiamond; amurderous ‘ suicide’; a pharaoh’ s curse upon histomb; a prime minister



abducted...What links these fascinating cases? The brilliant deductive powers of Hercule Poirot

in... The Adventure of the Western Star’; ‘ The Tragedy at Marsdon Manor’; ‘ The Adventure of the
Chegp Hat'; ‘ The Mystery of the Hunter’ sLodge'; * The Million Dollar Bond Robbery’; ‘ The Adventure
of the Egyptian Tomb’; ‘ The Jewel Robbery at the Grand Metropolitan’; ‘ The Kidnapped Prime
Minister’; ‘ The Disappearance of Mr. Davenheim’; ‘ The Adventure of the Italian Nobleman’; ‘ The Case
of theMissng Will!

Of note: The stories collected here werefirst published inSketch , beginning on March 7, 1923. Sketch
aso featured thefirdt illustration of the foppish, egg-headed, €laborately moustachioed Belgian detective.
» Literary Review: ‘A capitd collection...ingenioudy congtructed and told with an engaging
lightnessof gyle’
* Irish Times: ‘In graight detective fiction there is still no oneto touch [Chrigtig].’

4. The Murder of Roger Ackroyd (1926)

In the quiet village of King's Abbot awidow’ s suicide has stirred suspicion—and dreadful gossip. There
are rumours that she murdered her first husband, that she was being blackmailed, and that her secret
lover was Roger Ackroyd. Then, on the verge of discovering the blackmailer’ sidentity, Ackroyd himsdlf
ismurdered. Hercule Poirot, who has settled in King' s Abbot for some peace and quiet and alittle
gardening, finds himsdlf at the centre of the case—and up againgt adiabolicdly clever and deviouskiller.

Of note: The Murder of Roger Ackroyd broke al the rules of detective fiction and made Agatha Christie
ahousehold name. Widdly regarded as her masterpiece (though perhaps it may be cdled her ‘ Poirot
magterpiece’ snce other titlesin her canon—notably And Then There Were None —aresmilarly
acclamed), The Murder of Roger Ackroyd was the source of some controversy when it was published.
TheTimes Literary Supplement ’ s praise of thefirst Poirot, The Mysterious Affair at Styles , ‘amost too
ingenious,” was applied by scores of readerstoAckroyd , who were nonethel ess enraptured by the
novel, and have remained so over the decades.

Fair warning: There are two things you must do if you know nothing of the book: discussit with no one,
and read it with al speed.
 H.RF. Kesating: ‘Oneof thelandmarks of detective literature’ (in hisCrime & Mysery: The 100
Best Books ).
e Julian Symons. ‘ Themogt brilliant of deceptions’ (in hisBloody Murder: From the Detective Story
to the Crime Novd ).
* IrishIndependent: ‘A classic—the book hasworthily earned itsfame.’

5. TheBig Four (1927)

Hercule Poirot is preparing for avoyage to South America. Looming in the doorway of hisbedroomis
an uninvited guest, coated from head to foot in dust and mud. The man’ s gaunt face registers Poirot for a
moment, and then he collapses. The stranger recovers long enough to identify Poirot by name and madly
and repeatedly scribblethe figure ‘4’ on apiece of paper. Poirot cancels histrip. Aninvestigationisin
order. Fortunately, Poirot has the faithful Captain Hastings at his side as he plungesinto a conspiracy of
international scope—one that would consolidate power in the deadly caba known as‘ The Big Four.’

6. TheMystery of the Blue Train (1928)

Le Train Bleuisan degant, leisurely means of travel, and one certainly free of intrigue. Hercule Poirot is
aboard, bound for the Riviera. And o is Ruth K ettering, the American heiress. Bailing out of adoomed



marriage, sheisen route to reconcile with her former lover. But her private affairs are made quite public
when sheisfound murdered in her luxury compartment—~bludgeoned dmost beyond recognition. Fans of
the later novel Murder on the Orient Express will not want to missthis journey by rail—and Poirot’ seerie
reenactment of thecrime...

7 Black Coffee (1930; 1998)

Sr Claud Amory’ sformulafor a powerful new explosive has been stolen, presumably by amember of
his large household. Sir Claud assembles his suspectsin the library and locks the door, ingtructing them
that the when the lights go out, the formula must be replaced on the table—and no questions will be
asked. But when the lights come on, Sir Claud is dead. Now Hercule Poirot, assisted by Captain
Hastings and Ingpector Japp, must unravel atangle of family feuds, old flames, and suspiciousforeigners
to find the killer and prevent aglobd catastrophe.

Of note: Black Coffee was Agatha Chrigtie sfirst playscript, written in 1929. It premiered in 1930 at the
Embassy Thestre in Swiss Cottage, London, before transferring the following year to & Martin’sin the
West End—atheatre made famous by virtue of its becoming the permanent home of the longest-running
play in history, Agatha Chrigtie€ sThe Mousetrap . Agatha Chrigti€’ s biographer, Charles Osborne, who,
asayoung actor in 1956 had played Dr Cardlli in a Tunbridge Wells production of Black Coffee,
adapted the play asthisnove in 1998.
* AntoniaFraser,Sunday Telegraph : ‘A lively and light-hearted read which will give pleasureto dl
those who have long wished that there was just one more Christie to devour.’
» Mathew Prichard, from his Foreword toBlack Coffee : ‘ This Hercule Poirot murder
mystery...reads like authentic, vintage Chrigtie. | feel sure Agathawould be proud to have
writtenit.

8.Peril a End House (1932)

Nick isan unusua namefor a pretty young woman. And Nick Buckley has been leading an unusud life
of late. First, on atreacherous Cornish hillside, the brakes on her car fail. Then, on acoasta path, a
faling boulder misses her by inches. Safein bed, sheisamost crushed by apainting. Upon discovering a
bullet holein Nick’s sun hat, Hercule Poirot (who had cometo Cornwall for asmple holiday with his
friend Captain Hastings) decides that the girl needs his protection. At the sametime, he beginsto unravel
the mystery of amurder that hasn't been committed. Y et.

*  TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘Ingenious’

9. Lord Edgware Dies (1933)

Poirot was present when the beautiful actress Jane Wilkinson bragged of her planto ‘get rid of” her
estranged husband. Now the monstrous man is dead. But how could Jane have stabbed Lord Edgware
in hislibrary at exactly the time she was dining with friends? And what could have been her motive, since
Edgware had finally granted her adivorce? The great Belgian detective, aided by Captain Hastings, can't
help feding that some kind of heinous stagecraft isin play. And does more murder walit in the wings?

*  TheNew York Times: ‘A most ingenious crime puzzle’

» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ The whole caseisatriumph of Poirot’ s specid qualities’

* Noted crimefiction critic Julian Symons selectedL ord Edgware Dies as one of Agatha Chrigtie€'s
best.

10.Murder on the Orient Express (1934)



Just after midnight, asnowstorm stops the Orient Expressdead in itstracksin the middle of Yugodavia
Theluxurioustranissurprisingly full for thistime of year. But by morning thereis one passenger less. A
‘respectable American gentleman’ lies dead in his compartment, stabbed a dozen times, his door locked
from theinside...Hercule Poirot is aso aboard, having arrived in the nick of timeto claim a second-class
compartment—and the most astounding case of hisillustrious career.

Regarding chronology: Agatha Christie ssems not much concerned in the course of her books with their
relationship to each other. It iswhy the Marples and the Poirots may beready in any order, redly, with
pleasure. However, the dedicated Poirotist may wish to note that the great detectiveisreturning from*A
little affair in Syria at the start of Murder on the Orient Express . It isapiece of business after this'little
affair —the investigation into the death of an archaeologist’ swife—that isthe subject of Murder in
Mesopotamia (1936). If one wishesto delay atad longer the pleasures of Orient Express ,Murder in
Mesopotamia offers no better opportunity.

Fair warning: Along these lines, it is advisable that onenot readCards on the Table (1936) prior toOrient
Express, since Poirothimsdf casudly gives away the ending to the latter novel.

Of note:Murder on the Orient Express is one of Agatha Christie’s most famous novel's, owing no doubt
to acombination of its romantic setting and the ingeniousness of its plot; its non-exploitative reference to
the sensationd kidnapping and murder of theinfant son of Charles and Anne Morrow Lindbergh only
two years prior; and a popular 1974 film adaptation, starring Albert Finney as Poirot—one of the few
cinematic versions of a Christie work that met with the approval, however mild, of the author herself.

» Dorothy L. Sayers,Sunday Times : ‘A murder mystery conceived and carried out on the finest
classcd lines’

o Saurday Review of Literature: ‘Hard to surpass.’

» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘Need it be said—the little grey cells solve once more the seemingly
insoluble. Mrs Christie makes an improbable tale very redl, and keeps her readers enthralled and
guessing to theend.’

11.ThreeAct Tragedy (1935)

The novel opens as athestre programme, with thistdling credit: * [llumination byHERCUL E POIROT .
Light must be shed, indeed, on the fateful dinner party staged by the famous actor Sir Charles Cartwright
for thirteen guests. It will be aparticularly unlucky evening for the mild-mannered Reverend Stephen
Babbington, whose martini glass, sent for chemical andysis after he chokes on its contents and dies,
reveds no trace of poison. Just asthereisno gpparent motive for hismurder. Thefirst sceneina
succession of carefully staged killings, but who isthe director?

* TheNew York Times: ‘Makesfor uncommonly good reading.’

12. Desthinthe Clouds (1935)

From seat No. 9, Hercule Poirot isalmost ided |y placed to observe hisfellow air travelers on this short
flight from Paristo London. Over to hisright Stsa pretty young woman, clearly infatuated with the man
opposite. Ahead, in seat No. 13, is the Countess of Horbury, horribly addicted to cocaine and not doing
too good ajob of concedling it. Across the gangway in seat No. 8, awriter of detectivefictionisbeing
troubled by an aggressive wasp. Y es, Poirot isdmog idedly placed to take it all in—except that the
passenger in the seat directly behind him has dumped over in the course of theflight...dead. Murdered.
By someonein Poirot’ simmediate proximity. And Poirot himsalf must number among the suspects.

» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘It will be avery acute reader who does not receive acomplete



surprise a theend.’

13.The ABC Murders (1936)

Captain Arthur Hastings returns to narrate this account of a personal challenge madeto ‘Mr Clever
Poirot’ by akiller who identifieshimsdf as* ABC' and who leavestheABC Rail Guide next to his
victims—apparently intending to work through the English countryside (he has struck in Andover,
Bexhill-on-Sea, and Churston) and exercise Poirot dong the way. Seridized in London’ sDaily Express ,
The ABC Murders became a cultural phenomenon as readers were invited to try to keep up with the
famous Belgian detective. It isachdlenge that remains fresh and thrilling to this day—and makesThe
ABC Murders one of the absolute must-reads of the Christie canon.

o Jdulian Symons. ‘A masterwork of carefully concedled artifice...most sunningly origind.’
* Sunday Times: ‘ Thereisno more cunning player of the murder game than Agatha Chridtie’

14 .Murderinm esopotamia (1936)

Nurse Amy L eatheran had never felt the lure of the * mysterious East,” but she nonetheless accepts an
assgnment at Hassanieh, an ancient site deep in the Iraqi desert, to care for the wife of a celebrated
archaeologist. Mrs Leidner issuffering bizarre visons and nervousterror. I’ m afraid of being killed!” she
admitsto her nurse. Her terror, unfortunately, is anything but unfounded, and Nurse L eatheran is soon
enough without a patient. The world' s greatest detective happensto bein the vicinity, however: having
concluded an assgnment in Syria, and curious about the dig at Hassanieh, Hercule Poirot arrivesin time
to lead amurder investigation that will tax even his remarkable powers—and in a part of theworld that
has seen more than its share of misadventure and foul play.

*  TheNew York Times: ‘ Smooth, highly original, and completdly absorbing.’

15.Cadsonthe Table (1936)

‘The deduction,” Agatha Chrigtie writesin her Foreword to thisvolume, ‘must...be entirely psychologica
...becausewhen dl issaid and done it isthemind of the murderer that isof supremeinterest.’” Thereis
probably no nester encapsulation of what makes Agatha Christi€' sworks so fresh, so fascinating, so
many years after they were written. And this statement appropriately opensthe novel that isregarded as
Agatha Chrigie' smost sngularly chalenging mystery—it is, in fact, Hercule Poirot’ s own favourite case.

Poirot is one of eight dinner guests of the flamboyant Mr Shaitana. The other invitees are Superintendent
Battle of Scotland Y ard (introduced inThe Secret of Chimneys ); Secret Service agent Colonel Race
(who first gppeared inThe Man in the Brown Suit ); Mrs Ariadne Oliver, afamous author of detective
gtories (introduced inParker Pyne Investigates and who will figure in five more Poirots)—and four
suspected murderers. After dinner, there will be afew rounds of bridge: the four investigators playing at
onetable; the four murder suspects at another. Mr Shaitanawill sit by thefire and observe. Thishe
does—until heis stabbed to desth. The ultimate ‘ closed-room murder mystery’ awaitsthe intrepid
reader. Who isthe murderer? And who will solve the crime?

Fair warning: Poirot casually revea'sthe solution toMurder on the Orient ExpressinCards onthe Table .
o DadlyMall: ‘Thefinest murder story of her career...Mrs Chrigtie has never been more

ingenious’

16.Murder inthe Mews (1937)



In thetitle work in this collection of novellas, Poirot and Inspector Japp collaborate on the investigation
of asuspicious suicide. The supernaturd issaid to play in the disgppearance of top secret military plansin
The Incredible Theft —an incredible claim, indeed, as Poirot will prove. The bullet that kills Gervase
Chevenix-Gore shatersamirror inDead Man’ s Mirror —just the clue Poirot needs to solve the crime.
And, while basking on white Mediterranean sands, Poirot stares trouble in the face—the beautiful face of
Vdentine Chantry, now celebrating her fifth marriage—inTriangle at Rhodes .

o DalyMail: *All four tales are admirable entertainment. . .Mrs Chrigti€' s solutions are unexpected
and satisfying.’

17.Dumb Witness (1937)

Agatha Chrigtie wrote thismystery for dog lovers. She was certainly one hersdlf, dedicating the novel to
her own pet. Captain Arthur Hastings, in his penultimate Poirot gppearance (like Poirot, Curtain will be
his last), again takes up narrative duties—al ong with, remarkably, the eponymous Bob, awire-haired
terrier who, upon careful ingpection, declares Poirot ‘ not realy adoggy person.” But Poirot is present to
inquire into the natural-seeming degath of Bob's mistress, Miss Emily Arundell. Naturd-sseming, except
that Miss Emily had written Poirot of her suspicionsthat amember of her family wastrying to kill her: a
letter Poirot received too late—in fact,two months too late—to help. Poirot and Bob will sniff out the
murderer nonethel ess (and Bob will win ahappy new home, with Captain Hastings who is, most
decidedly, a‘doggy person’).

Fair warning: Dumb Witnessis best read after The Mysterious Affair at Styles ; The Murder of Roger
Ackroyd ; The Mystery of the Blue Train ; andDesth in the Clouds —since theidentity of the crimind in
eschisreveded inthisnovd.

*  Glaggow Herdd: *Oneof Poirot’smost brilliant achievements.”

18.Desth ontheNile (1937)

Among the best-loved of Agatha Chrigti€’ s novels,Death on the Nile finds Hercule Poirot again trying to
enjoy avacation—thistime aboard the S.S.Karnak , steaming between the First and Second Cataracts
of the Nile, with stops a Sites of archaeologica significance. But Poirot (who, after al, had attempted to
retire years before) seemsto be perennidly unlucky in his choice of holidays. Newlywed Linnet
Ridgeway is, in the course of the journey, shot dead in the head, and Poirot has before him aboatload of
suspects—and a useful sdekick in Colondl Race of the British Secret Service.

Of note: The producers of Murder on the Orient Express released afilm version, aso well received
(though not by Mrs Chrigtie, who had passed away two years prior), of Degth on the Nile (1978), this
time casting Peter Ustinov as Poirot.

o Daly Mal(of thenovd): ‘Hawless’

19. Appointmert with Desth (1938)

“I'm so sorry,” shesaid...“Y our mother isdead, Mr Boynton.” And curioudy, asthough from a greet
distance, she watched the faces of five people to whom that announcement meant freedom. ..’

We have returned to the Middle East with Hercule Poirot, on our most colourful tour yet: to the Dome
of the Rock, the Judean desert, the Dead Sea, and to Petra, ‘the rose-red city,’ that ancient place of
heart-stopping beauty—but also of heart-stopping horror, for here sits the corpse of old Mrs Boynton,
monstrous matriarch, loathed by oneand dl. A tiny puncture mark on her wrigt isthe only sign of the fatal
injection that killed her. With only twenty-four hours available to solve the mystery, Hercule Poirot recalls



achanceremark he' d overheard back in Jerusalem: 'Y ou see, don’t you, that she’' s got to be killed?
*  TheObserver: ‘Twiceashrilliant asDeeth on the Nile , which was entirdly brilliant.’

20. Hercule Poirot’s Christmes (1938)

Thisnovel wasthe author’ s gift to her brother-in-law, who had complained that her storieswere, for
him, ‘too academic.” What he desired was a‘ good violent murder with lots of blood.” From the
epigraph—a quotation fromMacheth —to its startling end, Agatha delivered a gift made to order.

It is Chrismas Eve. The Leefamily reunion, never alively affair, isinterrupted by a deafening crash and
ahigh-pitched scream. The tyrannical head of the Lee family, Smeon, lies dead in apool of blood, his
throat dashed. Hercule Poirot is spending the holidays with hisfriend Colond Johnson, the chief
congtable of thelocd village. At the Lee house he finds an atmosphere not of mourning but of mutua
suspicion. Chrissmas with family—surviveit thisyear with Hercule Poirot.

Fair warning:1n an exchange between Poirot and Colonel Johnson, the solution of Three-Act Tragedy is
reveded.

21.Sad Cypress (1940)

Beautiful, young Elinor Carlide stands serendly in the dock, accused of the murder of Mary Gerrard, her
riva inlove. The evidenceisdamning: only Elinor had the motive, the opportunity, and the meansto
adminigter thefatal poison. Inside the hogtile courtroom, one man isdl that stands between Elinor and the
gdlows—Hercule Poirot.

» Daly Mall: *Poirot solves another exciting case’

»  Charles Osborne, Agatha Chrigti€’ biographer: ‘ One of the most redl, least schematic of crime
novels. It isaso unusud inthat it employs the device of the possible miscarriage of judtice...And
it works superbly asamurder mystery.’

22.0ne, Two, Buckle My Shoe (1940)

‘Nineteen, twenty, my plate’ sempty.’ But the reader’ s plate is full indeed, as Hercule Poirot must follow
afamiliar nursery rhyme through a course of murder. The adventureiskicked off by the apparent suicide
of aHarley Street dentis—who would a so appear to have murdered one of his patients. Hercule Poirot
has himsdlf been this dentist’ s patient on this very day, and suspectsfoul play. A shoe buckle holdsthe
key to the mystery. But—five, sx—will Poirot pick up sticks, and—seven, eight—lay them
graight...before amurderer can strike again?
* TheNew York Times: ‘A swift course of unflagging suspense leads to complete surprise.’

23.Bvil Under thesun (1941)

‘There was that about her which made every other woman on the beach seem faded and insignificant.
And with equa inevitability, the eye of every male present was drawn and riveted on her.’

Including Hercule Poirot’s. Sheis Arlena Stuart, the famous actress, enjoying—Ilike the famous
detective—asummer holiday on Smugglers 1dand, and she will become acommon enough sight,
sunbathing on the hot sands. Then one azure morning her beautiful bronzed body isdiscoveredin an
isolated cove, in the shade. Sheis dead, strangled. And Poirot, as luckless as ever when he attempts
some down-time, will learn in the course of hisinvestigation that nearly al the guests of thisexclusive



resort have some connection to Arlena. But who had the capacity and the motive to kill her?

Of note: The producers of Murder on the Orient Express andDegth on the Nile released afilm version of
Evil Under the Sun in 1982; again, asinNile , they cast Peter Ustinov as Poirot.
» Dally Tdegraph: ‘ Chrigtie has never written anything better thanEvil Under the Sun , whichis
detective story writing at its best.’
» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ Chrigtie springs her secret like aland mine’
* Sunday Times: ‘Vivacious and entertaining.”

24 FiveLlittle Figs (1943)

A staggering bestsdller upon its publication—running through 20,000 copies of itsfirst edition—Fve
Little PFigs(published in the U.S. asMurder in Retrospect ) concerns amurder committed Sixteen years
earlier. Carla Crae prevails upon Hercule Poirot to investigate the crime that sent her mother, Caroline,
to prison for life (where she died). Caroline had been found guilty of poisoning her estranged husband,
Carld sfather, Amyas Crae, thefamous artist. Poirot’ sinvestigation centers upon five suspects, il
living, whom he convinces to spesk to him and to record their own memories of the long-ago incident.

Brilliantly intersplicing the past and the present, memory and redlity, the search for truth and ongoing
attemptsto thwart it, Five Little Pigs has no antecedent. Almost a decade before Akira Kurosawa' s
famousfilm introduced the term * Rashomon effect” into the vernacular, Agatha Chrigtie invited her
readersto view acrime from multiple perspectives and to consider the vagaries of such an exercise.
Fortunately, however, the great Belgian detective does not ded in vagaries—Hercule Poirot isin the
business of precision, and hewill reved theidentity of thetruekiller.

*  Observer: ‘MrsChrigtie as usud putsaring through the reader’ s nose and leads him to one of
her smashing |last-minute showdowns.’
» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ The answer to theriddleisbrilliant.’

25.TheHollow (1946)

A murder tableau staged for Poirot’s ‘amusement’ goes horribly wrong at The Hollow, the estate of
Lady Lucy Angkatell, who hasinvited the greet detective as her guest of honour. Dr John Christow was
to have been ‘shot’ by hiswife, Gerda, to ‘expire’ inapool of blood-red paint. But when the shot is
fired, it isdeadly, and Dr. Christow’ slast gasp is of aname other than hiswife's. ‘Henrietta” What was
to have been a pleasant country weekend becomesinstead one of Poirot’s most baffling cases, with the
revelation of acomplex web of romantic attachments among the denizens of The Hollow.

Of note: The phenomenon of The Mousetrap tends to distract from Agatha Christie' s other stage
successes. An adaptation of The Hollow was one such triumph, premiering in Cambridgein 1951 and
subsequently playing for over ayear in the West End. Poirot, however, is not a character in the stage
vers on—the diminutive Belgian with the oversized persondity was replaced by a perfectly neutral
Scotland Y ard ingpector. In her Autobiography , Mrs Christie notes that she wishes she had made a
amilar swap in the novel—so rich are the charactersinThe Hollow —but Poirot fans then (The Hollow
was atremendous bestsdller) and today would have it no other way.

*  San Francisco Chronicle(of the novel): ‘A grade-A plot—the best Chrigtiein years'

26.The Labours of Hercules (1967)

Dr Burton, Fellow of All Souls, sipping Poirot’s Chateau Mouton Rothschild, offers up arather unkind
remark about his host that setsin motion Hercule Poirot’ s obsessive, self-imposed contest againgt his



classca namesake: Poirot will accept twelve labours—twel ve fiendishly complex cases—and then, at
long last, genuingly unshoulder the burdens of the hero: hewill retire, and leave the ridding of society’s
mongters, the sweeping of its criminal stables, to others. The casesthat Poirot engages are every bit as
taxing of hismighty brain aswere the famous laboursimposed by Eurystheus, King of Tiryns, onthe
Greek demi-god' s brawn, and they make for one of the most fascinating booksin the Christie canon.
(Poirot solvesthem al but, of course, retirement remainsas eusive asever.)
*  Sunday Express: ‘ Tweve little masterpieces of detection. Poirot and Agatha Chrigtie at their
inimitable best.’
*  Margery Allingham: ‘1 have often thought that Mrs Chrigtie was not so muchthe best asthe only
living writer of the true classic detective sory.’
» San Francisco Chronicle: * A finely shaped book, richly devious and quite brilliant.

27 .Takenat theFlood (1948)

A few weeks after marrying an attractive young widow, Rosaleen Underhay, Gordon Cloade diesin the
Blitz—eaving Rosaleen in sole possession of the Cloade family fortune. ‘Ill will” isinthe air, generdly,
with the close of the war, and it positively contaminates the Cloade household. Now that contamination
threatens Poirot—in the form of avist from the dead man’s sister-in-law. * Guided’ to Poirot ‘ by those
beyond theveil,” sheingsisthat Rosaleen isnot awidow at al. Though heisno subscriber to the
supernatural, Poirot has indeed heard of the somewhat notorious Rosaleen, and he is drawn, seemingly
inevitably, to the case when he reads of the death of one Enoch Arden—who had appeared mysterioudy
inthevillage of Warmdey Vale, not far from the Cloade family seat. Poirot must investigate—but does he
go to Warmdey Vaeto bring Rosaleen to justice, or to spare her being dispatched prematurely to ‘the
other sde'?

Of note: Taken at the Flood marks the debut of Superintendent Spence, a Poirot sidekick who will
feature in three more Poirot novels.
»  Elizabeth Bowen, The Tatler : *One of the best...Her gift for blending the cosy with the macabre
has seldom been morein evidence than it ishere.’
*  Manchester Evening News: ‘ Told briskly, vivacioudy, and with ever-fertileimagination.”
* New York Herdd Tribune: ‘Don’t missit.

28.MrsMcGi nty’s Dead (1952)

‘MrsMcGinty’sdead!” / *‘How did she die? / *Down on one kneg, just like I!” So goesthe old
children’srhyme. A crushing blow to the back of the head killsared-life Mrs McGinty in her cottagein
the village of Broadhinny—Superintendent Spence' sjurisdiction. Then thekiller tore up the floorboards
in search of ...what? Justice presumes a pittance of cash; and justice has condemned James Bentley, her
loathsome lodger, to hang for the crime. But Superintendent Spenceis not satisfied with the verdict, and
apped sto Poirot to investigate—and save the life of the wretch Bentley.

Of note: Crime novelist Ariadne Oliver, of Cards on the Table , returnsto help Poirot and Spence solve
thecrime.
»  Sunday Times: ‘ So smple, so economica, so completely baffling. Each clue scrupuloudy given,
with superb deight of hand.’
» SanFrancisco Chronicle: *The plot is perfect and the characters are wonderful .’
* TheNew York Times: ‘ The best Poirot since... Cardson the Table.’

29. After the Funera (1953)



Mrs Cora Lansguenet admitsto ‘ dways saying the wrong thing’—»but thislast remark has gotten her a
hatchet in the head. ‘ Hewas murdered, wasn't he? she had said after the funeral of her brother, Richard
Abernethie, in the presence of the family solicitor, Mr Entwhistle, and the assembled Abernethies, who
are anxious to know how Richard’ s sizable fortune will be distributed. Entwhistle, desperate not to lose
any more clientsto murder, turnsto Hercule Poirot for help. A killer complicates an dreadyvery
complicated family—classic Chrigtie; pure Poirat.

e Liverpool Pogt: ‘Kegps us guessing—and guessing wrongly—to the very last page.’

30. Hickory Dickory Dock ( 1955)

An outbreak of kleptomaniaat a student hostel is not normally the sort of crime that arouses Hercule
Poirot’ sinterest. But when it affectsthe work of his secretary, Miss Lemon, whose sister works at the
hostel, he agreesto look into the matter. The matter becomes a bona fide mystery when Poirot peruses
the bizarrelist of stolen and vanddized items—including a stethoscope, some old flanndl trousers, a box
of chocolates, adashed rucksack, and adiamond ring found in abowl of asoup. ‘A unique and beautiful
problem,” the great detective declares. Unfortunately, this* beautiful problem’ isnot just one of thievery
and mischief—for thereisakiller on the loose.

» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘An event... Thereis plenty of entertainment.’
* TheNew York Times: ‘ The Chrigtie fan of longest standing, who thinks he knows every one of
her tricks, will still be surprised by...the twists here’

31.Dead Man's Folly (1956)

Sir George and Lady Stubbs desire to host avillage fete with a difference—amock murder mystery. In
good faith, Ariadne Oliver, the much-lauded crime novelist, agrees to organise the proceedings. Asthe
event draws near, however, Ariadne senses that something sinister is about to happen—and calls upon
her old friend Hercule Poirot to come down to Dartmoor for the festivities. Ariadne singtincts, aas, are
right on the money, and soon enough Poirot hasarea murder to investigate.

» TheNew York Times: ‘Theinfalibly origind Agatha Christie has come up, once again, witha
new and highly ingenious puzzle-condruction.’

» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ The solution is of the colossal ingenuity we have been conditioned to
expect.’

32.ca Among the Pigeons (1959)

A revolution in the Middle East has adirect and deadly impact upon the summer term at Meadowbank,
apicture-perfect girls schoal in the English countryside. Prince Ali Y usuf, Hereditary Sheikh of Ramat,
whose gresat liberaizing experiment—' hospitals, schools, a Hedlth Service'—is coming to chaos, knows
that he must preparefor the day of hisexile. He asks his pilot and school friend, Bob Rawlinson, to care
for apacket of jewels. Rawlinson does S0, hiding them among the possessions of his niece, Jennifer
Sutcliffe, who is bound for Meadowbank. Rawlinson iskilled before he can reveal the hiding place—or
even the fact that he has employed his niece as a smuggler. But someone knows, or suspects, that
Jennifer hasthe jewels. As murder strikes Meadowbank, only Hercule Poirot can restore the peace.

Of note: Inthisnovel we meet Colonel Pikeaway, |ater to appear in the non-PoirotsPassenger to
Frankfurt andPostern of Fate , and we meet the financier Mr Robinson, who will aso appear inPostern
of Fate and who will show up at Miss Marple sBertram’sHote .

» Dally Express, of Cat Among the Pigeons : ‘ Immensdy enjoyable’
» TheNew York Times: ‘To read Agatha Christie at her best isto experience the rarefied pleasure
of watching afaultlesstechnician a work, and sheisin top form inCat Among the Pigeons .’



33. The Adventure of the Christmas Puddi ng (1960)

‘Thisbook of Christmasfare may be described as“ The Chef’s Sdection.” | am the Chef!” Agatha
Chrigtiewritesin her Foreword, in which she dso recdls the ddightful Christmases of her youth at Abney
Hall in the north of England. But while the author’ s Christmases were uninterrupted by murder, her
famous detective s are not (see dsoHercule Poirot’ s Christmas ). In thetitle novella, Poirot—who has
been coerced into attending ‘ an old-fashioned Chrigmasin the English countryside —gets dl the
trimmings, certainly, but he aso gets awoman's corpse in the snow, aKurdish knife spreading a crimson
stain across her white fur wrap.

Collected within: The Adventure of the Christmas Pudding (novella); ‘ The Mystery of the Spanish
Chest’; The Under Dog (novela); ‘ Four-and-Twenty Blackbirds'; * The Dream’; and aMiss Marple
mystery, ‘ Greenshaw’ s Folly.’
» TimesLiterary Supplement: ‘ Thereistheirresistible smplicity and buoyancy of a Chrismastresat
aboutitdl’

34.TheClocks (1963)

SheilaWebb, typist-for-hire, has arrived at 19 Wilbraham Crescent in the seaside town of Crowdean to
accept anew job. What she findsisawell-dressed corpse surrounded by five clocks. Mrs Pebmarsh,
the blind owner of No. 19, deniesdl knowledge of ringing Shella s secretaria agency and asking for her
by name—yet someone did. Nor does she own that many clocks. And neither woman seemsto know
thevictim. Colin Lamb, ayoung intelligence specidist working a case of hisown at the nearby navd yard,
happensto be on the scene at the time of SheillaWebb' s ghastly discovery. Lamb knows of only one
man who can properly investigate a crime as bizarre and baffling as what happened inside No. 19—his
friend and mentor, Hercule Poirot.

* TheNew York Times: ‘Hereisthe grand-manner detective sory indl itsglory.’
»  TheBookman: ‘ Superlative Chridtie...extremedy ingenious’
» Saurday Review: ‘A sure-fire attention-gripper—naturally.’

35.hirdGirl (1966)

Hercule Poirot isinterrupted at breskfast by ayoung woman who wishesto consult with the great
detective about amurder she ‘might have' committed—but upon being introduced to Poirat, the girl
flees. And disgppears. She has shared aflat with two seemingly ordinary young women. As Hercule
Poirot—with the aid of the crime novelist Mrs Ariadne Oliver—Iearns more about this mysterious ‘third
girl,; he hearsrumours of revolvers, flick-knives, and blood-stains. Even if amurder might not have been
committed, something is serioudy wrong, and it will take dl of Poirot’ swits and tenacity to establish
whether the ‘third girl” isguilty, innocent, or insane.

*  Sunday Telegraph: ‘Fird-class Chrigtie’
*  Hnandd Times. ‘Mesmerisng ingenuity.’

36.Halowe en Paty (1969)

Mystery writer Ariadne Oliver has been invited to a Halowe en party at Woodleigh Common. One of
the other guestsis an adolescent girl known for telling tall tales of murder and intrigue—and for being
generally unpleasant. But when the girl, Joyce, isfound drowned in an apple-bob-bing tub, Mrs Oliver
wonders after thefictiond nature of the girl’ s claim that she had once witnessed a murder. Which of the



party guests wanted to keep her quiet isaquestion for Ariadne sfriend Hercule Poirot. But unmasking a
killer thisHalowe enis not going to be easy—for thereisn’t asoul in Woodleigh who believesthe late
little Storyteller was actualy murdered.

» Daly Mirror: * A thundering success....atriumph for Hercule Poirot.’

37 . Elephants Can Remember (1972)
‘The Ravenscrofts didn’t seem that kind of person. They seemed well balanced and placid.’

And yet, twelve years earlier, the husband had shot the wife, and then himself—or perhapsit wasthe
other way around, since sets of both of their fingerprints were on the gun, and the gun had falen between
them. The case haunts Ariadne Oliver, who had been afriend of the couple. The famous mystery novelist
desiresthisred-life mystery solved, and cals upon Hercule Poirot to help her do so.Old snshavelong
shadows , the proverb goes. Poirot is now avery old man, but hismind isas nimble and as sharp asever
and can il penetrate deep into the shadows. But as Poirot and Mrs Oliver and Superintendent Spence
reopen the long-closed case, a startling discovery awaitsthem. And if memory serves Poirot (and it
doedl), crime—like history—has atendency to repest itsdlf.

e TheTimes: ‘'Splendid.’

38. Poirot' s Early Cases ( 1974)

With his career ill initsformative years, we learn many things about how Poirot came to exercise those
famous ' grey cells so well. Fourteen of the eighteen stories collected herein are narrated by Captain
Arthur Hastings—including what would appear to be the earliest Poirot short story, ‘ The Affair at the
Victory Bdl,” which follows soon on the events of The Mysterious Affair at Styles . Two of the storiesare
narrated by Poirot himsdlf, to Hastings. One, ‘ The Chocolate Box,” concerns Poirot’ s early days on the
Belgian police force, and the case that was his grestest failure: *My grey cdlls, they functioned not at al,’
Poirot admits. But otherwise, in thismost fascinating collection, they function brilliantly, Poirot’sgrey
cdls, chdlenging the reader to keep pace at every twist and turn.

Collected within: * The Affair at the Victory Bal’; ‘ The Adventure of the Clapham Cook’; ‘ The Cornish
Mystery’; ‘ The Adventure of Johnnie Waverly’; ‘ The Double Clue'; ‘ The King of Clubs’; ‘' The
Lemesurier Inheritance'; ‘ The Lost Ming'; ‘ The Plymouth Express'; ‘ The Chocolate Box’; ‘ The
Submarine Plans’; ‘ The Third-Floor Hat'; ‘ Double Sin’; ‘ The Market Basing Mystery’; ‘Wasps Nest';
‘TheVeiled Lady’; ‘Problem at Sedl; ‘How Does Y our Garden Grow?

»  Sunday Express: ‘ Superb, vintage Chrigtie’

39. Curtain: Poirot's Last Case (1975)

Captain Arthur Hagtings narrates. Poirot investigates. ‘ This, Hastings, will be my last case,’ declaresthe
detective who hadentered the scene as aretiree inThe Mysterious Affair at Styles, the captain’s, and
our, first encounter with the now-legendary Belgian detective. Poirot promisesthat, ‘It will be, too, my
most interesting case—and my most interesting crimind. For in X we have atechnique superb,
magnificent... X has operated with so much ability that he has defeated me, Hercule Poirot!” The setting
is, appropriately, Styles Court, which has since been converted into a private hotel. And under this same
roof is X, amurderer five-times over; amurderer by no meansfinished murdering. InCurtain , Poirot will,
at ladt, retire—death comes as the end. And he will bequegth to his dear friend Hastings an astounding
revelation. ‘ The ending of Curtain is one of the most surprising that Agatha Chritie ever devised,” writes
her biographer, Charles Osborne.



Of note: On 6 August 1975, upon the publication of Curtain , The New Y ork Times ran afront-page
obituary of Hercule Poirot, complete with photograph. The passing of no other fictiona character had
been so acknowledged in America s ‘ paper of record.” Agatha Christie had always intendedCurtain to
be ‘Poirot’s Last Case' : Having written the nove during the Blitz, she stored it (heavily insured) in abank
vault till the time that she, hersdlf, would retire. Agatha Christie died on 12 January 1976.

* Time: ‘Frd-rate Chridie: fast, complicated, wryly funny.’

Charles Osborne on
Cat Among the Pigeons

Poir ot (1959)

On 15 March 1959, the cast of The Mousetrap gave a performance of the play at Wormwood Scrubs
prison in London. The set and furniture did not have to be transported to the prison asthese were
provided, the prisoners having constructed the décor from designs supplied by Peter Saunders. An
audience of three hundred prisoners, al men serving long sentences, enjoyed the play and applauded
warmly at the end. Or rather, two hundred and ninety-eight of them applauded, for two had taken the

opportunity to escape during Act I1.

During the year, UNESCO released the information that the Bible had been trand ated into one hundred
and seventy-one languages, Agatha Christie into one hundred and three, and Shakespeare into ninety.
The statistics concerning numbers of copies of volumes sold revealed the Bible and Shakespeare to be
ahead of Agatha Christie, who came third with something like 400,000,000 copies.

Mrs Christie may have been trandated into only one hundred and three languages by 1959. Forty years
later the number is higher (and the salesfigures are considerably higher!) but she was not necessarily
admired uncriticaly in al of them. Under the heading, ‘A Slight Case of Poison, Agatha , the London
Dally Express published this story by its Moscow correspondent on 20 May 1981

Crimewritersin genera came under heavy fire at the Soviet Writers Congresstoday. And, in particular
Agatha Chrigtie who  reflects the poisoned air which exists in bourgeois society’.

Seventy-year-old Kornel Chukovsky, atrandator, said of her: ‘ She has tdent—but what awaste. If she
had written Six or seven booksin her lifeinstead of seventy they might have been good. Asit is, she has
become a virtuoso in extermination.

‘ She makes no attempt to build up pity for her victims—for the child who died because of licking a
poisoned postage stamp. She only creates admiration for the murderer’ stechnique. Human interest is
excluded from her work. She concentrates on only how to conceal crime, on plot and intrigue, on the
intellectud ability of the murderers and the technical excellence of their crimes.

‘The extent of inhumanity of the crime writer isfrightful. Thereisamass psychosisfor crime stories.
They have poisoned peopl€e s brainsto such an extent that they cannot absorb normal literary food.
People have become incapable of reading books in which there are no ingenious murders.

‘Agatha Chrigti€' sgreat stunt isto throw suspicion on everyone. Readers are not alowed to believein
noble virtues like honesty, sincerity, and friendship, in unsafish motives or fedings. She fostersfedings of
suspicion, fear, hate, and disbdlief in the goodness of people’

Onewould liketo think that, if her press cutting service landed this news item on the author’ s desk, she



read it with asmile, and murmured, ‘ Look who' staking!’

The 1959 Chrigtie, anew Poirot mystery calledCat Among the Pigeons , is one of the best of the later
novels. Agatha Chrigtie is not awriter whose work can be neetly divided into the usua three periods of
promise, maturity or achievement, and decline; nevertheless her crestive output did ater throughout the
years. Thethrillers became less light-hearted, while the structure of the mysteries|oosened up somewhat,
and occasionally to a perilous degree. The plotting of some of the Poirot and Miss Marple novelswhich
Agatha Chrigtie wrote in the last fifteen years of her lifeis more than atrifle [ax. When this happens, there
isusually acompensation in the form of especidly convincing characterization.Cat Among the Pigeons,
however, is quite strongly plotted, and its characters, even its minor characters, are more than usudly
vivid.

The nove isset, for the most part, inagirls school in England, which hasled some criticsto compare it
to amurder mystery published in 1946 by one of Mrs Chrigti€' srivas: Josphine Tey’ sMissPym
Disposes , inwhich certain eventsin agirls physica education college lead to a death. The school
background apart, however, thereislittle smilarity between the two novels. Agatha Christie’ s schoal,
Meadow-bank, is said to have been based on her daughter Rosalind’ s school, Caledonia. The school
and its saff are certainly described very convincingly, and the crotchety illiberdity of outlook which
occasiondly cregpsinto the pages of late Chrigtieis completely absent. In fact, the liberd commonsense
of the headmistress and founder of the school, Miss Bulstrode, is presented in such away asto suggest it
has the author’ s whol ehearted approval.

The skill with which the summer term a Meadowbank is combined with arevolution in Ramat, asmdll
but rich Arab state in the Middle East, is masterly. Hercule Poirot is required to discover who is busily
murdering the staff of the school, and it is not long before a plethora of motivesis reveded. Elements of
the domestic mystery and the thriller are combined, and two characters whom we shdl later meet in the
thrillersarefirst encountered inCat Among the Pigeons : Colond Pikeaway, who seemsto bein charge
of inteligence, and is given to remarking ‘We know all about things here, that’ swhat we' refor’ (hewill
say it again inPassenger to Frankfurt and, asaold man in retirement, inPostern of Fate ): and the
enigmatic financier, Mr Robinson, ‘ Fat and well-dressed, with ayellow face, melancholy dark eyes, a
broad forehead, and a generous mouth that displayed rather over-large very white teeth’. Mr Robinson
will make an gppearance inPostern of Fate and aMiss Marple adventure, At Bertram’sHotd .

For some years, Hercule Poirot has lived in an gpartment in Whitehaven Mansions, London, W1. We
learn inCat Among the Pigeons that the number of his apartment is 228, but the block of flatsis now
caled Whitehouse Mansions. Mrs Chrigti€' s carelessness again? Or smply amisprint in certain editions?
Or has Poirot moved without telling even his creator?

At one point in the narrative a schoolgirl mentions one of the charactersfromMrs McGinty’ s Dead , and
Poirot reminisces: thistime without giving away the solution of the earlier novel. The reader enjoyssuch
harmless and cosy links between noves, but not when vitdl information is cardlesdy and unnecessarily
reveded.

Julig, the schoolgirl, is taken to a performance of Faust at Covent Garden. If Mrs Christie had beenin the
habit of researching in the interests of accuracy, she would have discovered that Gounod' s opera had not
been staged at Covent Garden since 1938. Juliawas taken either to Sadler’ s Wells Thegtre, or the
Welsh National Opera, or the old Carl Rosa Company on tour. Or, of course, to Parig!



About Charles Osborne

This essay was adapted from Charles Osborne sThe Life and Crimes of Agatha Chrigtie: A Biographicdl
Companion to the Works of Agatha Christie (1982, rev. 1999). Mr. Osborne was bornin Brisbanein
1927. Heisknown internationdly as an authority on opera, and has written a number of books on
musica and literary subjects, among themThe Complete Operas of Verdi (1969); Wagner and HisWorld
(2977); andW.H. Auden: The Life of aPoet (1980). An addict of crime fiction and the world’ sleading
authority on Agatha Christie, Charles Oshorne adapted the Chrigtie playsBlack Coffee (Poirot); Spider’s
Web ; andThe Unexpected Guest into novels. Helivesin London.

About Agatha Chrigtie

Agatha Chrigtie is known throughout the world as the Queen of Crime. Her books have sold over a
billion copiesin English and another billion in 100 foreign languages. Sheisthe most widdy published
author of dl time and in any language, outsold only by the Bible and Shakespeare. Mrs Chridtieisthe
author of eighty crime novels and short story collections, nineteen plays, and Six novels written under the
name of Mary Westmacott.

Agatha Chrigie sfirst novel, The Mysterious Affair a Styles , was written towards the end of World
War | (during which she served in the Voluntary Aid Detachments). In it she created Hercule Poirot, the
little Belgian investigator who was destined to become the most popular detectivein crimefiction Snce
Sherlock Holmes. After having been regjected by anumber of houses, The Mysterious Affair at Styles was
eventually published by The Bodley Head in 1920.

In 1926, now averaging a book ayear, Agatha Christie wrote her masterpiece. The Murder of Roger
Ackroyd wasthefirgt of her booksto be published by William Collins and marked the beginning of an
author-publisher relationship that lasted for fifty years and produced over seventy books. The Murder of
Roger Ackroyd was dso thefirst of Agatha Christie€ sworksto be dramatised—asAlibi —and to have a
successful runin London’ s West End. The Mousetrap , her most famous play, opened in 1952 and runs
tothisday at St Martin’s Theatre in the West End,; it isthelongest-running play in history.

Agatha Christie was made aDamein 1971. Shedied in 1976, since when anumber of her books have
been published: the bestsdlling novel Sieeping Murder appeared in 1976, followed by An Autobiography
and the short story collectionsMiss Marple’ sFinal Cases ; Problem at PollensaBay ; andWhilethe Light

Lagts . In 1998,Black Coffee wasthe first of her playsto be novelised by Charles Osborne, Mrs
Chrigtie’ sbiographer.

The Agatha Chrigtie Collection
Chrigtie Crime Classcs

The Man in the Brown Suit
The Secret of Chimneys

The Seven Dids Mystery

The Mysterious Mr Quin

The Sittaford Mystery



TheHound of Degth

The Ligerdde Mystery

Why Didn’'t They Ask Evans?
Parker Pyne Investigates
Murder Is Easy

And Then There Were None
Towards Zero

Death Comes asthe End
Sparkling Cyanide

Crooked House

They Cameto Baghdad
Dedtination Unknown
Spider’sWeb *

The Unexpected Guest *
Orded by Innocence

The PdeHorse

Endless Night

Passenger To Frankfurt
Problem at Pollensa Bay
WhiletheLight Lasts
Hercule Poirot Investigates
The Myderious Affair at Styles
The Murder on theLinks
Poirot Investigates

The Murder of Roger Ackroyd



The Big Four

The Mystery of the Blue Train
Black Coffee*

Peril at End House

Lord Edgware Dies

Murder on the Orient Express
Three-Act Tragedy

Desth in the Clouds

The ABC Murders

Murder in Mesopotamia
Cardson the Table

Murder inthe Mews

Dumb Witness

Desth onthe Nile
Appointment with Degth
Hercule Poirot’s Christmas
Sad Cypress

One, Two, Buckle My Shoe
Evil Under the Sun
FiveLittlePigs

TheHollow

The Labours of Hercules
Taken at the Flood
MrsMcGinty’s Dead

After the Funerd

Hickory Dickory Dock



Dead Man's Folly

Cat Among the Pigeons
The Adventure of the Christmas Pudding
The Clocks

Third Girl

Hallowe en Party

Elephants Can Remember
Poirot’s Early Cases
Curtain: Poirot’s Last Case
Miss Marple Mydteries
The Murder at the Vicarage
The Thirteen Problems
TheBody intheLibrary
TheMoving Finger

A Murder Is Announced
They Do It with Mirrors

A Pocket Full of Rye

4.50 from Paddington
TheMirror Crack’d from Sideto Side
A Caribbean Mystery

At Bertram’sHotel
Nemes's

Sleeping Murder
MissMarple sFina Cases

Tommy & Tuppence



The Secret Adversary

Partnersin Crime

N or M?

By the Pricking of My Thumbs

Postern of Fate

Published as Mary Westmacott

Giant's Bread

Unfinished Portrait

Absent in the Spring

TheRoseand the Yew Tree

A Daughter’ sa Daughter

TheBurden

Memoairs

An Autobiography

Come, Tdl MeHow YouLive

Pay Collections

The Mousetrap and Selected Plays

Witness for the Prosecution and Selected Plays

* novelised by Charles Osborne
www.agathachrigtie.com

For moreinformation about Agatha Chrigtie, please vist the officid webste.
CAT AMONG THE PIGEONSby Agatha Christie
Copyright © 1959 Agatha Chrigtie Limited (a Chorion company)

“Essay by Charles Osborne’ excerpted fromThe Life and Crimes of Agatha Chritie . Copyright ©
1982, 1999 by Charles Osborne. Reprinted with permission.

All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the
required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text



of thise-book on-screen. No part of thistext may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded,
decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieva
system, in any form or by any means, whether eectronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter
invented, without the express written permission of PerfectBound™.
PerfectBound™ and the PerfectBound™ logo are trademarks of HarperCollins Publishers, Inc.
Microsoft Reader edition published September 2004 ISBN 0-06-079010-5

This e-book was set from theAgatha Chrigtie Sgnature Edition published 2002 by HarperCollins
Publishers , London.

1098765432
Firgt published in Greet Britain by Collins 1959

For more information about Agatha Christie e-books visit www.perfectbound.com/agathachristie

!gnrfn:rh aund

About the Publisher

Audrdia

HarperCollins Publishers (Austrdia) Pty. Ltd.
25 Ryde Road (PO Box 321)

Pymble, NSW 2073, Audtraia
http://mww.perfectbound.com.au

Canada

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

55 Avenue Road, Suite 2900

Toronto, ON, M5R, 3L 2, Canada
http://mww.perfectbound.ca

New Zedand

HarperCollinsPublishers (New Zedand) Limited
P.O.Box 1

Auckland, New Zedland

http:/AMnww.harpercallins.co.nz



United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.
77-85 Fulham Palace Road
London, W6 8JB, UK
http:/Amww.uk.perfectbound.com
United States

HarperCollins PublishersInc.

10 East 53rd Street

New York, NY 10022
http://ww.perfectbound.com

For more information about Agatha Christie e-books visit www.perfectbound.com/agathachristie

About thisTitle

This eBook was created using Reader\Works™ Publisher Preview, produced by OverDrive, Inc.

For moreinformation on ReaderWorks, visit us on the Web at "www.readerworks.com"



